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CuBningham,  Allan,  1785-1842,  a  native  of  Black- 
wood, near  Dalswinton,  Dnmfriessbire,  Scotland,  was  the 
son  of  a  gardener.  He  was  apprenticed  to  bis  uncle,  a 
country  nuuon,  bni  feeling  dissatisfied  witb  this  position, 
he  removed  in  1810  to  London,  where  he  became  connected 
with  the  newspaper  press.  In  1814  he  was  so  fortunate  as 
to  obtain  the  situation  of  Clerk  and  overseer  of  the  esta- 
blishment of  the  celebrated  sculptor,  Sir  Francis  Chantrey^ 
This  association  was  only  dissolved  by  the  death  of  Sir 
Francis  in  liorember,  1841.  Cunningham  survived  bis 
friend  and  patron  less  than  atwelvemonth.  Ho  industriously 
devoted  his  leisure  Ume  to  those  literary  pursuits  for  which 
he  had  a  strong  natural  predilection,  and  obtained  an  ho- 
nourable position  among  the  celebrities  of  the  day.  Among 
his  earlier  compositions  were  many  of  the  pieces  in  Cromck's 
Remains  of  Nithsdale  and  Galloway  Song,  pub.  in  1810; 
q,  V,    In  1822  appeared  his  dramatic  poem  of  Sir  Marma- 

duke  Maxwell. 

**  Many  parts  of  the  poetry  ai«  emloentlv  beautiful.  .  .  .  The 
fliult  whicn,  I  think,  attaches  to  Lord  Maxwell,  is  a  want  of  distinct 
precision  and  intelligibility  about  the  story,  which  counteracts, 
especially  with  ordinary  readers,  the  effect  of  beautiful  and  forcible 
dkrtion,  poetical  tmaipBry,  and  animated  description.'*— iSVr  Walter 
SeatCa  LdUn  to  the  Author. 

2.  Traditionary  Tales  of  the  Peasantry,  1822,  2  vols. 
3.  LordRoldan;  a  Romance,  3  vols.  4.  Sir  Michael  Scott; 
A  Romance,  3  vols.     5.  Paul  Jones ;  a  Romance,  3  vols. 

**  It  has  establlithed  the  author's  character  as  one  of  tbo  most  dis- 
tSngnished  writers  in  the  proviaee  of  fiction.'* — Lan.N.  Monthly  Mag. 

6.  The  Maid  of  Elwar ;  a  Romance.  7.  Songs  of  Scot- 
land, Ancient  and  Modem,  with  an  Essay  and  Notes,  his- 
torical and  literary,  1825,  4  vols.  cr.  8vo. 

« •  The  Ettrick  Shepherd  has  collected  not  a  few  of  those  thinprs,' 
said  Scott,  *  and  I  suppose  many  snatches  of  song  may  yet  be  found.' 
Cunnxngham:  *  I  liave  gatherCKi  many  «uch  things  myselC  Si^ir  Wal- 
ter, and  as  I  still  propoee  to  make  a  collection  of  all  Scottish  songs 
of  poetic  merit,  I  shall  work  up  many  of  my  stray  verses  and  cu- 
rious anecdotes  in  the  notes.'  SeoU  :  '  I  am  glad  that  you  are  about 
such  a  thing;  any  hcjp  which  I  can  give  you,  you  may  command; 
ask  me  any  questions,  no  matter  how  many,  I  shall  answer  them 
if  I  can.  Don't  be  timid  in  your  selection ;  our  ancestors  foujrht 
boldly,  spoke  boldly,  and  sang  boldly  too.' "  See  Cunningham's 
ilecoUectlona  of  Scott,  in  Lockhart's  Biography  of  Sir  Walter. 

8.  Lives  of  the  Most  Eminent  British  Painters,  Sculp- 
tors, and  Architeets,  1829-33,  0  vols.  12mo.  In  Murray's 
Family  Library.  Perhaps  the  most  popular  of  Cunning- 
ham's works. 

**The  critical  observations  profusely  scattered  through  those 
Biographies  will  render  them  useftil  to  the  student,  while  the  per- 
sonal anecdotes  with  which  they  abound  make  them  equally  allur- 
ing to  the  ordinary  reader." 

9.  Biog.  and  Crit.  Hist  of  the  Literature  of  the  last  Fifty 
Years;  pub.  in  the  London  Athenmumfor  1833;  repub.  in 
Paris,  8vo.  10.  The  Works  of  Robert  Bums,  with  a  New 
Life  and  Notes,  1834;  2d  edit.,  1835, 8  vols.  8 vo.  This  edi. 
tion  is  highly  commended.  11.  Biog.  and  Crit  Dissert&- 
tions  to  Major's  Cabinet  Gallery  of  Pictures,  1833-34^ 
2  vols.  r.  8vo;  73  boaatiful  engravings. 


<*  A  magnificent  work,  and  a  treasnry  of  fautmetlve  criticism.** 
— Dr.  DiUhn't  Reminiaotnoes. 

Only  two  days  before  his  death  Cunningham  completed, 
12.  The  Life,  Jonmals,  and  Correspondence  of  his  friend 
Sir  David  Wilkie,  pub.  in  1843,  in  3  vola.  8vo.    Sir  Robert 
Peel  had  remarked, 

"If  ever  Sir  David  WUkie's  correspondence  shall  see  the  light* 
it  will,  I  am  confident,  serve  to  add  to  the  honour  in  which  ho  In 
already  held,  horn  the  devotion  wliich  is  manifest  to  his  art,  an<i 
the  generosity  which  it  testifies  towards  every  competitor." 

It  is  no  small  praise  conferred  by  a  London  journal  of 
high  authority,  that 

**  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  has  done  Justice  to  his  subject,  an^ 
produced  a  work  of  great  interest  and  utility.** — Ornttrmun's  Ma^^ 

In  addition  to  the  works  noticed  above,  we  should  not 
omit  to  record  the  fact  that,  Mr.  Cunningham  was  a  contrl^ 
butor  to  the  excellent  Conversation  Lexicon,  pub.  by  Blackly 
ik  Son,  of  Edinburgh,  in  28  parts,  and  to  several  of  th« 
periodicals  of  the  day.  In  1847  an  edit,  of  his  Poems  an^ 
Songs  was  pub.  by  his  son,  Mr.  Peter  Cunningham. 

'*Tbe  works  of  the  most  tender  and  pathetic  of  the  Scottish  ndtv^ 
strsls,  in  a  cheap  and  elegant  form." — BUickwotnTa  Mag. 

Many  interesting  particulars,  letters,  Ac.  relative  to  oitx 
author  will  be  found  in  Lockhart's  Life  of  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
with  an  extract  from  which,  and  a  few  lines  from  a  dislii^^ 
guished  female  critic,  we  must  conclude  our  article : 

'*  yatewiber  I4.r-We  breakfkstvd  at  honest  Allan  Cuuninghank'*^ 
— honest  Allan — a  leal  and  true  Scotchman  of  the  old  ca.st.  ^ 
man  of  genius,  besld(«,  who  only  requires  the  t^ict  of  knowin|» 
when  and  where  to  stop,  toattaln  the  nnlTersal  praise  which  oug|^^ 
to  follow  it  I  look  upon  the  alteration  of  *iVb  hame  and  it*« 
baneit'  and '  A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea,'  as  among  the  best  aoug^^ 
gning.  Ills  prose  has  often  admirable  passages ;  but  he  Is  ubM:urQ^ 
and  overlays  his  meaning,  which  will  not  do  uow-a-days,  when  1^^ 
who  runs  most  read.'*— SlTr  Waltfr  Soott't  Diary. 

**  Ilis  haHads  and  lyrical  pieces  are  exquisite  in  feeling,  chaste 
and  elegant  in  style,  gnMsefnl  in  expression,  and  natural  In  oonoep. 
tJon:  they  will  bear  the  stricteat  and  most  critical  Inspeition  of 
tbfme  who  consider  elaborate  flourish  to  be,  at  least,  the  second  ro- 
qulsite  of  the  writers  of  song."— Mas.  Hall. 
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DEDICATION. 


TO  THS 

NOBLEMEN  AND   GENTLEMEN 

OP  THX 

CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 


[On  the  title-page  of  the  second  or  Edinburgh  edition,  were  these  irords :  "  Poems,  chiefly  in 
the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Robert  Bums,  printed  for  the  Author,  and  sold  by  William  Creech,  1787." 
The  motto  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  omitted ;  a  rery  numerous  list  of  subscribers  followed: 
the  Tolmne  was  printed  by  the  celebrated  Smellie.] 

Mt  Lobds  and  Gentlemen  : 

A  SooTTisn  Burdi  proad  of  the  name,  and  whose  highest  ambition  is  to  sing  in 
hifl  oonntfyB  servioe,  where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the  illustrious 
names  of  his  native  land :  those  who  bear  the  honours  and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their 
ancestoTB  1  The  poetic  genius  of  my  country  found  me^  as  the  prophetic  bard  Elijab 
did  Elishft— at  the  plough^  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me 
vs^  the  lores,  the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and  rural  pleasures  of  my  native  soil,  in  my 
native  tongue;  I  tuned  my  wild,  artless  notes  as  she  inspired.  She  whispered  me  to 
come  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of  Caledonia^  and  lay  my  songs  under  your  honoured 
proteetion :  I  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Thouf^  much  indebted  to  your  goodness^  I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords  and 
Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  style  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favours :  that  path  is 
■0  hadmeyed  by  prostituted  learning  that  honest  rusticity  is  ashamed  of  it.  Nor  do  T 
prasent  this  address  with  the  venal  soul  of  a  servile  author,  looking  for  a  continuation 
of  tlioee  &vonr8 :  I  was  bred  to  the  plough,  and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the 
eommon  Scottish  name  with  you,  my  iUustrious  countrymen ;  and  to  tell  the  world  that 
I  g^oty  tn  the  title.  I  come  to  congratulate  my  country  that  the  blood  of  her  ancient 
heroes  still  runs  uncontaminated,  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public 
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spirity  she  may  expect  proteqiion^  wealthy  and  liberty.    In  the  last  place,  I  come  to 
proffer  my  wannest  wishes  to  the  great  fountain  of  honour,  the  Monarch  of  the  universe, 

■ 

for  your  wel&re  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  echoes,  b  the  ancient  and  fiivourite  amusement 
of  your  fore&thersi  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party :  and  may  social  joy  await  your 
return !  When  harassed  in  courts  or  camps  with  the  jostlings  of  bad  men  and  bad 
measures,  inay  the  honest  consdousness  of  injured  worth  attend  your  return  to  your 
native  seats^  and  may  domestic  happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your 
gates  I  May  corruption  shrink  at  your  kindling  indignant  glance;  and  may  tyranny 
in  the  ruler,  and  licentiousness  in  the  people,  equally  find  you  an  inexorable  foe ! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
With  the  sincerest  gratitude  and  highest  respect, 

My  Lords  and  Gkntlemen, 

Your  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

BOBBRT  BURNS. 

EdixbvboHi  April  4, 1787. 


PREFACE. 


I  GAiiNOT  giTO  to  mj  country  this  edition  of  one  of  its  fftvourite  poets^  without 
stating  that  I  haye  delibezatelj  omitted  several  pieces  of  verse  ascribed  to  Bums 
hy  other  eSkmj  who  too  hastily,  and  I  think  on  insufficient  testinionyi  admitted  them 
amoDg  hoB  works.  If  I  am  unahle  to  share  in  the  hesitation  expressed  by  one  of  them 
on  the  aathondup  of  the  stansas  on  ''Ftatoral  Poetry/'  I  can  as  little  share  in  the  feel- 
ingii  with  which  they  have  intruded  into  the  charmed  oirde  of  his  poetry  such  composi- 
tions as  '<  Lines  on  the  Buins  of  Linduden  College/'  '^  Yerses  on  ti^e  Destruction  of  the 
Woods  of  Brumhuirig/'  <<  Terses  written  on  a  Marble  Slab  in  the  Woods  of  Aberfeldy/' 
and  those  entitled  **  The  Tree  of  Liberty/'  These  productions^  with  the  exception  of 
the  last^  were  never  seen  by  any  one  even  in  the  handwriting  of  BumS|  and  are  one  and 
all  wanting  in  that  tni^nal  vigour  of  language  and  manliness  of  sentiment  which  dis- 
tJBgniflh  his  poetry.  With  respect  to  ^'The  Tree  of  Liberty"  in  particular,  a  subject 
dear  to  the  heart  of  the  Bard,  can  any  one  conversant  with  his  genius  imagine  that  he 
welcomed  its  growth  or  celebrated  its  fruit  with  such  ^' capon  crawff '  as  these? 

'*i7po'  this  tree  there  grows  sio  firait, 

Its  virtues  a'  can  tell,  man; 
It  raises  man  aboon  the  brute, 

It  mak's  him  ken  himseP,  man. 
Gif  aace  the  peasant  taste  a  bit» 

He's  greater  than  a  lord,  man. 
An'  wi'  a  beggar  shares  a  ndte 

(y  a*  he  can  afford,  man." 

There  are  eleven  stansas,  of  which  the  best,  compared  with  the  '^  A  man's  a  man  for  a' 
thal^'  of  Buns,  sounds  like  a  cracked  pipkin  against  the  ^'heroic  dang"  of  a  Damascus 
Uade.  That  it  is  extant  in  the  handwriting  of  the  poet  cannot  be  taken  as  a  proof  that 
ft  is  hie  own  composition,  against  the  internal  testimony  of  utter  want  of  all  the  marks 
sy  whidi  we  know  him-— the  Bums-stamp^  so  to  speak,  which  is  visible  on  all  that 
€mt  eame  from  his  pen.  Misled  by  his  handwriting,  I  inserted  in  my  former  edition 
of  his  works  an  epitaph,  beginning 


•'Here  lies  a  rose,  a  budding  rose," 
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the  composition  of  Shenstono;  and  which  is  to  be  found  in  the  churchyard  of  Ealea* 
Owen :  aa  it  is  not  included  in  evexy  edition  of  that  poet's  acknowledged  works,  Bums, 
who  was  an  admirer  of  his  genius^  had^  it  seems,  copied  it  with  his  own  hand,  and  hence 
mj  error.    If  I  heutated  about  the  exclusion  of  ^'The  Tree  of  Liberty/'  and  its 
three  false  brethren,  I  could  have  no  scruples  regarding  the  fine  song  of  '^  Evan  Banks/' 
claimed  and  justly  for  Miss  Williams  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  or  the  humorous  song  called 
"Shelah  O'Neal/'  composed  by  the  late  Sir  Alexander  Boswell.    When  I  have  stated 
that  I  have  arranged  the  Poems,  the  Songs,  and  the  Letters  of  Bums,  as  nearly  as 
possible  in  the  order  in  which  they  were  written ;  that  I  have  omitted  no  piece  of  either 
verse  or  prose  which  bore  the  impress  of  his  hand,  nor  included  any  by  which  his  high 
reputation  would  likely  be  impaired,  I  have  said  all  that  seems  necessary  to  be  said,  save 
that  the  following  letter  came  too  late  for  insertion  in  its  proper  plaoe :  it  is  characteristio 
and  worth  a  place  anywhere. 

ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 


TO  BB.  ABGHIBALB  LAURIE. 

Maa^  18IA  JTov.  1786. 
Dbab  Sib, 

I  haye  along  with  this  sent  the  two  volumes  of  Ossian,  with  the  remaimsg  volume  of  the  Son(^< 
Ossian  I  am  not  in  sack  a  hurry  about ;  but  I  wisk  the  Songs,  with  the  volume  of  the  Sootoh  Poets, 
returned  as  soon  as  they  oaa  conveniently  be  dispatcked.  If  they  are  left  at  Mr.  TTilson,  th< 
bookseller's  shop,  Kilmarnock,  they  will  easily  reach  me. 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Bfr.  and  Mrs.  Lauiie ;  and  a  Poet* s  warmest  wishes  fol 
their  happiness  to  the  young  ladies  ;  particularly  the  fair  musician,  whom  I  think  much  bettei 
qualified  than  ever  Dayid  was,  or  could  be,  to  charm  an  evil  spirit  out  of  a  Saul. 

Indeed,  it  needs  not  the  feelings  of  a  poet  to  be  interested  in  the  welfare  of  one  of  the  sweetes 
scenes  of  domestic  peace  and  kindred  love  that  ever  I  saw ;  as  I  think  the  peaceful  unity  of  fit 
Margaret's  Hill  can  only  be  excelled  by  the  harmonious  concord  of  the  Apocalyptic  Zion. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  yours  sincerely, 

BOBSRT  BURHS. 
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ROBEET  BURNS. 


BoBxmT  Bmira,  the  ohief  of  the  peasant  poets  of  Scotland,  was  bom  in  a  little  mud-walled 
cottage  on  the  banks  of  Doon,  near  "  Alloway's  anld  haunted  kirk,"  in  the  shire  of  Ayr,  on  the 
SSth  day  of  January,  1759.  As  a  natural  mark  of  the  eyent,  a  sudden  storm  at  the  same  moment 
■wept  the  land :  the  gabel-wall  of  the  fraU  dwelling  gave  way,  and  the  babe-bard  was  hurried 
through  a  tempest  of 'wind  and  sleet  to  the  shelter  of  a  securer  hoTol.  He  was  the  eldest  bom 
•f  three  sons  and  three  daughters ;  his  father,  William,  who  in  his  natiye  Kincardineshire  wrote 
his  name  Bumess,  was  bred  a  gardener,  and  sought  fof  work  in  the  West;  but  coming  from  the 
lands  of  the  noble  family  of  the  Keiths,  a  suspicion  accompanied  him  that  he  had  been  out — as 
rebellion  was  softly  called — in  the  forty-five :  a  suspicion  fatal  to  his  hopes  of  rest  and  bread,  in 
■o  loyal  a  district ;  and  it  was  only  when  the  clergyman  of  his  native  parish  certified  his  loyalty 
that  he  waa  permitted  to  toiL  This  suspicion  of  Jacobitism,  roTiyed  by  Bums  himself,  when  he 
xeee  into  fame,  seems  not  to  haye  influenced  either  the  feelings,  or  the  tastes  of  Agnes  Brown,  a 
young  woman  on  the  Boon,  whom  he  wooed  and  married  in  Becember,  1757,  when  he  was  thirty- 
Bix  years  old.  To  support  her,  he  leased  a  small  piece  of  ground,  which  he  converted  into  a 
mnery  and  garden,  and  to  shelter  her,  he  raised  with  his  own  hands  that  humble  abode  where 
■he  gave  birth  to  her  eldest  son. 

The  elder  Bums  waa  a  well-informed,  silent,  austere  man,  who  endured  no  idle  gaiety,  nor 
Indecorous  language :  while  he  relaxed  somewhat  the  hard,  stem  creed  of  the  Covenanting  times, 
he  enforced  all  the  work-day,  as  well  as  sabbath-day  observances,  which  the  Calvinlstio  kirk 
requires,  and  scrupled  at  promiscuous  dancing,  as  the  staid  of  our  own  day  scruple  at  the  waits. 
His  wife  was  of  a  milder  mood:  she  was  blest  with  a  singular  fortitude  of  temper ;  was  as  devout 
of  heart,  as  she  was  fialm  of  mind ;  and  loved,  while  busied  in  her  household  concerns,  to  sweeten 
the  bitterer  moments  of  life,  by  chanting  the  songs  and  ballads  of  her  country,  of  which  her  store 
was  great.  The  garden  and  nursery  prospered  so  much,  that  he  was  induced  to  widen  his  views, 
and  by  the  help  of  his  Idnd  landlord,  the  laird  of  Boonholm,  and  the  more  questionable  aid  of 
borrowed  money,  he  entered  upon  a  neighbouring  farm,  named  Mount  Oliphant,  extending  to  an 
hundred  aores.  This  was  in  1765 ;  but  the  land  was  hungry  and  sterile ;  the  seasons  proved  rainy 
and  rough ;  the  toil  was  certain,  the  reward  unsure;  when  to  his  sorrow,  the  laird  of  Boonholm — 
a  generous  Ferguson,-Mlied :  the  strict  terms  of  the  lease,  as  well  as  the  rent,  were  exacted  by 
a  harsh  factor,  and  with  his  wife  and  children,  he  was  obliged,  after  a  losing  struggle  of  six  years,  , 
to  relinquish  the  farm,  and  seek  shelter  on  the  grounds  of  Lochlea,  some  ten  miles  off,  in  the 
parish  of  Tarbolton.  *  When,  in  after-days,  men's  characters  were  in  the  hands  of  his  eldest  son, 
the  seoundrel  factor  sat  for  that  lasUng  portrait  of  insolence  and  wrong,  in  the  **  Twa  Bogs." 

In  this  new«farm  William  Bums  seemed  to  strike  root,  and  thrive.    Ue  was  strong  of  body  and 
*  ■tdcat  of  mind :  every  day  brought  increase  of  vigour  to  his  three  sons,  who,  though  very  young» 
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already  put  their  hands  to  the  plough,  the  reap-hook,  and  the  flail.  Bat  it  eeemed  that  nothing 
which  he  undertook  was  decreed  in  the  end  to  prosper:  after  fonr  seatfons  of  prosperitj  a  change 
ensued :  the  farm  was  far  from  cheap ;  the  gains  under  any  lease  were  then  so  little,  that  the 
loss  of  a  few  pounds  was  ruinous  to  a  farmer:  bad  seed  and  wet  seasons  had  their  usual  influence : 
<<  The  gloom  of  hermits  and  the  moil  of  galley-slaTes,"  as  the  poet,  alluding  to  those  days,  sud, 
were  endured  to  no  purpose ;  when,  to  orown  all,  a  difference  arose  between  the  landlord  and  ths 
tenant,  as  to  the  terms  of  the  lease ;  and  the  early  days  of  the  poet,  and  Che  declining  years  of 
his  father,  were  harassed  by  disputes,  in  which  sensit&Te  minds  are  sure  to  suffer. 

Amid  these  labours  and  disputes,  the  poet's  fkther  remembered  the  worth  of  religious  and  moral 
instruction :  he  took  part  of  this  upon  himself.  A  week-day  in  Lochlea  wore  the  sober  looks  of 
a  Sunday:  he  read  the  Bible  and  explained,  as  intelligent  peasants  are  accustomed  to  do,  the 
sense,  when  dark  or  difficult ;  he  loyed  to  discuss  the  spiritual  meanings,  and  gaxe  on  the  mystical 
splendours  of  the  Berelations.  He  was  aided  in  these  labours,  first,  by  the  school-master  of 
Alloway-mill,  near  the  Doon ;  secondly,  by  John  Murdoch,  student  of  diirinity,  who  undertook  to 
teach  arithmetic,  grammar,  French,  and  Latin,  to  the  boys  of  Lochlea,  and  the  sons  of  five 
nei^bouring  farmers.  Murdoch,  who  was  an  enthusiast  in  learning,  much  of  a  pedant,  and  such 
a  judge  of  genius  that  he  thought  wit  should  always  be  laughing,  and  poetry  wear  an  eternal 
smile,  performed  his  task  well :  he  found  Robert  to  be  quick  in*  apprehension,  and  not  afriud  ta 
study  when  knowledge  was  the  reward.  He  taught  him  to  turn  yerse  into  its  natural  prose  order  \ 
to  supply  all  the  ellipses,,  and  not  to  desist  till  the  sense  was  clear  and  plain :  he  also,  in  theii 
walks,  told  him  the  names  of  different  objects  both  in  Latin  and  French ;  and  though  his  know 
ledge  of  these  languages  nerer  amounted  to  much,  he  approached  the  grammar  of  the  Eoglisl 
tongue,  through  the  former,  which  was  of  material  use  to  him,  in  his  poetic  compositions.  Borni 
was,  even  in  those  early  days,  a  sort  of  ^thusiast  in  all  that  concerned  the  glory  of  Scotland 
he  used  to  fancy  himself  a  soldier  of  the  days  of  the  Wallace  and  the  Bruce :  loved  to  strut  afte 
the  bag-pipe  and  the  drum,  and  read  of  the  bloody  struggles  of  his  country  for  freedom  an« 
existence,  till  <*a  Scottish  prejudice,"  he  says,  '*  was  poured  into  my  reins,  which  wiH  boil  ther 
till  the  flood-gates  of  life  are  shut  in  eternal  rest." 

In  this  mood  of  mind  Bums  was  unconsciously  approaching  the  land  of  poesie.  In  addition  t 
the  histories  of  the  Wallace  and  the  Bruce,  he  found,  on  the  shelves  of  his  neighbours,  not  onl 
whole  bodies  of  divinity,  and  sermons  without  limit,  but  the  works  of  some  of  the  best  Engl  is! 
as  well  as  Scottish  poets,  together  with  songs  and  ballads  innumerable.  On  these  he  loved  < 
pore  whenever  a  moment  of  leisure  came;  nor  was  verse  his  sole  favourite ;  he  desired  to  drin 
knowledge  at  any  fountain,  and  Guthrie's  Grammar,  Dickson  on  Agriculture,  Addisoif  s  Spectato 
Locke  on  the  Human  Understanding,  and  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,  were  ( 
welcome  to  his  heart  as  Shakspeare,  Milton,  Pope,  Thomson,  and  Young.  There  is  a  mystery  t 
the  workings  of  genius :  with  these  poets  in  his  head  and  hand,  we  see  not  that  he  has  advance 
one  step  in  the  way  in  which  he  was  soon  to  walk;  «  Highland  Maxy"  and  <<Tam  o'  Shante: 
sprang  from  other  inspirations. 

Bums  lifts  up  the  veil  himself,  from  the  studies  which  made  him  a  poet.  '*  In  my  boyii 
days,"  he  says  to  Moore,  **  I  owed  much  to  an  old  woman  (Jenny  Wilson)  who  resided  in  t 
family,  remarkable  for  her  credulity  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collect! 
in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs,  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warloci 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elfcandles,  dead-lights,  vrraiths,  apparitions,  cantraips,  giants,  enchant 
towers,  dragons,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poesie ;  but  had 
strong  an  effect  upon  my  imagination  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nocturnal  rambles,  I  aometin 
keep  a  look-out  on  suspicious  places."  Here  we  have  the  young  poet  taking  lessons  in  the  clas 
*  lore  of  his  native  land:  in  the  school  of  Janet  Wilson  he  profited  largely;  her  tales  gave  a  hi 
all  their  own,  to  many  noble  effusions.  But  her  teaching  was  at  the  hearth-stone  :  when  he  v 
in  the  fields,  either  driving  a  cart  or  walking  to  labour,  he  had  ever  in  his  hand  a  collection 
Bongs,  such  as  any  stall  in  the  land  could  supply  him  with ;  and  over  these  he  pored,  ballad 
ballad,  and  verse  by  verse,  noting  the  true,  tender,  and  the  natural  sublime  from  affectation  a 
fastian.    "  To  this,"  he  said,  '*  t  am  convinced  that  I  owe  much  of  my  critic  craft,  such  as  it  i 


Eb  mother,  too,  vneonsdooaly  led  him  in  the  ways  of  the  miue :  she  loYed  to  recite  or  sing  to  him 
a  etruige,  but  cleTer  haUad,  called  *<  the  Life  and  Age  of  Man :"  this  strain  of  pietj  and  imagina- 
tton  was  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote  '*  Man  was  made  to  Monm." 

He  found  other  teachers — of  a  tenderer  nature  and  softer  influence.  «  Ton  know/'  he  says  to 
Moore,  "our  coontiy  custom  of  ooupling  a  man  and  womA  together  as  partners  in  the  labours 
of  harrest.  In  my  fifteenth  autumn  my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year  younger  than 
myself:  she  was  in  trath  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonaie  lass,  and  nnwittingly  to  herself,  initiated  me  in 
that  delicious  passiony  which,  in  spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence,  and  book-worm 
philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the  first  of  human  joys.  How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell ;  I 
neTer  expressly  said  I  lored  her :  indeed  I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter 
behind  with  her^  when  returning  in  the  evenings  from  our  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart  strings  thrill  like  an  JSolian  harp,  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  such  a 
furiouB  ratan,  when  I  looked  and  fingered  over  her  little  hand,  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle-stings 
and  thistles.  Among  other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sang  sweetly,  and  it  was  her  favourite 
reel  to  which  I  attempted  to  give  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme ;  thus  with  me  began  love  and 
verse."  This  intercourse  with  the  fair  part  of  the  creation,  was  to  his  slumbering  emotions,  a 
voice  f^m  heaven  to  call  them  into  life  and  poetry. 

From  the  school  of  traditionary  lore  and  love.  Bums  now  went  to  a  router  academy.  Lochlea, 
though  not  producing  fine  crops  of  com,  was  considered  excellent  for  flax;  and  while  the  culti- 
vation of  this  oommodi^  was  committed  to  hie  father  and  his  brother  Gilbert,  he  was  sent  to 
Inine  at  Midsummer,  1781,  to  leam  the  trade  of  a  flax-dresser,  under  one  Peacock,  kinsman  to 
his  mother.  Some  time  before,  he  had  spent  a  portion  of  a  summer  at  a  school  in  Kirkoswald, 
learning  mensuration  and  land-surveying,  where  he  had  mingled  in  scenes  of  sociality  with 
smugglers,  and  ei^oyed  the  pleasure  of  a  silent  walk,  under  the  moon,  with  the  young  and  the 
beantifuL  At  Irvine  he  laboured  by  day  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  his  business,  and  at  night  he 
associated  with  the  gay  and  the  thoughtless,  with  whom  he  leamt  to  empty  his  glass,  and  indulge 
in  free  discourse  on  topics  forbidden  at  Lochlea.  He  had  one  small  room  for  a  lodging,  for  which 
he  gave  a  shilling  a  week :  meat  he  seldom  tasted,  and  his  food  consisted  chiefly  of  oatmeal  and 
potatoes  sent  from  his  father's  house.  In  a  letter  to  his  father,  written  with  great  purity  and 
nmplicity  of  style,  he  thus  gives  a  picture  of  himself,  mental  and  bodily :  "  Honoured  Sir,  I  have 
purposely  delayed  writing,  in  the  hope  that  I  should  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  new 
years'  day,  but  work  comes  so  hard  upon  us  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be  absent  on  that  account. 
My  health  is  nearly  the  same  as  when  you  were  here,  only  my  sleep  is  a  littie  sounder,  and  on 
the  whole,  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwise,  though  I  mend  by  very  slow  degrees :  the  weak- 
ness of  my  nerves  had  so  debilitated  my  mind  that  I  dare  neither  review  past  wants  nor  look  for- 
ward into  futurity,  for  the  least  anxiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast  produces  most  unhappy 
effects  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes  indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my  spirits  are  a  littie 
lightened,  I  glimmer  a  littie  into  futurity;  but  my  principal  and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable 
employment  is  looking  backwards  and  forwa^  in  a  moral  and  religious  way.  I  am  quite  trans- 
ported at  the  thought  that  ere  long,  perhaps  very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the 
pains  and  uneasinesses,  and  disquietudes  of  this  weary  life.  As  for  the  world,  I  despair  of  ever 
making  a  figure  in  it :  I  am  not  formed  for  the  bustie  of  the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  I 
foreflcc  that  poverty  and  obscurity  probably  await  me,  and  I  am  in  some  measure  prepared  and 
daily  preparing  to  meet  them.  I  have  but  just  time  and  paper  to  return  you  my  grateftil  thanks 
for  the  lessons  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me,  which  were  but  too  much  neglected  at  the 
time  of  giving  Them,  but  which,  I  hope,  have  been  remembered  ere  it  is  yet  too  late."  This 
remarkable  letter  was  written  in  the  twenty-second  year  of  his  age ;  it  alludes  to  the  illness 
which  seems  to  have  been  the  companion  of  his  youth,  a  nervous  headache,  brought  on  by  con- 
•tant  toil  and  anxiety ;  and  it  speaks  of  the  melancholy  which  is  the  common  attendant  of  genius, 
and  its  sensibilities,  aggravated  by  despair  of  distinction.  The  catastrophe  which  happened  ere 
this  letter  was  well  in  his  father's  hand,  accords  ill  with  quotations  from  the  Bible,  and  hopes 
fixed  in  heaven: — "An  we  gave,"  he  says,  **  a  welcome  carousal  to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took 
ftnf  and  burnt  to  ashes,  and  I  was  left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence." 
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Thii  diBwrter  ms  followed  by  one  more  grleroiiB :  his  father  was  well  in  years  when  he  iru 
married,  and  age  and  a  constitation  ii^ured  by  toil  and  diBappointment,  began  to  press  him 
down,  ere  his  sons  had  grown  np  to  man*i^  estate.  On  all  ndes  the  clouds  began  to  darken : 
the  fium  was  naprosperons:  the  Bpeo|^tionB  in  flax  failed ;  and  the  landlord  of  Loohlea,  raisin :; 
a  question  npoa  the  meaning  of  the  lease,  conoeming  rotation  of  orop,  pushed  the  matter  to  a 
U>nniit,  alike  mlnous  to  a  poor  man  eitiier  in  its  snecess  or  its  failure.  « After  three  years 
toBSfaig  and  whirling,"  says  Bums,  ''in  the  Tortez  of  litigation,  my  father,  was  just  sayed  from 
the  horrors  of  a  jail  by  a  consumption,  which,  after  two  years'  promises,  kindly  stept  in  an] 
earried  him  away  to  where- the  <  wicked  oease  from  troubling  and  the  weaiy  are  at  rest'  Ills  s^] 
went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  prowl  in  the  kennel  of  justice.  The  finishing  evil  which  brouglii 
up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my  constitutional  melancholy  being  increased  to  such  t 
degree,  that  for  three  months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  bopele.^^ 
wretohes  who  hare  got  their  mittimus,  '  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed.' " 

Bobert  Bums  was  now  the  head  of  his  father's  house.  He  gathered  together  the  little  tha 
law  and  misfortune  had  spared,  and  took  the  tkrm  of  Mossgiel,  near  Mauohline,  contiuning  on 
hundred  and  eighteen  acres,  at  a  rent  of  ninety  pounds  a  year :  his  mother  and  sisters  took  th 
domestic  superintendence  of  home,  bam,  and  byre ;  and  he  associated  his  brother  Gilbert  in  tit 
labours  of  tiie  land.  It  was  made  a' joint  affair:  the  poet  was  young,  willing,  and  Tigorous,  an 
excelled  in  ploughing,  sowing,  reaping,  mowing,  and  thrashing.  His  wages  were  fixed  at  scvc 
pounds  per  annum,  and  such  for  a  time  was  his  care  and  frugality,  that  he  neyer  exceeded  th 
small  allowance.  He  purchased  books  on  farming,  held  conversations  with  the  old  and  the  knot 
ing ;  and  said  imto  himself,  '*  I  shall  be  prudent  and  wise,  and  my  shadow  shall  increase  in  i\ 
land."  But  it  was  not  decreed  that  these  resolutions  were  to  endure,  and  that  he  was  to  becoii 
a  mighty  agriculturist  in  the  west  Fantfer  Attention,  as  the  proTorb  says,  is  a  good  farmer,  i 
the  world  over,  and  Bums  was  such  by  fits  and  by  starts.  But  he  who  writes  an  ode  on  the  she 
he  is  about  to  shear,  a  poem  on  the  flower  that  he  coyers  with  the  farrow,  who  sees  visions  on  I 
way  to  market,  who  makes  rhymes  on  the  horse  he  is  about  to  yoke,  and  a  song  on  the  girl  w 
shows  the  whitest  hands  among  his  reapers,  has  small  chance  of  leading  a  market,  or  of  bcl 
laird  of  the  fields  he  rents.  The  dreams  of  Bums  were  of  the  muses,  and  not  of  rising  marke 
of  golden  locks  rather  than  of  yellow  com :  he  had  other  faults.  It  is  not  known  that  Wlllii 
Bums  was  aware  before  his  death  that  his  eldest  son  had  sinned  in  rhyme ;  but  we  hare  Gilbor 
assurance,  that  his  father  went  to  the  grave  in  ignorance  of  his  son's  errors  of  a  less  Yenial  ki 
—unwitting  that  he  was  soon  to  give  a  two-fold  proof  of  both  in  "  Rob  the  Rhymer's  Address 
his  Bastard  Child*'— a  poem  less  decorous  than  witty. 

The  dress  and  condition  of  Bums  when  he  became  a  poet  were  not  at  all  poetical,  in  the  mlnsl 
meaning  of  the  word.  His  clothes,  coarse  and  homely,  were  made  from  home-grown  wool,  sh* 
off  his  own  sheeps'  backs,  carded  and  spun  at  his  own  fireside,  woven  by  the  village  weaver,  a 
when  not  of  natural  hodden-gray,  dyed  a  half-blue  in  the  village  rat  They  were  shaped  i 
sewed  by  the  district  tulor,  who  usually  wrought  at  the  rate  of  a  groat  a  day  and  his  food ;  i 
as  the  wool  was  coarse,  so  also  was  the  workmanship.  The  linen  which  he  wore  was  hoxoe-gro 
home-hackled,  home-spun,  home-woven,  and  home-bleached,  and,  unless  designed  for  Sun 
use,  was  of  coarse,  strong  ham,  to  suit  the  tear  and  wear  of  bam  and  field.  His  shoes  catne  f  i 
rustic  tanpits,  for  most  farmers  then  prepared  theiv^wn  leather ;  were  armed,  sole  and  hod,  v 
heavy,  broad-headed  nails,  to  endure  the  clod  and  the  road :  as  hats  were  then  littie  in  use,  s 
among  small  lairds  or  country  gentry,  westiand  heads  were  commonly  coveredprith  a  coa 
broad,  blue  bonnet,  with  a  stopple  on  its  flat  crown,  made  in  thousands  at  Kilmarnock,  and  kn* 
in  all  lands  by  the  name  of  scone  bonnets.  His  plaid  was  a  handsome  red  and  whito  chec 
for  pride  in  poets,  he  said,  was  no  sin— prepared  of  fine  wool  with  more  than  common  car< 
ihe  hands  of  his  mother  and  sisters,  and  woren  with  more  skill  than  the  village  weaker 
flsually  required  to  exert.  His  dwelling  was  in  keeping  with  his  dress,  a  low,  thatched  bo 
with  a  kitchen,  a  bedroom  and  closet,  with  floors  of  kneaded  day,  and  ceilings  of  moorland  ti 
*  f^w  books  on  a  shelf,  thumbed  by  many  a  thumb ;  a  few  hams  drying  above  head  in  the  esn^ 


whieb  was  in  no  haste  to  get  out  at  the  roof— a  wooden  settle,  some  oak  chain,  chaff  beds  well 
eoTcred  with  blankets,  with  a  fire  of  peat  and  wood  burning  at  a  distance  from  the  gable  wall,  on 
the  middle  of  the  floor.  His  food  was  as  homelj  as  his  habitation,  and  consisted  chiefly  of  oat- 
aeal-porridge,  barley-broth,  and  potatoes,  and  milk.  How  the  muse  happened  to  ^isit  him  in 
this  elay  biggin,  take  a  fancy  to  a  oloaterly  peasant,  and  teach  him  strains  of  consummate  beauty 
and  elegance,  must  erer  be  a  matter  of  wonder  to  all  those,  and  they  are  not  few,  who  hold  that 
noble  sentiments  and  heroic  deeds  are  the  exchuiTe  portion  of  the  gently  nursed  and  the  far 
deecf^nded. 

Of  the  earlier  Terses  of  Bums  few  are  preserred :  when  composed,  he  put  them  on  paper,  bat 
he  kept  them  to  himself:  though  a  poet  at  sixteen,  he  seems  not  to  have  made  even  his  brother 
his  confidante  till  he  became  a  man,  and  his  judgment  had  ripened.  He,  howeyer,  made  a  little 
dasped  paper  book  his  treasurer,  and  under  the  head  of  "  Obserrations,  Hints,  Songs,  and 
Scraps  of  Poetry,"  we  find  many  a  wayward  and  impassioned  rerse,  songs  risiug  little  aboTO  the 
humblest  oonntry  strain,  or  bursting  into  an  elegance  and  a  beauty  worthy  of  the  highest  of 
minstrels.  The  first  words  noted  down  are  the  staaxas  which  he  composed  on  his  fair  companion 
of  the  harvest-field,  out  of  whose  hands  he  loTcd  to  remove  the  nettle-stings  and  the  thistles :  the 
prettier  song,  beginning  "Now  westlin  win's  and  slaughtering  guns,"  written  on  the  lass  of 
Kirkoswald,  with  whom,  instead  of  learning  mensuration,  he  chose  to  wander  under  the  light  of 
the  moon:  a  strain  better  still,  inspired  by  the  charms  of  a  neighbouring  maiden,  of  the  name 
of  Annie  Bonald ;  another,  of  equal  merit,  arising  out  of  his  nocturnal  adTcntures  among  the 
lasses  of  the  west ;  and,  finally,  that  crowning  glory  of  all  his  lyric  compositions,  <*  Green  grow 
the  rashes."  This  little  clasped  book,  however,  seems  not  to  have  been  made  his  confidante  till 
his  twenty-third  or  twenty-fourth  year :  he  probably  admitted  to  its  pages  only  the  strains  which 
he  loved  most,  or  such  as  had  taken  a  place  in  his  memory :  at  whatever  age  it  was  commenced, 
he  had  then  begun  to  estimate  his  own  character,  and  intimate  his  fortune s,  for  he  calls  himself 
In  its  pages  *'  a  man  who  had  little  art  in  making  money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it." 

We  have  not  been  told  how  welcome  the  incense  of  his  songs  rendered  him  to  the  rustic  maidens 
of  Kyle :  women  are  not  apt  to  be  won  by  the  charms  of  verse ;  they  have  little  sympathy  with 
dreamers  on  Parnassus,  and  allow  themselves  to  be  influenced  by  something  more  substantial  than 
the  roses  and  lilies  of  the  muse.  Bums  had  other  claims  to  their  regard  than  those  arising  from  poetic 
■kill :  he  was  tall,  young,  good-looking,  with  dark,  bright  eyes,  and  words  and  wit  at  will :  he  had  a 
sarcastic  saUy  for  all  lads  who  presumed  to  cross  his  path,  and  a  soft,  persuasive  word  for  all  lasses 
on  whom  he  fixed  his  fancy;  nor  was  this  all — ^he  was  adventurous  and  bold  in  love  trystes  and 
love  excursions :  long,  rough  roads,  stormy  nights,  flooded  rivers,  and  lonesome  places,  were  no 
letts  to  him ;  and  when  the  dangers  or  labours  of  the  way  were  braved,  he  was  alike  skilful  in 
elnding  vigilant  aunts,  wakerife  mothers,  and  envious  or  suspicious  sisters :  for  rivals  he  had  a 
blow  as  ready  as  he  had  a  word,  and  was  familiar  with  snug  stack-yards,  broomy  glens,  and  yooks 
of  hawthorn  and  honeysuckle,  where  maidens  love  to  be  wooed.  This  rendered  him  dearer  to 
woman's  heart  than  all  the  lyric  effusions  of  his  fancy ;  and  when  we  add  to  such  allurements,  a 
warm,  flowing,  and  persuasive  eloquence,  we  need  not  wonder  that  woman  listened  and  was  won ; 
that  one  of  the  most  charming  damsels  of  the  West  said,  an  hour  with  him  in  the  dark  was  worth 
a  lifetime  of  light  with  any  other  body;  or  that  the  accomplished  and  beautiful  Duchess  of 
Gordon  doclared,  in  i^  latter  day,  that  no  man  ever  carried  her  so  completely  off  her  feet  as 
Qobert  Barns. 

It  is  one  of  the  delusions  of  the  poet*s  critics  and  biographers,  that  the  sources  of  his  inspira- 
tion are  to  be  found  in  the  great  classic  poets  of  the  land,  with  some  of  whom  he  had  from  his 
youth  been  familiar :  there  is  little  or  no  trace  of  them  in  any  of  his  compositions.  He  read 
and  wondered — ^he  warmed  his  fancy  at  their  flame,  he  corrected  his  own  natural  taste  by  theirs, 
but  he  neither  copied  nor  imitated,  and  there  are  but  two  or  three  allusions  to  Toung  and  Shak- 
speare  in  all  the  range  of  his  verse.  He  could  not  but  feel  that  he  was  the  scholar  of  a  different 
•ohool,  and  that  his  thirst  was  to  be  slaked  at  other  fountains.  The  language  in  which  those 
great  bards  embodied  their  thoughts  was  unapproachable  to  an  Ayrshire  peasant ;  it  was  to  him 
as  an  almost  foreign  tongue :  he  had  to  think  and  feel  in  the  not  ungraceful  or  inharmonious 


xxnn  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


language  of  his  own  Tale,  and  then,  in  a  manner,  translate  it  into  that  of  Pope  or  of  Thomaon, 
with  the  additional  difficulty  of  finding  Engliah  words  to  express  the  exact  meaning  of  those  of 
Scotland,  which  had  chi|fly  been  retained  because  equiyalents  could  not  be  found  in  the  more 
elegant  and  grammatical  tongue.  Such  strains  as  those  of  the  polished  Pope  or  the  subUmer 
Milton  were  beyond  his  power,  less  from  deficiency  of  genius  than  from  lack  of  language :  he 
coufd,  indeed,  write  English  with  ease  and  fluency ;  but  when  he  desired  to  be  tender  or  impas- 
sioned, to  persuade  or  subdue,  he  had  recourse  to  the  Scottish,  and  he  found  it  sufficient. 

The  goddesses  or  the  Dalilahs  of  the  young  poet's  song  were,  like  the  language  in  which  ho 
celebrated  them,  the  pi^duce  of  the  district ;  not  dames  high  and  exalted,  but  lasses  of  the  bam 
and  of  the  byre,  who  had  never  been  in  higher  company  than  that  of  shepherds  or  ploughmen, 
or  danced  in  a  politer  assembly  than  that  of  their  fellow-peasants,  on  a  barn-floor,  to  the  Bouid 
of  the  district  fiddle.  Nor  eyen  of  these  did  he  choose  the  loyeliest  to  lay  out  the  wealth  of  his 
verse  upon :  he  has  been  accused,  by  his  brother  among  others,  of  lavishing  the  colours  of  his 
fancy  on  very  ordinary  faces.  "  He  had  always,"  says  Gilbert,  **  a  jealousy  of  people  who  were 
richer  than  himself ;  his  love,  therefore,  seldom  settled  on  persons  of  this  description.  When  he 
selected  any  one,  out  of  the  sovereignty  of  his  good  pleasure,  to  whom  he  should  pay  his  parti- 
cular attention,  she  was  instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  charms  out  of  the  plentiful 
stores  of  his  own  imagination :  and  there  was  often  a  great  dissimilitude  between  his  fair  eapti- 
vator,  as  she  appeared  to  others  and  as  she  seemed  when  invested  with  the  attributes  he  g«T< 
her."  **My  heart,"  he  himself,  speaking  of  those  days,  observes, '**  was  completely  tinder,  and 
was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or  other."  Yet,  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  sufficienl 
room  exists  for  believing  that  Bums  and  his  brethren  of  the  West  had  very  different  notions  of 
the  captivating  and  the  beautiful ;  while  they  were  moved  by  rosy  cheeks  and  looks  of  rustii 
health,  he  was  moved,  like  a  sculptor,  by  beauty  of  form  or  by  harmony  of  motion,  and  b; 
expression,  which  lightened  up  ordinary  features  and  rendere(fthem  captivating.  Such,  I  hav 
been  told,  were  several  of  the  lasses  of  the  West,  to  whom,  if  he  did  not  surrender  his  heart,  h 
rendered  homage ;  and  both  elegance  of  form  and  beauty  of  face  were  visible  to  all  in  those  o 
whom  he  afterwards  sang — the  Hamiltons  and  the  Burnets  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  Millers  an 
M'Murdos  of  the  Nith.  ^  > 

The  mind  of  Bums  took  now  a  wider  range :  he  had  sung  of  the  maidens  of  Kyle  in  straii 
not  likely  soon  to  die,  and  though  not  weary  of  the  softnesses  of  love,  he  desired  to  try  his  genii 
on  matters  of  a  sterner  kind — ^what  those  subjects  were  he  tells  us ;  they  were  homely  and  i 
hand,  of  a  native  nature  and  of  Scottish  growth :  places  celebrated  in  Roman  story,  vales  ma^ 
famous  in  Grecian  song — Chills  of  vines  and  groves  of  myrtle  had  few  oharms  for  hinu  ''la 
hurt,"  thus  he  writes  in  August,  1785,  <<  to  see  other  towns,  rivers,  woods,  and  haugbs  of  Sec 
land  immortalized  in  song,  while  my  dear  native  county,  the  ancient  Baillieries  of  Carrick,  Ky) 
and  Ounningham,  famous  in  both  ancient  and  modem  times  for  a  gallant  and  warlike  race  i 
inhabitants — a  county  where  civil  and  religious  liberty  have  ever  found  their  first  support  w 
their  asylum — a  county,  the  birth-place  of  many  famous  philosophers,  soldiers,  and  statesmc 
and  the  scene  of  many  great  events  recorded  in  history,  particularly  the  actions  of  the  glorio 
Wallace—yet  we  have  never  had  one  Scotch  poet  of  any  eminence  to  make  the  fertile  banks  < 
Irvine,  the  romantic  woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes  of  Ayr,  and  the  mountainous  Bouroe  a 
winding  sweep  of  the  Doon,  emulate  Tay,  Forth,  Ettrlck,  and  Tweed.  This  is  a  complaint  I  yroi 
gladly  remedy,  but,  alas!  I  am  far  unequal  to  the  task,  both  in  genius  and  education."  To 
up  with  glowing  verse  the  outline  which  this  sketch  indicates,  was  to  raise  the  long^laid  spirit 
national  song — to  waken  a  strain  to  which  the  whole  land  would  yield  response — a  miraclQ  un 
tempted— certainly  unperformed — since  the  days  of  the  Gentie  Shepherd.  It  is  tmo  that  i 
tongue  of  the  muse  had  at  no  time  been  wholly  silent ;  that  now  and  then  a  burst  of  sublime  wi 
like  the  song  of  **  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me,"  and  of  lasting  merriment  and  humour,  like  tj 
of  "  Tibbie  Fowler,"  proved  that  the  fire  of  natural  poesie  smouldered,  if  it  did  not  blazo  ;  wk 
the  social  strains  of  the  unfortunate  Fergusson  revived  in  the  city,  if  not  in  the  field,  tho  metn* 
of  him  who  sang  the  "  Monk  and  the  Miller's  wife."  But  notwithstanding  these  and  other  p 
ductions  of  equal  merit,  Scottish  poesie,  it  must  be  owned,  had  lost  mnoh  of  its  ori^ftal  ec«t 


•nd  ferrour,  and  that  the  boldest  efforts  of  the  muse  no  more  equalled  the  songs  of  Dunhar,  of 
Douglas,  of  Lyndsay,  and  of  James  the  Fifth,  than  the  sound  of  an  artificial  cascade  resembles 
Ihe'undjing  thunders  of  Corra. 

To  accomplish  this  required  an  acquaintance  with  man  beyond  what  the  forge,  the  change-house, 
Bnd  the  market-place  of  the  village  supplied ;  a  look  further  than  the  barn-yard  and  the  furrowed 
field,  and  a  liyelier  knowledge  and  deeper  feeling  of  history  than,  probably,  Bums  oyer  possessed. 
To  all  ready  and  accessible  sources  of  knowledge  he  appears  to  have  had  recourse ;  he  sought 
matter  for  hia  muse  in  the  meetings,  religious  as  well  as  social,  of  the  district-— consorted  with 
st^d  matrons,  grare  plodding  farmers — ^with  those  who  preached  as  well  as  those  who  listened — 
with  sharp-tongued  attorneys,  who  laid  down  the  law  oyer  a  Mauchline  gill — ^with  country  squires, 
who8«  wisdom  was  great  in  the  game-laws,  and  in  contested  elections — and  with  roying  smug- 
glers, who  at  that  time  hung,  as  a  cloud,  on  all  the  western  coast  of  Scotland.  In  the  company 
of  farmers  and  fellow-peasants,  he  witnessed  scenes  which  he  loyed  to  embody  in  yerse,  saw  pic- 
tures of  peace  and  Joy,  now  woyen  into  the  web  of  his  song,  and  had  a  poetic  impulse  giyen  to 
him  both  by  cottage  deyotion  and  cottage  merriment  If  he  was  familiar  with  loye  and  all  its 
outgoings  and  incomings — ^had  met  his  lass  in  the  midnight  shade,  or  walked  with  her  under  the 
moon,  or  brayed  a  stormy  night  and  a  haunted  road  for  her  sake— he  was  as  well  acquainted  with 
&e  joys  whieh  belong  to  social  intercourse,  when  instruments  of  music  speak  to  the  feet,  when 
the  reek  of  punchbowls  giyes  A  tongue  to  the  staid  and  demure,  and  bridal  festiyity,  and  haryest- 
komesy'bid  a  whole  yalley  lift  up  its  yoice  and  be  glad.  It  is  more  difficult  to  decide  what  poetio 
ttse  he  oould  make  of  his  intercourse  with  that  loose  and  lawless  class  of  men,  who,  from  loye  of 
gain,  broke  the  laws  and  brayed  the  police  of  their  country :  that  he  found  among  smugglers,  as 
he  says,  **  men  of  noble  yirtues,  magnanimity,  generosity,  disinterested  friendship,  and  modesty," 
is  ea^er  to  believe  than  that  he  escaped  the  contamination  of  their  sensual  manners  and  prodi- 
pkHij.  The  people  of  Kyle  regarded  this  conduct  with  suspicion :  they  were  not  to  be  expected 
to  know  that  when  Bums  ranted  anoboused  with  smugglers,  conversed  with  tinkers  huddled  in  a 
kOn,  or  listened  to  the  riotous  mirth  of  a  batch  of  "  randie  gangrel  bodies"  as  they  « toomed 
their  powks  and  pawned  their  duds,'' for  liquor  inPoosie  Nansie's,  he  was  taking  sketches  for  the 
ftitare  entertainment  and  instruction  of  the  world ;  they  could  not  foresee  that  from  all  this  moral 
strength  and  poetio  beauty  would  ariise. 

HfhOe  meditating  something  better  than  a  ballad  to  his  mistress's  eyebrow,  he  did  not  neglect 
to  lay  out  the  little  skill  he  had  in  cultavating  the  grounds  of  Mossgiel.  The  prosperity  in  which 
he  lomid  himself  in  the  first  and  second  seasons,  induced  him  to  hope  that  good  fortune  had  not 
yet  forsaken  him :  a  genial  summer  and  a  good  market  seldom  come  together  to  the  farmer,  but 
at  first  they  came  to  Bums ;  and  to  show  that  Ite'  was  worthy  of  them,  he  bought  books  on  agri- 
eultore,  oalcnlated  rotation  of  crops,  atteiJded  sales,  held  the  plough  with  diligence,  used  the 
wythe,  the  reap-hook,  and  the  flail,  with  skill.  And  the  malicious  even  began  to  say  that  there 
was  something  more  in  him  than  wild  sallies  of  wit  and  foolish  rhymes.  But  the  farm  lay  high, 
the  bottom  was  wet,  and  in  a  third  season,  indifferent  seed  and  a  wet  harvest  robbed  him  at  once 
of  half  hie  crop ;  he  seems  to  have  regarded  this  as  an  intimation  ftom  above,  that  nothing  which 
he  undertook  would  prosper :  and  consoled  himself  with  joyous  fHends  and  with  the  society  of 
the  nnse.  The  judgment  cannot  be  praised  which  selected  a  farm  with  a  wet  cold  bottom,  and 
Bowed  it  with  unsound  seed ;  but  that  man  who  despairs  because  a  wet  season  robs  him  of  the 
tnlta  of  the  field,  is  unfit  for  the  warfare  of  life,  where  fortitude  is  as  much  required  as  by  a 
general  on  a  field  of  battle,  when  the  tide  of  success  threatens  to  flow  agdnst  him.  The  poet 
•eems  to  have  believedf^ery  early  in  life,  that  he  was  none  of  the  elect  of  Mammon ;  that  he  was  too 
mtkA  of  a  genius  ever  to  acquire  wealth  by  steady  labouri  or  by,  as  he  loved  to  call  it,  gin-horse 
ffradence,  or  grubbing  industry. 

And  yet  there  were  hours  and  days  in  which  Bums,  even  when  the  rain  fell  on  his  unhoused 
Aeaves,  did  not  wholly  despair  of  himself:  he  laboured,  nay  sometimes  he  slaved  on  his  farm; 
and  at  intervals  of  toil,  sought  to  embellish  his  mind  with  such  knowledge  as  might  be  useful, 
Aonld  chance,  the  goddess  who  ruled  his  lot,  drop  him  upon  some  of  the  higher  places  of  the 
lead.    He  had,  while  he  lived  at  Tarbolton,  united  with  some  half-dozen  young  men,  all  sons  of 
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farmers  in  that  neighbourhood,  in  forming  a  clah,  of  which  the  object  was  to  charm  away  a  few 
eyening  hoars  in  the  week  with  agreeable  chit-chat»  and  the  discnssion  of  topics  of  economy  or 
lore.  Of  this  little  society  the  poet  was  president,  and  the  first  question  they  were  called  on  to 
settle  was  this,  "Suppose  a  young  man  bred  a  farmer,  but  without  any  fortune,  has  it  in  his 
power  to  marry  either  of  two  women ;  the  one  a  girl  of  large  fortune,  but  neither  handsome  in 
person,  nor  agreeable  in  conversation,  but  who  can  manage  the  household  affairs  of  a  farm  well 
encugh ;  the  other  of  them,  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in  person,  conversation,  and  behavionrj 
but  without  any  fortune,  which  of  them  shall  he  choose  ?"  This  question  was  started  by  th< 
poet,  and  once  every  week  the  club  were  called  to  the  consideration  of  matters  connected  witi 
rural  life  and  industry :  their  expenses  were  limited  to  threepence  a  week ;  and  till  the  departnn 
of  Bums  to  the  distant  Mossgiel,  the  club  continued  to  live  and  thrive ;  on  his  removal  it  lost  th 
spirit  which  gave  it  birth,  and  was  heard  of  no  more ;  but  its  aims  and  its  usefulness  were  revive 
in  Mauchline,  where  the  poet  was  induced  to  establish  a  society  which  only  differed  iVom  tli 
other  in  spending  the  moderate  fines  arising  from  non-attendance,  on  books,  instead  of  Uquoi 
Here,  too.  Bums  was  the  president,  and  the  members  were  chiefly  the  sons  of  husbandmen,  whoi 
he  found,  he  said,  more  natural  in  their  manners,  amd  more  agreeable  than  the  self-snfficie] 
mechanics  of  villages  and  towns,  who  were  ready  to  dispute  on  all  topics,  and  inclined  to  be  coi 
vinced  on  none.  This  club  had  the  pleasure  of  subscribing  for  the  first  edition  of  the  works  \ 
its  great  associate.  It  has  been  questioned  by  his  first  biographer,  whether  the  refinement  \ 
mind,  which  follows  the  reading  of  books  of  eloquence  and  delicacy, — ^the  mental  improveme 
resulting  from  such  calm  discussions  as  the  Tarbolton  and  Mauchline  clubs  indulged  in,  was  i 
injurious  to  men  engaged  in  the  bam  and  at  the  plough.  A  well-ordered  mind  will  be  stretigl 
cncd,  as  well  as  embellished,  by  elegant  knowledge,  while  over  those  naturally  barren  and  ungeu 
all  that  is  refined  or  noble  will  pass  as  a  sunny  shower  scuds  over  lumps  of  granite,  bringi 
neither  warmth  nor  life.  ^ 

In  the  account  which  the  poet  gives  to  Moore  of  his  early  poems,  he  says  little  about  his  exq 
site  lyrics,  and  less  about  **  The  Death  and  dying  Words  of  Poor  Mailie,"  or  her  "  Elegy,"  1 
first  of  his  poems  where  the  inspiration  of  the  muse  is  visible ;  but  he  speaks  with  exultation 
the  fame  which  those  indecorous  sallies,  **  Holy  Willie's  Prayer*'  and  ''  The  Holy  Tulzie"  brou 
frMin  some  of  the  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Ayrshire.  The  west  of  Scotland  is  ever  in  the  v 
when  matters  cither  political  or  religious  are  agitated.  Calvinism  was  shaken,  at  this  time,  ^ 
a  controversy  among  its  professors,  of  which  it  is  enough  to  say,  that  while  one  party  rigi 
ivibcred  to  the  word  and  letter  of  the  Confession  of  Faith,  and  preached  up  the  palmy  and  wh 
Hcr.ic  days  of  the  Covenant,  the  other  sought  to  soften  the  harsher  rules  and  observances  of 
kirk,  and  to  bring  moderation  and  charity  into  its  discipline  as  well  as  its  councils.  Both  belli 
IbeinBelves  right,  both  were  loud  and  hot,  and  personal, — ^bitter  with  a  bitterness  only  know" 
religious  controversy.  The  poet  sided  with  the  professors  of  the  New  Light,  as  the  moV'o  tole 
were  called,  and  handled  the  professors  of  the  Old  Light,  as  the  other  party  were  named, 
the  most  unsparing  severity.  For  this  he  had  sufficient  cause: — he  had  experienced  the  m 
lessness  of  kirk-discipline,  when  his  frailties  caused  him  to  visit  the  stool  of  repentance  ; 
moreover  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton,  a  writer  in  Mauchline,  had  been  sharply  eensmred  b^ 
8nme  authorities,  for  daring  to  gallop  on  Sundays.  Moodie,  of  Biccarton,  and  BuBsely  of  Kil 
nock,  were  the  first  who  tasted  of  the  poet's  wrath.  They,  though  professors  of  the  Old  L 
had  quarrelled,  and,  it  is  added,  fought:  "The  Holy  Tulzie,"  which  recorded,  gaye  at  the 
time  wings  to  the  soandal;  while  for  "Holy  IHllie,"  an  elder  of  MauchVne,  and  an  ansterc 
hollow  pretender  to  righteousness,  he  reserved  the  fiercest  of  all  his  lampoons.  In  "  Holy  Wi 
Prayer,"  he  lays  a  burning  hand  on  the  terrible  doctrine  of  predestination :  this  is  a  satire,  ds 
personal,  and  profane.  Willie  claims  praise  in  the  singular,  acknowledges  folly  in  the  p! 
and  makes  heaven  accountable  for  his  sins  I  In  a  similar  strain  of  nndevout  satire,  he  con^ 
lates  GouditB,  of  Slmamock,  on  his  Essays  on  Revealed  Religion.  These  poems,  parUcularl 
two  latter,  are  the  sharpest  lampoons  in  the  language. 

While  drudging  in  the  cause  of  the  New  Light  controversialists,  Bums  was  not  unconsd 
•trengthening  his  hands  for  worthier  toils :  the  applause  which  selfish  divines  bestowed  c 
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Wfetyr  bat  graceleu  effusions,  oould  not  be  enough  for  one  who  knew  how  fleeting  the  fame  wu 
whidieame  from  the  heat  of  party  disputes ;  nor  was  he  insensible  that  songs  of  a  beauty  unknown 
Cor  a  century  to  national  poesy,  had  been  unregarded  in  the  hue  and  cry  which  arose  on  account  ' 
of  '* Holy  Willie's  Prayer**  and  "The  Holy  Tulxie."  He  hesiUted  to  drink  longer  out  of  the 
a^taied  puddle  of  Calyinistio  controversy,  he  resolved  to  slake  his  thirst  at  the  pure  well-springs 
of  patriot  feeling  and  domestic  love ;  and  accordingly,  in  the  last  and  best  of  his  controversial 
compositions,  he  rose  out  of  the  lower  regions  of  lampoon  into  the  upper  air  of  true  poetry. 
**  The  Holy  Fair/'  though  stained  in  one  or  two  verses  with  personalities,  exhibits  a  scene  glowing 
with  character  and  incident  and  life :  the  aim  of  the  poem  is  not  so  much  to  satirise  one  or  two 
Old  lighl-divinei,  as  to  expose  and  rebuke, those  almost  indecent  festivities,  which  in  too  many 
of  the  western  parishes  accompanied  the  administration  of  the  sacrament.  In  the  earlier  dayg 
of  the  church,  when  men  were  staid  and  sincere,  it  was,  no  doubt,  an  impressive  sight  to  see  rank 
snoeeeding  rank,  of  the  old  and  the  young,  all  calm  and  all  devout,  seated  before  the  tent  of  the 
preacher,  in  the  sunny  hours  of  June,  listening  to  his  eloquence,  or  partaking  of  the  mystic  bread 
and  wine ;  but  in  these  our  latter  days,  when  discipline  is  relaxed,  along  with  the  sedate  and  the 
pioQS  come  swarms  of  the  idle  and  the  profligate,  whom  no  eloquence  can  edify  and  no  solemn 
rite  affect  On  these,  and  such  as  these,  the  poet  has  poured  his  satire ;  and  since  this  desirable 
reprehension  the  Holy  Fairs,  east  as  well  as  west,  have  become  more  decorous,  if  not  more 
derent* 

His  controversiol  sallies  were  accompanied,  or  followed,  by  a  series  of  poems  which  showed 
that  national  character  and  manners,  as  Lookhart  has  truly  and  happily  said,  were  once  more  in 
the  hands  of  a  national  poet  These  compositions  are  both  numerous  and  various :  they  record 
the  poet's  own  experience  and  emotions;  they  exhibit  the  highest  moral  feeling,  the  purest  patri- 
otic sentiments,  and  a  deep  sympathy  with  the  fortunes,  both  here  and  hereafter  of  his  fellow-men ; 
they  delineate  domestic  manners,  man's  stem  as  well  as  social  hours,  and  mingle  th^erious  wl(h 
the  joyous,  the  sarcastic  with  the  solemn,  the  mournful  with  the  pathetic,  the  amiable  with  the 
gay,  and  all  with  an  ease  and  unaffected  force  and  freedom  known  only  to  the  genius  of  Shak- 
ipeare.  In  "  The  Twa  Dogs"  he  seeks  to  reconcile  the  labourer  to  his  lot,  and  intimates,  by 
examples  drawn  from  the  hall  as  well  as  the  cottage,  that  happiness  resides  in  the  humblest  abodes, 
•ad  ia  even  partial  to  the  clouted  shoe.  In  "  Scotch  Drink"  he  excites  man  to  love  his  country, 
by  precepts  both  heroic  and  social ;  and  proves  that  while  wine  and  brandy  are  the  tipple  of 
slaves,  whiskey  and  ale  are  the  drink  of  the  free :  sentimeitts  of  a  similar  kind  distinguish  his  | 

<«  Earnest  Cry  and  Prayer  to  the  Scotch  Representatives  in  the  House  of  Commons,"  each  of  whom  i 

he  exhorts  by  name  to  defend  the  remaining  liberties  and  immunities  of  his  country.    A  higher  i 

tone  distinguishes  the  "Address  to  the  Deil:"  he  records  all  the  names,  and  some  of  them  are 
strange  ones ;  and  all  the  acts,  and  some  of  them  are  as  whimsical  as  they  are  terrible,  of  this 
far  kenned  and  noted  personage ;  to  these  he  adds  some  of  the  fiend's  doings  as  they  stand  in 
Seriptore,  together  with  his  own  experiences ;  and  concludes  by  a  hope,  as  unexpected  as  merciful 
and  relenting,  that  Satan  may  not  be  exposed  to  an  eternity  of  torments.  "The  Dream"  is  a 
hiuBorotts  sally,  and  may  be  almost  regarded  as  prophetic.  The  poet  feigns  himself  present,  in 
^■loiaber,  at  the  Boyal  birth-day;  and  supposes  that  he  addresses  his  majesty,  on  his  household 
matten  as  well  as  the  affairs  of  the  nation.  Some  of  the  princes,  it  has  been  satirically  hinted, 
behartd  afterwards  in  such  a  way  as  if  they  wished  that  the  scripture  of  the  Burns  should  be 
fol£2Icd:  in  this  strain  he  has  imitated  the  license  and  equalled  the  wit  of  some  of  the  elder 
Scottiah  Poets. 

''The  Vision"  is  wholly  serious ;  it  exhibits  the  poet  in  one  of  those  fits  of  despondency  which 
the  dttllt  who  have  no  misgivings,  never  know:  he  dwells  with  sarcastic  bitterness  on  the  opportu- 
ttitics  whichf  for  the  sake  of  song,  he  has  neglected  of  becoming  wealthy,  and  is  drawing  a  sad 
parallel  between  rags  and  riches,  wl^  the  muse  steps  in  and  cheers  his  despondency,  by  assuring 
him  ef  uadying  fame.  "  Halloween"  is  a  strain  of  a  more  homely  kind,  recording  the  super- 
ttitifca  beliefs,  and  no  less  superstitions  doings  of  Old  Scotland,  on  that  night,  when  witches  and 
^ves  and  evil  spirits  are  let  loose  among  the  children  of  men :  it  reaches  far  back  into  mannerg 
•fti  csftoms,  and  is  a  picture,  curious  and  valuable.    The  tastes  and  feelings  of  husbandmeo 
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Inapired  "  The  old  Farmer's  Address  to  his  old  mare  Maggie,"  which  exhibits  some  pl«uing  reed 
lections  of  his  dajs  of  courtship  and  hours  of  sociality.  The  calm,  tranquil  picture  of  honseho: 
happiness  and  devotion  in  "  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Kight,"  has  induced  Hogg,  among  others, 
beliere  that  it  has  less  than  usual  of  the  spirit  of  the  poet,  but  it  has  all  the  spirit  that  was  requirei 
the  toil  of  the  week  has  ceased,  the  labourer  has  returned  to  his  well-ordered  home— his  "  coi 
ingle  and  his  dean  hearth-stane," — and  with  his  wife  and  children  beside  him,  turns  his  thotigli 
to  the  praise  of  that  God  to  whom  he  owes  all :  this  he  performs  with  a  reyerence  and  an  aM 
at  once  natural,  national,  and  poetic.  **  The  Mouse"  is  a  brief  and  happy  and  very  moring  poei 
happy,  for  it  delineates,  with  wonderful  truth  and  life,  the  agitation  of  the  mouse  when  the  coull 
broke  into  ita  abode ;  and  moTing,  for  the  poet  tajces  the  lesson  of  ruin  to  himself,  and  feels  { 
present  and  dreads  the  ftiture.  "The  Mountain  Daisy,"  once,  more  properly,  called  by  Bti] 
*'  The  Qowan,"  resembles  <*  The  Mouse"  in  incident  and  in  moral,  and  is  equally  happy,  in  h 
gaage  and  conception.  *<The  Lament"  is  a  dark,  and  all  but  tragic  page,  f^om  the  poet's  o 
life.  "  Man  was  made  to  Mourn"  takes  the  part  of  the  humble  and  the  homeless,  against  * 
coldness  and  selfishness  of  the  wealthy  and  the  powerful,  a  favourite  topic  of  meditation  yt 
Bums.  He  refrained,  for  awhile,  ftom  making  "Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook"  public;  a  pc 
which  deviates  from  the  offensiveness  of  personal  satire,  into  a  strain  of  humour,  at  once  s 
and  original. 

His  epistles  in  verse  may  be  reckoned  amongst  his  happiest  productions :  they  are  written 
all  moods  of  mind,  and  are,  by  turns,  lively  and  sad ;  careless  and  serious ; — ^now  giving  advi 
then  taking  it;  laughing  at  learning,  and  lamenting  its  want;  scoffing  at  propriety  and  wea 
yet  admitting,  that  without  the  one  he  cannot  be  wise,  nor  wanting  the  other,  independent  ' 
Epistie  to  David  Sillar  is  the  first  of  these  compositions :  the  poet  has  no  news  to  tell,  and 
serious  question  to  ask :  he  has  only  to  communicate  his  own  emotions  of  joy,  or  of  sorrow, 
these  he  r^tes  and  discusses  with  singular  elegance  as  well  as  ease,  twining,  at  the  same  time, 
the  fabric  of  his  composition,  agreeable  allusions  to  the  taste  and  affections  of  his  correspond 
He  seems  to  have  rated  the  intellect  of  Sillar  as  the  highest  among  his  rustic  friends :  he  pays 
more  deference,  and  addresses  him  in  a  higher  vein  than  he  observes  to  others.  The  Epistie 
Lapraik,  to  Smith,  and  to  Rankine,  are  in  a  more  familiar,  or  social  mood,  and  lift  the  veil  I 
the  darkness  of  the  poet's  condition,  and  exhibit  a  mind  of  first-rate  power,  groping,  and 
surely,  its  way  to  distinction,  in  spite  of  humility  of  birth,  obscurity  of  condition,  and  the  < 
ness  of  the  wealthy  or  the  titied.  The  episties  of  other  poets  owe  some  of  their  fame  to  the : 
or  the  reputation  of  those  to  whom  they  are  addressed ;  those  of  Bums  are  written^  one  and 
to  nameless  and  undistinguished  men.  Sillar  was  a  country  schoolmaster,  Lapraik  a  mooi 
laird,  Smith  a  small  shop-keeper,  and  Rankine  a  farmer,  who  loved  a  gill  and  a  joke, 
these  men  were  the  chief  friends,  the  only  literary  associates  of  the  poet,  during  those  « 
years,  in  which,  with  some  exceptions,  his  finest  works  were  written. 

Bums,  while  he  was  writing  the  poems,  the  chief  of  which  we  have  named,  was  ft  laboi 
husbandman  on  the  little  farm  of  Mossgiel,  a  pursuit  which  affords  but  few  leisure  hours  for  c 
reading  or  pondering ;  but  to  him  the  stubble-field  was  musing-ground,  and  the  walk  belun 
plough,  a  twilight  saunter  on  Parnassus.  As,  with  a  careful  hand  and  a  steady  eye,  ho  g 
his  horses,  and  saw  an  evenly  farrow  turned  up  by  the  share,  his  thoughts  were  on  other  the 
he  was  straying  in  haunted  glens,  when  spirits  have  power — ^looking  in  fancy  on  the  1 
*'  skelping  barefoot,'*  in  silks  and  in  scarlets,  to  a  field-preaching — ^walking  in  imaginaUon 
the  rosy  widow,  who  on  Halloween  ventured  to  dip  her  left  sleeve  in  the  bum,  where  three  1 
lands  met-^naking  the  "bottie  clunk,"  with  joyous  smugglers,  on  a  lucky  run  of  gin  or  brai 
or  if  his  thoughts  at  all  approached  his  acts — ^he  was  moralizing  on  the  daisy  oppreseod  l 
ftmrow  which  his  own  ploughshare  had  turned.  That  his  thoughts  were  thus  wanderii 
have  his  oim  testimony,  with  that  of  his  brother  Gilbert  i^aid  were  both  wanting,  the  cerl 
that  he  composed  the  greater  part  of  his  immortal  poems  in  two  years,  fh>m  the  annuner  ol 
to  the  summer  of  1786,  would  be  evidence  sufficient  The  muse  must  have  been  strong  i 
him,  when,  in  spite  of  the  rains  and  sleets  of  the  '<  ever-dropping  west" — ^when  in  defiance 
hot  and  sweaty  brows  occasioned  by  reaping  and  thrashing-declining  markets,  and  shi 
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luuTMt»— 4lie  clamour  of  his  Uird  for  his  rent,  and  the  tradeaman  for  Ms  acoonnt,  he  peneyered 
bt  aong,  and  sought  solace  in  Terse,  when  all  other  sdace  was  denied  him. 

The  eircnmstances  xmder  which  his  principal  poems  were  composed,  haye  been  related:  the 
*< Lament  of  BCailie'*  found  its  origin  in  the  catastrophe  of  a  pet  ewe;  the  < 'Epistle  to  SUlar" 
was  donfided  by  the  poet  to  his  brother  while  they  were  engaged  in  weeding  the  kale-yard ;  the 
**  Address  to  the  Deil"  was  suggested  by  the  many  strange  portraits  which  belief  or  fear  had 
drawn  of  Satan«  and  w.a8  repeated  by  the  one  brother  to  the  other,  on  the  way  with  their  carts  to 
the  kiln,  for  lime;  the  "Cotter^s  Saturday  Night"  originated  in  the  reyerence  with  which  the 
worship  of  God  was  oonduoted  in  the  family  of  the  poet's  father,  and  in  the  solemn  tone  with 
vhioh  he  desired  his  children  to  compose  themselyes  for  praise  and  prayer ;  « the  Mouse,"  and 
its  moral  compamon  **  the  Daisy,"  were  the  offspring  of  the  incidents  which  they  relate ;  and 
**  Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook"  was  conceiyed  at  a  freemason-meeting,  where  the  hero  of  the 
piece  bad  shown  too  much  of  the  pedant^  and  composed  on  his  way  home,  after  midnight,  by  the 
poet,  while  his  head  was  somewhat  diizy  with  drink.  One  of  the  most  remarkable  of  his  compo- 
sitions, the  '*  Jolly  Beggars,"  a  drama,  to  which  nothing  in  the  language  of  ather  the  North  or 
South  can  be  compared,  and  which  was  unknown  tiU  after  the  death  of  the  author,  was  suggested 
by  a  aoene  which  he  saw  in  a  low  ale-house,  into  which,  on  a  Saturday  night,  most  of  the  sturdy 
beggars  of  the  district  had  met  to  sell  their  meal,  pledge  their  superfluous  rags,  and  drink  their 
gains.  It  nay  be  added,  that  he  loyed  to  walk  in  solitary  spots;  that  his  chief  musing-ground 
wsa  the  banks  of  the  Ayr ;  the  season  most  congenial  to  his  fancy  that  of  winter,  when  tbe  winds 
were  heard  in  the  leafless  woods,  and  the  yoice  of  the  swollen  streams  came  from  yale  and  liiU ; 
and  that  he  seldom  eomposed  a  whole  poem  at  once,  but  satisfied  with  a  few  ferrent  yerses,  laid 
the  subject  aside,  till  the  muse  summoned  him  to  another  exertion  of  fancy.  In  a  litfle  back 
doset,  still  existing  in  the  farm-house  of  Mossgiel,  he  committed  most  of  his  poems  to  paper. 

But  while  the  poet  rose,  the  farmer  sank.  It  was  not  the  cold  clayey  bottom  of  his  ground, 
nor  the  purchase  of  unsound  seed-corn,  nor  the  fluctuation  in  the  markets  alone,  which  injured 
hiss ;  neither  was  it  the  taste  for  freemason  socialities,  nor  a  desire  to  join  the  mirth  of  comrades, 
either  of  the  sea  or  the  shore ;  neither  could  it  be  wholly  imputed  to  his  passionate  following  of  the 
softer  sex — ^indulgence  in  the  *^  illicit  roye,"  or  giying  way  to  his  eloquence  at  the  feet  of  one  whom 
he  loyed  and  honoured;  other  farmers  indulged  in  the  one,  or  suffered  from  the  other,  yet  were 
prosperous.  His  want  of  success  arose  from  other  causes ;  his  heart  was  not  with  his  task,  saye 
by  fits  and  starts :  he  felt  be  was  designed  for  higher  purposes  than  ploughing,  and  harrowing, 
and  sowing,  and  reaping:  wh^  the  sun  called  on  him,  after  a  shower,  to  come  to  the  plough,  or 
when  the  ripe  com  inrited  the  sickle,  or  the  ready  market  called  for  the  measured  grain,  the 
poet  was  under  other  spells,  and  was  slow  to  ayail  himself  of  those  golden  moments,  which  come 
but  once  in  the  season.  To  this  may  be  added,  a  too  superficial  knowledge  of  the  art  of  farmings 
and  a  Want  of  intimacy  with  the  nature  of  the  soil  he  was  called  to  cultiyate.  He  could  speak 
fluently  of  leas,  and  fiaughs,  and  fallows,  of  change  of  seed  and  rotation  of  crops,  but  practical 
knowledge  and  application  were  required,  and  in  these  Bums  was  deficient  The  moderate  gain 
which  those  dark  days  of  agriculture  brought  to  the  economical  farmer,  was  not  obtained :  the 
dose,  the  all  but  niggardly  care  by  which  he  could  win  and  keep  his  crown-pieces, — ^gold  was 
sddom  in  the  farmer's  hand, — ^was  either  aboye  or  below  the  mind  of  the  poet,  and  Mossgiel, 
which,  in  the  bands  of  an  assiduous  farmer,  might  haye  made  a  reasonable  return  for  labour,  was 
UBprodnctiye,  under  one  who  had  litUe  skill,  less  economy,  and  no  taste  for  the  task* 

OCher  reasons  for  hi*  failure  haye  been  assigned.  It  is  to  the  credit  of  the  moral  sentiments 
ef  the  husbandmen  of  Scotiand,  that  when  one  of  their  class  forgets  what  yirtue  requires,  and 
dishoBMrnrs,  without  reparation,  eyen  the  humblest  of  the  maidens,  he  is  not  allowed  to  go  unpun- 
ished No  proceedings  take  place,  perhaps  one  hard  word  is  not  spoken ;  but  he  is  regarded  with 
loathing  by  the  old  and  the  deyout;  he  is  looked  on  by  all  with  cold  and  reproaohf^  eyes — sorrow 
k  foreiohl  as  his  lot,  sure  disaster  as  his  fortune ;  and  if  these  chance  to  arriye,  the  only  sympathy 
esftrcased  is,  ''What  better  could  he  expect?"  Something  of  this  sort  befel  Bums:  he  had 
afaneady  satisfied  the  kirk  in  the  matter  of  "  Sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess,"  his  daughter, 
bj  one  of  his  mother's  m^ds ;  and  now,  to  use  his  own  words,  he  was  brought  within  pdnt-blank 
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of  the  heaviest  metal  of  the  kirk  by  a  Bimilar  folly.  The  fair  transgressor,  both  for  her  father' 
sake  and  her  own  youth,  had  a  large  share  of  public  sympathy.  Jean  Armour,  for  it  is  of  her 
speak,  was  in  her  eighteenth  year;  with  dark  eyes,  a  handsome  foot,  and  a  melodious  tongue,  sh 
made  her  way  to  the  poet's  heart — ^and,  as  their  stations  in  life  were  equal,  it  seemed  thai  the 
had  only  to  be  satisfied  themselves  to  render  their  union  easy.  But  her  father,  in  addition  1 
being  a  very  devout  man,  was  a  sealot  of  the  Old  Light;  and  Jean,  dreading  his  resentmco 
was  willing,  while  she  loved  its  unforgiven  satirist,  to  love  him  in  secret,  in  the  hope  that  t1 
time  would  come  when  she  might  safely  avow  it:  she  admitted  the  poet,  therefore,  to  her  compai 
in  lonesome  places,  and  walks  beneath  the  moon,  where  they  both  forgot  themselves,  and  were 
last  obliged  to  own  a  private  marriage  as  a  protection  from  kirk  censure.  The  professors  of  t 
Old  Light  rejoiced,  since  it  brought  a  scoffing  rhymer  within  reach  of  their  hand;  but  her  fatb 
felt  a  twofold  sorrow,  because  of  the  shame  of  a  favourite  daughter,  and  for  having  eommitt 
the  folly  with  one  both  loose  in  conduct  and  profane  of  speech.  He  had  cause  to  be  angry,  I 
his  anger,  through  his  zeal,  became  tyrannous :  in  the  exercise  of  what  he  called  a  father's  pow 
he  compelled  his  child  to  renounce  the  poet  as  her  husband  and  bum  the  marriage-lines ;  for 
regarded  her  marriage,  without  the  kirk's  permission,  with  a  man  so  utterly  oaet  away,  as  a  wo 
crime  than  )ier  folly.  So  blind  is  anger !  She  could  renounce  neither  her  husband  mst  bis  < 
spring  in  a  lawful  way,  and  in  spite  of  the  destruction  of  the  marriage  lines,  and  renouncing 
name  of  wife,  she  was  as  much  Mrs.  Bums  as  marriage  could  make  her.  No  one  eoneemed  seen 
to  think  so.  Burns,  who  loved  her  tenderly,  went  all  but  mad  whenrshe  renounced  him :  he  g 
up  his  share  of  Mossgiel  to  his  brother,  and  roamed,  moody  and  idle,  about  the  land,  with 
better  aim  in  life  than  a  situation  in  one  of  our  western  sugar-isles,  and  a  vague  hope  of  distinct 
as  a  poet. 

How  the  distinction  which  he  desired  as  a  poet  was  to  be  obtained,  was,  to  a  poor  bard  i 
pToyincial  place,  a  sore  puzzle :  there  were  no  enterprbing  booksellers  in  the  western  land, 
it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  the  printers  of  either  Kilmarnock  or  Paisley  had  money  to  exp 
on  a  speculation  in  rhyme :  it  is  much  to  the  honour  of  his  native  county  that  the  publica 
which  he  wished  for  was  at  last  made  easy.  The  best  of  his  poems,  in  his  own  handwriting, 
found  their  way  into  the  hands  of  the  Ballantynes,  Hamiltons,  Parkers,  and  Maokeniies,  and  i 
much  admired.  Mrs.  Stewart,  of  Stair  and  Afton,  a  lady  of  distinction  and  taste,  bad  m 
accidentally,  the  acquaintance  both  of  Bums  and  some  of  his  songs,  and  was  ready  to  befr 
him ;  and  so  favourable  was  the  impression  on  all  hands,  that  a  subscription,  sufficient  to  dc 
the  outlay  of  paper  and  print,  was  soon  filled  up— one  hundred  copies  being  subscribed  for  b; 
Parkers  alone.  He  soon  arranged  materials  for  a  volume,  and  put  them  into  the  hands  of  a  pr 
in  Kilmarnock,  the  Wee  Johnnie  of  one  of  his  biting  epigrams.  Johnnio  was  startled  a1 
unceremonious  freedom  of  most  of  the  pieces,  and  asked  the  poet  to  compose  one  of  modc^l 
guage  and  moral  aim,  to  stand  at  the  beginning,  and  excuse  some  of  those  free  ones  which  folio 
Bums,  whose  <'  Twa  Bogs"  was  then  incomplete,  finished  the  poem  at  a  sitting,  and  put  it  i 
van,  much  to  his  printer's  satisfaction.  If  the  '*  Jolly  Beggars"  was  omitted  for  any  other 
than  its  fireedom  of  sentiment  and  language,  or  "Death  and  Doctor  HombooV  from  any 
feeling  than  that  of  being  too  personal,  the  causes  of  their  exclusion  have  remained  a  aecre 
is  less  easy  to  account  for  the  omission  of  many  songs  of  high  merit  which  he  had  amot 
papers:  perhaps  he  thought  those  which  he  selected  were  sufficient  to  test  the  taste  i 
public.  Before  he  printed  the  whole,  he,  with  the  consent  of  his  brother,  altered  his  nam< 
Bumess  to  Bums,  a  change  which,  I  am  told,  he  in  after  years  regretted. 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  1786,  the  llttie  volume,  big  with  the  hopes  and  forttmeB  of  the 
made  its  appearance :  it  was  entitied  simply,  "  Poems,  chiefly  in  the  Scottish  IHalect ;  by  1 
Bnfns ;"  and  accompanied  by  a  modest  preface,  saying,  that  he  submitted  his  book  to  his  ci 
with  fear  and  with  trembling,  since  it  contiuned  littie  of  the  art  of  poesie,  and  at  the  be 
but  a  voice  given,  rude,  he  feared,  and  uncouth,  to  the  loves,  the  hopes,  and  the  feara  of  fa 
bosom.  Had  a  summer  sun  risen  on  a  winter  ihoming,  it  could  not  have  surprised  the  Ijo 
of  Scotland  more  than  this  Kilmarnock  volume  surprised  and  delighted  the  people,  one  a 
The  ndlkmaid  sang  his  songs,  the  ploughman  repeated  his  poems ;  the  old  quoted  both«  at 
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the  devout  rejoiced  that  idle  yerse  had  at  lost  mixed  a  tone  of  morality  with  its  mirth.  The 
rolame  penetrated  OTen  into  Nithsdale.  '*  Keep  it  out  of  the  way  of  your  children,"  said  a 
Cameronian  diTine,  when  he  lent  it  to  my  father,  **  lest  ye  find  them,  as  I  found  mine,  reading  it 
OB  the  Sabbath/'  No  wonder  that  such  a  volume  made  its  way  to  the  hearts  of  a  peasantry 
vhose  taste  ia  poetry  had  been  the  marvel  of  many  writers :  the  poems  were  mostly  on  topics 
with  which  they  were  funiliar :  the  language  was  that  of  the  fireside,  raised  above  the  vulgarities 
ef  common  life,  by  a  purifying  spirit  of  expression  and  the  exalting  fervour  of  inspiration :  snu 
there  waa  such  a  brilUant  and  graceful  mixture  of  the  elegant  and  the  homely,  the  lofty  and  the 
low,  the  fluniliar  and  the  elevated — such  a  rapid  succession  of  scenes  which  moved  to  tenderness 
or  tears ;  or  to  subdued  mirth  or  open  laughter — ^unlocked  for  allusions  to  scripture,  or  touches 
of  sarcann  and  scandal — of  superstitions  to  scare,  and  of  humour  to  delight— while  through  the 
whole  waa  diffused,  as  the  scent  of  flowers  through  summer  air,  a  moral  meaning — a  sentimental 
beauty,  which  sweetened  and  sanctified  all.  The  poet's  expectations  from  this  little  venture  were 
humble :  he  hoped  as  much  money  from  it  as  would  pay  for  his  passsge  to  the  West  Indies,  where 
ic  proposed  to  enter  into  the  service  of  some  of  the  Scottish  settlers,  and  help  to  manage  the 
double  mystery  of  sugar-making  and  slavery. 

The  hearty  applause  which  I  have  recorded  came  chiefly  from  the  husbandman,  the  shepherd, 
and  the  mechaaic :  the  approbation  of  the  magnates  of  the  west,  though  not  less  warm,  was 
longer  in  coming.  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  indeed,  commended  the  poems  and  cheered  their 
author :  Dugald  Stewart  received  his  visits  with  pleasure,  and  wondered  at  his  vigour  of  conver- 
satioB  as  much  as  at  his  muse :  the  door  of  the  house  of  Hamilton  was  open  to  him,  where  the 
table  was  ever  spread,  and  the  hand  ever  ready  to  help :  while  the  purses  of  the  Ballantynes 
and  the  Parkers  were  always  as  open  to  him  as  were  the  doors  of  their  houses.  Those  persons 
must  be  reg^uded  as  the  real  patrons  of  the  poet :  the  high  names  of  the  district  are  not  to  bo 
found  among  those  who  helped  him  with  purse  and  patronage  in  1786,  that  year  of  deep  distress 
and  high  distinction.  The  Montgomerys  came  with  their  praise  when  his  fame  was  up ;  the 
Kennedys  and  the  Boswells  were  silent :  and  though  the  Cunninghams  gave  effectual  aid,  it  was 
when  the  muse  was  crying  with  a  loud  voice  before  him,  **  Come  all  and  see  the  -man  whom  I 
ddight  to  honour."  It  would  be  unjust  as  well  as  ungenerous  not  to  mention  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Dvalop  among  the  poet's  host  and  early  patrons :  the  distance  at  which  she  lived  from  Mossgiel 
had  kept  his  name  from  her  till  his  poems  appeared :  but  his  works  induced  her  to  desire  his 
acquaintance,  and  she  became  his  warmest  and  surest  friend. 

,  To  say  the  truth.  Bums  endeavoured  in  every  honourable  way  to  obtain  the  notice  of  those  who 
had  influence  in  the  land :  he  copied  out  the  best  of  his  unpublished  poems  in  a  fair  hand,  and 
ic^erting  them  in  his  printed  volume,  presented  it  to  those  who  seemed  slow  to  buy :  he  rewarded 
the  notice  of  this  one  with  a  song — the  attentions  of  that  one  with  a  sally  of  encomiastic  verse ; 
he  left  psalms  of  his  o^vn  composing  in  the  manse  when  he  feasted  with  a  divine :  he  enclosed 
**  Uiilj  Willie's  Prayer,"  with  an  iigunction  to  be  grave,  to  one  who  loved  mirth :  he  sent  the 
**  iloly  Fair"  to  one  whom  he  invited  to  drink  a  gill  out  of  a  mutchkin  stoup,  at  Mauchlinc 
market ;  and  on  accidentally  meeting  with  Lord  Daer,  he  immediately  commemorated  the  event 
in  a  flftlly  of  verse,  of  a  strain  more  free  and  yet  as  flattering  as  ever  flowed  from  the  lips  of  » 
e&ort  bard«  While  musing  over  the  names  of  those  on  whom  fortune  had  smiled,  yet  who  had 
negleeied  to  smile  on  him,  he  remembered  that  he  had  met  Miss  Alexander,  a  young  beauty  of 
the  west,  in  the  walks  of  Ballochmyle ;  and  he  recorded  the  impression  which  this  fair  visiou 
ibsde  on  him  in  a  song  ot  unequalled  elegance  and  melody.  He  had  met  her  in  the  woods  in 
Joly,  on  the  18th  of  November  he  sent  her  the  song,  and  reminded  her  of  the  circumstance  from 
which  it  arose,  in  a  letter  which  it  is  evident  he  had  laboured  to  render  polished  and  complimen- 
taiy.  The  youag  lady  took  no  notice  of  either  the  song  or  the  poet,  though  willing,  it  is  said,  to 
hear  of  both  now : — this  seems  to  have  been  the  last  attempt  he  made  on  the  taste  or  the  sympa- 
thiaa  of  the  gentry  of  his  native  district:  for  on  the  very  day  following  we  find  him  busy  in  mak- 
imf  mmaxptmtou  for  his  departure  to  Jamaica. 

FtfT  this  step  Cams  liad  more  than  sufficient  reasons :  the  profits  of  his  volume  amounted  to 
littS*  mors  than  enough  to  waft  him  across  the  Atlantic :  Wee  Johnnie,  though  the  edition  was 
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all  sold,  refosed  to  risk  another  on  speonlation :  his  friends,  both  Ballantynes  and  Farken, 
Tolnnteered  to  relieye  the  printer's  anxieties,  but  the  poet  declined  their  bounty,  and  gloomily 
indented  himself  in  a  ship  about  to  sail  from  Greenock,  and  called  on  his  muse  to  take  farewell 
of  Caledonia,  in  the  last  song  He  erer  expected  to  measure  in  his  native  land.  That  fine  Ijric, 
beginning  <*  The  gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast,*'  was  the  offspring  of  these  moments  of  regret 
and  sorrow.  His  feelings  were  not  expressed  in  song  alone :  he  remembered  his  mother  and  tiis 
natural  daughter,  and  made  an  assignment  of  all  that  pertained  to  him  at  Mossgiol — and  thut 
was  but  little — and  of  all  the  advantage  which  a  cruel,  unjust,  and  insulting  law  allowed  in  (lie 
proceeds  of  his  poems,  for  their  support  and  behoof.  This  document  was  publicly  read  in  the 
presence  of  the  poet,  at  the  market-cross  of  Ayr,  by  his  friend  William  Chalmers,  a  notary  public. 
Eyen  this  step  was  to  Burns  one  of  danger :  some  ill-advised  person  had  uncoupled  the  merciless 
pack  of  the  law  at  his  heels,  and  he  was  obliged  to  shelter  himself  as  he  best  could,  in  woods,  it  \t 
said,  by  day  and  in  bams  by  night,  till  the  final  hour  of  his  departure  came.  That  hour  arrJTcd 
and  his  qhest  was  on  the  way  to  the  ship,  when  a*letter  was  put  into  his  hand  which  seemed  t^ 
light  him  to  brighter  prospects. 

Among  the  friends  whom  his  merits  had  procured  him  was  Dr.  Laurie,  a  district  clergyman 
who  had  taste  enough  to  admire  the  deep  sensibilities  as  well  as  the  humour  of  the  poet,  and  thi 
generosity  to  make  known  both  his  works  and  his  worth  to  the  warm-hearted  and  amiable  Black 
lock,  who  boldly  proclaimed  him  a  poet  of  the  first  rank,  and  lamented  that  h«  was  not  in  Edinburgl 
to  publish  another  edition  of  his  poems.  Burns  was  ever  a  man  of  impulse :  he  recalled  his  chca 
f^om  Greenock ;  he  relinquished  the  situation  he  had  accepted  on  the  estate  of  one  Douglas ;  tool 
a  secret  leave  of  his  mother,  and,  without  an  introduction  to  any  one,  and  unknown  personally  t 
all,  save  to  Dugald  Stewart,  away  he  walked,  through  Glenap,  to  Edinburgh,  full  of  new  hop 
and  confiding  in  his  genius.  When  he  arrived,  he  scarcely  knew  what  to  do :  he  faepitated  to  cai 
on  the  professor ;  he  refrained  from  making  himself  known,  as  it  has  been  supposed  ho  did,  i 
the  enthusiastic  Blacklock ;  but,  sitting  down  in  an  obscure  lodging,  he  sought  out  an  obscui 
printer,  recommended  by  a  humble  comrade  from  Kyle,  and  began  to  negotiate  for  a  new  editio 
of  the  Poems  of  the  Ayrshire  Ploughman.  This  was  not  the  way  to  go  aj)0ttt  it :  his  barge  hu 
well  nigh  been  shipwrecked  in  the  launch ;  and  he  might  have  lived  to  regret  the  letter  whic 
hindered  his  voyage  to  Jamaica,  had  he  not  met  by  chance  in  the  street  a  gentieman  of  the  wes 
of  the  name  of  Dahell,  who  introduced  him  to  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  a  nobleman  whose  class 
education  did  not  hurt  his  taste  for  Scottish  poetry,  and  who  was  not  too  proud  to  lend  his  hoi 
ing  hand  to  a  rustic  stranger  of  such  merit  as  Bums.  Cunningham  carried  him  to  Creech,  thi 
the  Murray  of  Edinburgh,  a  shrewd  man  of  business,  who  opened  the  poet's  eyes  to  his  tr 
interests :  the  first  proposals,  then  all  but  issued^  were  put  in  the  fire,  and  new  ones  printed  ai 
diffused  over  the  island.  The  subscription  was  headed  by  half  the  noblemen  of  the  north :  t 
Caledonian  Hunt,  through  the  interest  of  Glencaim,  took  six  hundred  copies :  duchessoa  ai 
countesses  swelled  the  list,  and  such  a  crowding  to  write  down  names  had  not  been  witness 
since  the  signing  of  the  solemn  league  and  covenant. 

While  the  subscription-papers  were  filling  and  the  new  volume  pxinting  on  a  paper  and  ii 
type  worthy  of  such  high  patronage.  Bums  remained  in  Edinburgh,  where,  for  the  winter  aeas< 
he  was  a  lion,  and  one  of  an  unwonted  kind.  Philosophers,  historians,  and  scholars  had  aha): 
the  elegant  coteries  of  the  city  with  their  wit,  or  enlightened  them  with  their  learning,  bat  tli 
were  all  men  who  had  been  polished  by  polite  letters  or  by  intercourse  with  high  life,  and  thi 
was  a  sameness  in  their  very  dress  as  well  as  address,  of  which  peers  and  peeresses  had  beco 
weary.  They  therefore  welcomed  this  rustic  candidate  for  the  honour  of  giving  wings  to  th 
hours  of  lassitude  and  weariness,  with  a  welcome  more  than  common ;  and  when  his  approi 
was  announced,  the  polished  circle  looked  for  the  advent  of  a  lout  from  the  plongb,  in  wh* 
uncouth  manners  and  embarrassed  address  they  might  find  matter  both  for  mirth  and  wond 
But  they  met  with  a  barbarian  who  was  not  at  all  barbarous :  as  the  poet  met  in  Lord  Daer  fc 
ings  and  sentiments  as  natural  as  those  of  a  ploughman,  so  they  met  in  a  ploughman  nuuin 
worthy  of  a  lord :  his  air  was  easy  and  unperplexed:  his  address  was  perfectiy  well-bred,  n 
elegant  in  its  simplicity:  he  felt  neither  ^lipsed  by  the  tiUed  nor  struck  dumb  before 
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Jtamed  tnd  the  eloqaent,  but  took  his  staUon  with  the  ease  and  grace  of  one  bom  to  it  In  the 
society  of  men  alone  he  spoke  out :  he  spared  neither  his  wit,  his  humour,  nor  his  sarcasm — he 
seemed  to  say  to  all — ** I  am  a  man,  and  yon  are  no  more ;  and  why  should  I  not  act  and  speak 
like  one?" — it  was  remarked,  however,  that  he  had  not  leamt,  or  did  not  desire,  to  conceal  his 
emotions — that  he  commended  with  more  rapture  than  was  courteous,  and  contradicted  with  more 
blontneaa  than  was  accounted  polite.  It  was  thus  with  him  in  the  company  of  men :  when  woman 
approached,  his  look  altered,  his  eye  beamed  milder ;  all  that  was  stem  in  his  nature  underwent 
a  change,  and  he  receiyed  them  with  deference,  but  with  a  consciousness  that  he  could  win  their 
attention  as  he  had  won  that  of  others,  who  differed,  indeed,  firom  them  only  in  the  texture  of 
their  kirtles.'  This  natural  power  of  rendering  himself  acceptable  to  women  had  been  obserred 
and  enried  by  Sillar,  one  of  the  dearest  of  his  early  comrades;  and  it  stood  him  in  good  stead  now, 
when  he  was  the  object  to  whom  the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  the  loTcliest  as  well  as  the  wittiest  of 
women— directed  her  discourse.  Bums,  she  afterwards  sud,  won  the  attention  of  the  Edinburgh 
ladies  hj  a  deferential  way  of  address — ^by  an  •ease  and  natural  grace  of  manners,  as  new  as  it 
was  unexpected — that  he  told  them  the  stories  of  some  of  his  tenderest  songs  or  liveliest  poems 
in  &  style  qmte  magical—enriching  his  little  nairatiTes,  which  had  one  and  aU  the  merit  of  being 
short,  with  personal  incidents  of  humour  or  of  pathos. 

In  ft  party,  when  Dr.  Blair  and  Professor  Walker  were  present,  Bums  related  the  circumstances 
nnder  which  he  had  composed  lA  melancholy  song,  '*  The  gloomy  night  is  gatherftag  fast,"  in  a 
way  eren  more  touching  than  the  verses :  and  in  the  company  of  the  ruling  beauties  of  the  time, 
he  hesitftted  not  to  lift  the  veil  from  some  of  the  tenderer  parts  of  his  own  history,  and  give  them 
glimpses  ef  the  romance  of  rustic  life.  A  lady  of  birth — one  of  his  most  willing  listeners — used, 
I  am  teld,  to  say,  that  she  should  never  forget  the  tale  which  he  related  of  his  affection  for  Mary 
Campbell,  hts^lghland  Mary,  as  he  loved  to  call  her.  She  was  fair,  he  said,  and  affectionate, 
and  as  guilelees  as  she  was  beautiful ;  and  beautiful  he  thought  her  in  a  very  high  degree.  The 
first  time  he  saw  her  was  during  one  of  his  musing  walks  in  the  woods  of  Montgomery^  Castle ;  and 
the  first  time  he  spoke  to  her  was  during  the  merriment  of  a  harvest-kirn.  There  were  others 
there  who  admired4ier,.but  he  addressed  her,  and  had  the  luck  to  win  her  regard  from  them  all. 
lie  soon  found  that  she  was  the  lass  whom  he  had  long  sought,  but  never  before  found — that  her 
good  leeks  were  surpassed  by  her  good  sense ;  and  her  good  sense  was  equalled  by  her  discretion 
and  modesty.  He  met  her  frequently :  she  saw  by  his  looks  that  he  was  sincere ;  she  put  full 
trust  in  his  love,  and  used  to  wander  with  him  among  the  green  knowes  and  stream-banks  till  the 
ma  went  down  and  the  moon  rose,  talking,  dreaming  of  love  and  the  golden  days  which  awaited 
them.  He  was  poor,  and  she  had  only  her  half-year's  fee,  for  she  was  in  the  condition  of  a  ser- 
vant; but  thoughts  of  gear  never  darkened  their  dream:  they  resolved  to  wed,  and  exchanged 
Vows  of  constancy  and  love.  They  plighted  their  vows  on  the  Sabbath  to  render  them  more 
lacred — they  made  them  by  a  bum,  where  they  had  courted,  that  open  nature  might  be  a  witness 
— they  made  them  over  an  open  Bible,  to  show  that  they  thought  of  God  in  this  mutual  act^and 
when  they  had  done  they  both  took  water  in  their  hands,  and  scattered  it  in  the  air,  to  intimate 
that  as  the  stream  was  pure  so  were  their  intentions.  They  parted  when  they  did  this,  but  they 
parted  never  to  meet  more :  she  died  in  a  burning  fever,  during  a  visit  to  her  relations  to  prepare 
fiv  her  marriage;  and  all  that  he  had  of  her  was  a  lock  of  her  long  bright  hair,  and  her  Bible, 
which  she  exchanged  for  his. 

Kveo  with  the  tales  which  he  related  of  rustic  love  and  adventure  his  own  story  ndngled ;  and 
Xadite  of  rank  heard,  for  the  first  time,  that  in  all  that  was  romantic  in  the  passion  of  love,  and 
ia  all  that  was  chivalrous  In  sentiment,  men  of  distinction,  both  by  education  and  birth,  were  at 
leaai  equalled  by  the  peasantry  of  the  land.  They  listened  with  interest,  and  inclined  their 
beside  the  bard,  to  hear  how  love  went  on  in  the  west,  and  in  no  case  it  ran  quite  smooth, 
yennf  hearts  w^e  kept  asunder  by  the  sordid  feelings  of  parents,  who  could  not  be 
ie  bestow  their  daughter,  perhaps  an  only  one,  on  a  wooer  who  could  not  count  penny 
$er  pfnj,  end  number  eow  for  cow:  sometimes  a  mother  desired  her  daughter  to  look  higher  than 
to  one  of  her  station;  for  her  beauty  and  her  education  entitied  her  to  match  among  the 
ralfcer  than  the  tenants;  and  sometimes,  the  devotional  tastes  of  both  father  and  mother. 
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approying  of  personal  looks  and  connexions,  -were  averse  to  see  a  danghtcr  bestow  her  hand  ob 
one,  whose  language  in  religion  was  indiscreet,  and  whose  morals  were  suspected.  Yet,  neither 
the  Tigilance  of  fathers,  nor  the  suspicious  care  of  aunts  and  mothers,  could  succeed  in  keeping 
those  asunder  whose  hearts  were  together ;  but  in  these  meetings  circumspection  and  inventinD 
were  necessary :  all  fears  were  to  be  lulled  by  the  seeming  carelessness  of  the  loss,— all  perils 
were  to  be  met  and  braved  by  the  spirit  of  the  lad.  His  home,  perhaps,  was  at  a  distance,  an'l 
he  had  wild  woods  to  come  through,  and  deep  streams  to  pass,  before  ho  could  see  the  signaMiglit, 
now  shown  and  now  withdrawn,  at  her  window;  he  had  to  approach  with  a  quick  eye  and  a  wavv 
foot,  lest  a  father  or  a  brother  should  see,  and  deter  him :  he  had  sometimes  to  wish  for  a  cloul 
upon  the  moon,  whose  light,  welcome  to  him  on  his  way  in  the  distance,  was  likely  to  beti'ay  him 
when  near ;  and  he  not  unfrequently  reckoned  a  wild  night  of  wind  and  rain  as  a  blessing,  sinct; 
it  helped  to  conceal  his  coming,  and  proved  to  his  mistress  that  he  was  ready  to  brave  all  for  In 
sake.  Of  rivals  met  and  baffled ;  of  half-willing  and  half-unconsenting  maidens,  persuaded  an. 
won ;  of  the  light-hearted  and  the  careless  becoming  affectionate  and  tender ;  and  the  coy,  th* 
proud,  and  the  satiric  being  gained  by  **  persuasive  words,  and  more  persuasive  sighs,"  as  dnme 
bad  been  gained  of  old,  he  had  tales  enow.  The  ladies  listened,  and  smiled  at  the  tender  uarr.i 
tives  of  the  poet. 

Of  his  appearance  among  the  sons  as  well  as  the  daughters  of  men,  we  have  the  account  o 
Dngald  Stewart.  "Bums,"  says  the  philosopher,  «  came  to  EAbburgh  early  ir^  the  winter :  tli 
attentions  which  he  received  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons,  were  such  as  would  h.v 
turned  any  head  but  his  own.  He  retained  the  same  simplicity  of  manners  and  appearance  >Thi< 
had  struck  me  so  forcibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the  country  :  his  dress  was  suited  to  his  ntntifi 
plain  and  unpretending,  with  sufficient  attention  to  neatness :  he  always  wore  boots,  and,  trhnn  ( 
more  than  usual  ceremony,  buckskin  breeches.  His  manners  were  manly,  simple,  and  Indcpcnd'Mi 
strongly  expressive  of  conscious  genius  and  worth,  but  without  any  indication  of  forwartlne^) 
arrogance,  or  vanity.  He  took  his  share  in  conversation,  but  not  more  than  belonged  to  hii 
and  listened  with  apparent  deference  on  subjects  where  his  want  of  education  deprived  him  i 
the  meaiis  of  information.  If  there  had  been  a  littie  more  of  gentieness  and  accommodation 
his  temper,  he  would  have  been  still  more  interesting;  but  he  had  been  accustomed  to  give  1i 
in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance,  and  his  dread  of  anything  approaching  to  meannos'S 
servility,  rendered  his  manner  somewhat  decided  and  hard.  Nothing  perhaps  was  more  rcntai 
able  among  his  various  attainments,  than  the  fluency  and  precision  and  originality  of  langna 
when  he  spoke  in  company ;  more  particularly  as  he  aimed  at  purity  in  his  turn  of  expro^i 
and  avoided  more  successfully  than  most  Scotsmen,  the  peculiarities  of  Scottish  pbraseoloi 
From  his  conversation  I  should  have  pronounced  him  to  have  been  fitted  to  excel  in  « lir.te 
walk  of  ambition  he  had  chosen  to  exert  his  abilities.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  the  bcnui 
of  nature,  and  I  recollect  he  once  told  me,  when  I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in  one  of 
morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so  many  smoking  cottages  gave  a  pleasure  to  his  mind,  wl 
none  could  understand  who  had  not  witnessed,  like  himself,  the  happiness  and  worth  which  * 
tages  contained.'* 

Such  was  the  impression  which  Bums  made  at  first  on  the  fair,  the  titied,  and  the  learne( 
Edinburgh ;  an  impression  which,  though  lessened  by  intimacy  and  closer  examination  oa 
part  of  the  men,  remained  unimpaired,  on  that  of  the  softer  sex,  till  his  dying-day.  llift  t 
pany,  during  the  season  of  balls  and  festivities,  continued  to  be  courted  by  all  who  d(^sire.d  t 
reckoned  gay  or  polite.  Cards  of  invitation  fell  thick  on  him ;  he  was  not  more  welcome  Ic 
plumed  and  jewelled  groups,  whom  her  fascinating  Grace  of  Gordon  gathered  about  bcr,  tlia 
was  to  the  grave  divines  and  polished  scholars,  who  assembled  in  the  rooms  of  Stewart,  or  T 
or  Robertson.  The  classic  socialities  of  Ty tier,  afterwards  Lord  Woodhouslee,  or  the  clab< 
supper-tables  of  the  whimsical  Monboddo,  whose  guests  imagined  they  were  ont«rtainr>l  i] 
manner  of  Lucullus  or  of  Cicero,  were  not  complete  without  the  presence  of  tne  plough tna 
Kyle ;  and  t)ie  feelings  of  the  rustic  poet,  facing  such  companies,  though  of  surprise  ami  dc 
at  first,  gradually  subsided,  he  said,  as  he  discerned,  that  man  differed  fVom  man  only  ii 
polish,  and  not  in  the  grain.    But  Edinburgh  offered  tables    and  entertainers  of  a  less  or 
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and  sUtd  character  ihaa  those  I  haTe  named — where  the  *g1ass  circnlated  with  greater  rapidity  ; 
where  the  wit  flowed  more  freely ;  and  where  there  were  neither  highbred  ladies  to  charm  con- 
Tezaation  within  the  bounds  of  modesty,  nor  serioos  philosophers,  nor  grave  diyines,  to  set  a  limit 
to  the  license  of  speech,  or  the  hours  of  enjoyment.  To  these  companions — and  these  were  all 
of  the  better  classes,  the  levities  of  the  rustic  poet's  wit  and  humour  were  as  welcome  as  were 
the  tenderest  of  his  narratives  to  the  accomplished  l^uohess  of  Gordon  and  the  beautiful  Miss 
Burnet  of  Momboddo ;  they  raised  a  social  roar  not  at  all  classic,  and  demanded  and  provoked 
hia  sallies  of  wild  humour,  or  indecorous  mirth,  with  as  much  delight  as  he  had  witnessed  among 
the  lade  of  Kyle,  when,  at^U  or^orge,  his  humorous  sallies  abounded  as  the  ale  flowed.  In 
these  etgoyments  the  rough,  but  learned  William  Nicol,  and  the  young  and  amiable  Robert  Ains- 
lie  shared :  the  name  of  the  poet  was  xsoupled  with  those  of  profane  wits,  free  livers,  and  that 
dssi  of  half-idle  gentlemen  who  hang  about  the  courts  of  law,  or  for  a  season  or  two  wear  the 
of  Mart,  and  handle  cold  iron. 

Edinburgh  had  still  another  class  of  genteel  oonvivialists,  to  whom  the  poet  was  attraoftd  by 
pnaeiplee  ee  weU  as  by  pleasure ;  these  were  the  relics  of  that  once  numerous  body,  the  Jacobites, 
who  still  loved  to  cherish  the  feelings  of  birth  or  education  rather  than  of  judgment,  and  toasted 
the  name  of  Stuart,  when  the  last  of  the  race  had  renounced  his  pretensions  to  a  throne,  for  the 
sake  of  peace  and  the  cross.  Young  men  then,  and  high  names  were  among  them,  annually  met 
on  the  pretender's  birth-day,  and  sang  songs  in  which  the  white  rose  of  Jacobitism  flourished ; 
toasted  toasts  announcing  adherence  to  the  male  line  of  the  Bruce  and  the  Stuart,  and  listened 
to  the  strains  of  the  laureate  of  the  day,  who  prophesied,  in  drink,  the  dismissal  of  the  intrusive 
Hanoverian,  by  the  right  and  might  of  the  righteous  and  disinherited  line.  Bums,  who  was 
descended  from  a  northern  race,  whose  father  was  suspected  of  having  drawn  the  claymore  in 
174^,  and  who  loved  the  blood  of  the  Keith-Marishalls,  under  whose  banners  his  ancestors  had 
Burched,  readily  united  himself  to  a  band  in  whose  sentiments,  political  and  social,  he  was  a  sharer. 
He  was  receired  with  acclamation :  the  dignity  of  laureate  was  conferred  upon  him,  and  his 
inangoration  ode,  in  which  he  recalled  the  names  and  the  deeds  of  the  Grahams,  the  Erskmes, 
the  Boyds,  and  the  Gordons,  was  applauded  for  its  fire,  as  well  as  for  its  sentiments.  Tet,  though 
he  ate  and  drank  and  sang  with  Jacobites,  he  was  only  as  far  as  sympathy  and  poesie  went,  of 
their  namber :  his  reason  renounced  the  principles  and  the  religion  of  the  Stuart  line ;  and  though 
he  shed  a  tear  over  their  fallen  fortunes — though  he  sympathised  with  the  brave  and  honourable 
names  that  perished  in  their  cause — though  he  cursed  *'  the  butcher,  Cumberland,"  and  the  bloody 
tpirit  which  commanded  the  heads  of  the  good  and  the  heroic  to  be  stuck  where  they  would  affright 
the  passer-by,  and  pollute  the  air — ^he  had  no  desire  to  see  the  splendid  fabric  of  constitutional 
freedom,  which  the  united  genius  of  all  parties  had  raised,  thrown  wantonly  down.  His  Jacobitism 
influenced,  not  his  head,  but  his  heart,  and  gave  a  mournful  hue  to  many  of  his  lyric  compositions. 

Meanwhile  his  poems  were  passing  through  the  press.  Bums  made  a  few  emendations  of  those 
published  in  the  Kilmarnock  edition,  and  he  added  others  which,  as  he  expressed  it,  he  had 
earded  and  spun,  since  he  parsed  Glenbuck.  Some  rather  coarse  lines  were  softened  or  omitted 
in  the  *'  Twa  Dogs  ;**  others,  from  a  change  of  his  personal  feelings,  were  made  in  the  *'  Vision:" 
**  Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook,"  excluded  before,  was  admitted  now :  the  **  Bream"  was  retained, 
in  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  Mrs.  Stewart,  of  Stair,  and  Mrs.  Dunlop ;  and  the  **  Brigs  of 
4yr,"  in  compliment  to  his  patrons  in  his  native  district,  and  the  '<  Address  to  Edinburgh,"  in 
honour  of  his  titled  and  distinguished  friends  in  that  metropolis,  were  printed  for  the  first  time. 
He  was  unwilling  to  alter  what  he  had  once  )>rinted:  his  friends,  classic,  titled,  and  rustic,  found 
him  stubborn  and  uupliable,  in  matters  of  criticism ;  yet  he  was  generally  of  a  complimental 
mood :  he  loaded  the  robe  of  Coila  in  the  "  Vision,"  with  more  scenes  than  it  could  well  contain, 
that  he  migKt  include  in  the  landscape,  all  the  country-seats  of  his  friends,  and  he  gave  more 
Chan  their  share  of  commendation  to  the  Wallaces,  out  of  respect  to  his  friend  Mrs.  Dunlop.  Of 
the  critics  of  Edinburgh  he  said,  they  spun  the  thread  of  their  criticisms  so  fine  that  it  was  unfit 
tar  cUher  warp  or  weft ;  and  of  its  scholars,  he  said,  they  were  never  satisfied  with  any  Scottish 
peeC  vnless  they  eould  trace  him  in  Horace.  One  morning  at  Dr.  Blair's  breakfast-table,  when 
the  **'  Qo2/  Fair"  was  the  subject  of  conversation,  the  reverend  critic  said,  **  Why  should 
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* ^  Moody  speel  tho  holy  door 

With  tidingf  of  salvati^i^V 

if  jon  had  said,  with  tidings  of  damnation,  the  satire  would  haye  been  the  better  and  the  bitterer/' 
'<  Excellent  I"  exclaimed  the  poet,  '<  the  alteration  is  capital,  and  I  hope  you  will  honour  me  by 
allowing  me  to  say  in  a  note  at  whose  suggestion  it  was  made.*'  Professor  Walker,  who  tells  the 
anecdote,  adds  that  Blair  evaded,  with  equal  good  humour  and  decision,  this  not  very  polite 
request ;  nor  was  this  the  only  slip  which  the  poet  made  on  this  occasion :  some  one  asked  him 
in  which  of  the  churches  of  Edinburgh  he  had  received  the  Ij^ghest  |ratification :  he  named  tie 
High-church,  but  gave  the  preference  over  all  preachers  to  Bobert  Walker,  the  colleague  and 
'  rival  in  eloquence  of  Dr.  Blair  himself,  and  that  in  a  tone  so  pointed  and  decisive  as  to  make  all 
at  the  table  stare  and  look  embarrassed.  The  poet  confessed  afterwards  that  he  never  reflected 
on  his  blunder  without  pain  and  mortification.  Blair  probably  had  this  in  his  mind,  when,  on 
reading  the  poem  beginning  <*  When  Guildford  good  our  pilot  stood,"  he  exclaimed,  '<Ah!  the 
polities  of  Bums  always  smell  of  the  smithy,"  meaning,  that  they  were  vulgar  and  common. 

In  April,  the  second  or  Edinburgh,  edition  was  published :  it  was  widely  purchased,  and  as 
warmly  commended.  The  country  had  been  prepared  for  it  by  the  generous  and  discriminating 
criticisms  of  Henry  Mackenzie,  published  in  that  popular  periodical,  <<  The  Lounger,"  where  he 
says,  **  Bums  possesses  the  spirit  as  well  as  the  fancy  of  a  poet ;  that  honest  pride  and  indepen- 
dence of  soul,  which  are  sometimes  the  muse's  only  dower,  break  forth  on  extry  occasion,  in  his 
works."  The  praise  of  the  author  of  the  «  Man  of  Feeling"  was  not  more  felt  by  Bums,  than  it 
was  by  the  whole  island :  the  harp  of  the  north  had  not  been  swept  for  centuries  by  a  hand  so 
forcible,  and  at  the  same  time  so  varied,  i&a,t  it  awakened  every  tone,  whether  of  joy  or  woe:  the 
language  was  that  of  rustic  life ;  the  scenes  of  the  poems  were  the  dusty  bam,  the  clay-floored 
reeky  cottage,  and  the  furrowed  field;  and  the  characters  were  cowherds,  ploughmen,  and 
mechanics.  The  volume  was  embellished  by  a  head  of  the  poet  from  the  .hand  of  the  now  vene< 
rable  Alexander  Nasmith ;  and  introduced  by  a  dedication  to  the  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  the 
Caledonian  Hunt,  in  a  style  of  vehement  independence,  unknown  hitherto  in  the  history  of  sub' 
Bcriptions.  The  whole  work,  verse,  prose,  and  portrait,  won  public  attention,  and  kept  it :  anc 
though  some  critics  signified  their  displeasure  at^  expressions  which  bordered  on  profanity,  an^ 
at  a  license  of  language  which  they  pronounced  impure,  by  far  the  greater  number  united  theii 
praise  to  the  all  but  general  voice ;  nay,  some  scrupled  not  to  call  him,  from  his  perfect  case  an< 
nature  and  variety,  the  Scottish  Shakspeare.  No  one  rejoiced  more  in  his  success  and  his  fame 
than  the  matron  of  Mossgiel. 

Other  matters  than  his  poems  and  socialities  cliumed  the  attention  of  Bums  in  Edinburgh.  U 
had  a  hearty  relish  for  the  joyous  genius  of  Allan  Ramsay;  he  traced  out  his  residences,  an 
rejoiced  to  think  that  while  he  stood  in  the  shop  of  his  own  bookseller,  Creech,  the  same  floe 
had  been  trod  by  the  feet  of  his  great  forerunner.  He  visited,  too,  the  lowly  grave  of  the  unfoi 
tunate  Robert  Fergusson ;  and  it  must  be  recorded  to  the  shame  of  the  ma^strates  of  Bdinburgl 
that  they  allowed  him  to  erect  a  headstone  to  his  memory,  and  to  the  scandal  of  Scotland,  that  I 
such  a  memorial  he  had  not  been  anticipated.  He  seems  not  to  have  regarded  the  grovca  c 
scholars  or  philosophers;  and  he  trod  the  pavements  where  the  warlike  princes  and  nobles  h« 
walked  without  any  emotion.  He  loved,  however,  to  see  places  oelebrated  in  Scottish  eong,  ax 
fields  where  battles  for  the  independence  of  his  country  had  been  stricken ;  and,  with  money  i 
his  pocket  which  his  poems  had  produced,  and  with  a  letter  firom  a  witty  but  weak  mim,  Loi 
Buchan,  instracting  him  to  pull  birks  on  the  Yarrow,  broom  on  the  Cowden-knowes,  and  not  \ 
neglect  to  admire  the  ruins  of  Drybrugh  Abbey,  Bums  set  out  on  a  border  tour,  accompanied  1 
Robert  AinsUe,  of  Berrywell.  As  the  poet  had  talked  of  retuming  to  the  plough.  Dr.  Bla 
imagined  that  he  was  on  his  way  back  to  the  furrowed  field,  and  wrote  him  a  handsome  fare  we 
saying  he  was  leaving  Edinburgh  with  a  character  which  had  survived  many  temptations ;  with 
name  which  would  be  placed  with  the  Ramsay s  and  the  Fergussons,  and  with  the  hopes  of  a 
that,  in  a  second  volume,  on  which  his  fate  as  a  poet  would  very  much  depend,  he  might  rise  y 
higher  in  merit  and  in  fame.    Bums,  who  received  this  communication  when  laying  hiA  l«g  ot 
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th«  saddle  to  be  gone,  is  said  to  hare  muttered,  "  Aj,  but  a  man's  first  book  is  sometimes  like 
hia  first  babe,  healthier  and  stronger  than  those  which  follow." 

On  the  6th  of  May,  1787,  Boms  reached  Benywell :  he  recorded  of  the  laird,  that  he  was 
cleav^headed,  and  of  Miss  Ainslie,  that  she  was  amiable  and  handsome — of  Dudgeon,  the  author 
of  **  The  Maid  that  tends  the  Goats,"  that  he  had  penetration  and  modesty,  and  of  the  preacher, 
Bowmaker,  that  he  was  a  man  of  stK>ng  lungs  and  Tigorous  remark.  t)n  crossing  the  Tweed  at 
Coldstream  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  kneeling  down,  repeated  aloud  the  two  last  Terses  of  the 
**  Cotter's  Saturday  Night :"  on  returning,  he  drank  tea  with  Brydone,  the  trayeller,  a  man,  he 
said,  kind  and  benerolent :  he  cursed  one  Cole  as  an  English  Hottentot,  for  haying  rooted  out  an 
asdent  garden  belonging  to  a  Bomish  ruin ;  and  he  wrote  of  Macdowal,  of  Cayerton-mill,  that 
by  hifl  skill  in  rearing  sheep,  he  sold  his  flocks,  ewe  and  lamb,  for  a  couple  of  guineas  each :  that 
he  washed  his  sheep  before  shearing — and  by  his  turnips  improred  sheep-husbandry ;  he  added, 
that  lands  were  generafly  let  at  sixteen  shillings  the  Scottish  acre ;  the  farmers  rich,  and,  com- 
pared to  Ayrshire,  their  houses  magnificent  On  his  way  to  Jedburgh  he  yisited  an  old  gentleman 
in  whoae  house  was  an  arm-<haar,  once  the  property  of  the  author  of  *<The  Seasons;"  he 
rererently  examined  the  relic,  and  could  scarcely  be  persuaded  to  sit  in  it:  he  was  a  warm 
admirer  of  Thomson. 

In  Jedburgh,  Bums  found  much  to  interest  him :  the  ruins  of  a  splendid  cathedral,  and  of  a 
Strang  castle — and,  what  was  still  more  attractive,  an  amiable  young  lady,  yery  handsome,  with 
'*  bcautifUi  hasel  eyes,  full  of  spirit,  spArkling  with  delicious  moisture,"  and  looks  which  betokened 
a  fci^  order  of  female  mind.  He  gaye  her  his  portrait,  and  entered  this  remembrance  of  her 
attractions  among  his  memoranda : — **  My  heart  is  thawed  into  melting  pleasure,  after  being  so 
long  firosen  up  in  the  Greenland  bay  of  indifference,  amid  the  noise  and  nonsense  of  Edinburgh. 
I  am  afraid  my  bosom  has  nearly  as  much  tinder  as  eyer.  Jed,  pure  be  thy  streams,  and 
hallowed  thy  sylran  banks:  sweet  Isabella  Lindsay,  may  peace  dwell  in  thy  bosom  uninterrupted, 
except  by  the  tumultuous  throbbings  of  rapturous  loye  I"  With  the  freedom  of  Jedburgh,  hand- 
somely bestowed  by  the  magistrates,  in  his  pocket.  Bums  made  his  way  to  Wauchope,  the  resi- 
dence of  Mrs.  Scott,  who  had  welcomed  him  into  the  world  as  a  poet  in  yerses  liyely  and  graceful : 
he  fbond  her,  he  sMd,  "  a  lady  of  sense  and  taste,  and  of  a  decision  peculiar  to  female  authors." 
After  dining  with  Sir  Alexander  Don,  who,  he  said,  was  a  cleyer  man,  but  far  from  a  match  for 
his  Avine  lady,  a  sister  of  his  patron  Glencaim,  he  spent  an  hour  among  the  beautiful  ruins  of 
Diybnrgh  Abbey ;  glanced  on  the  splendid  remains  of  Melrose ;  passed,  unconscious  of  the  future, 
Oftr  that  ground  on  which  haye  arisen  the  romantic  towers  of  Abboteford ;  dined  with  certain  of 
the  SoQtfers  of  Selkirk ;  and  yisited  the  old  keep  of  Thomas  the  Rhymer,  and  a  dozen  of  the  hills 
and  itreans  celebrated  in  song.  Nor  did  he  fail  to  pay  his  respects,  after  returning  through 
Donae,  to  Sir  James  Hall,  of  Bunglass,  and  his  lady,  and  was  much  pleased  with  the  scenery  of 
their  romantic  place.  He  was  now  joined  by  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Kerr,  and  crossing  the 
Tweed  a  second  time,  penetrated  into  England,  aa  far  as  the  ancient  town  o(  Newcastle,  where 
ke  smiled  at  a  facetious  Northumbrian,  who  at  dinner  caused  the  beef  to  be  eaten  before  the 
lentil  was  serred,  in  obedience  to  an  ancient  injunction,  lest  the  hungry  Scotch  should  come 
and  eaateh  it.  On  his  way  back  he  saw,  what  prored  to  be  prophetic  of  his  own  fortune — the 
Teop  of  an  unfortunate  farmer's  stock :  he  took  out  his  journal,  and  wrote  with  a  troubled  brow, 
•eonomy,  and  decent  industry,  do  you  preserre  me  from  being  the  principal  dramatis  per- 
in  such  a  scene  of  horror."  He  extended  his  tour  to  Carlisle,  and  from  thence  to  the  banks 
ef  the  Nidi,  where  he  looked  at  the  farm  of  Sllisland,  with  the  intention  of  trying  once  more  his 
fsrlona  at  the  plough,  should  poetry  and  patronage  fail  him. 

On  his  way  through  the  West,  Bums  spent  a  few  days  with  his  mother  at  Mossgiel :  he  had 
lift  her  an  unknown  and  an  almost  banished  man :  he  returned  in  fame  and  in  sunshine,  admired 
by  an  who  aspired  to  be  thought  tasteful  or  refined.  He  felt  offended  alike  with  the  patrician 
ttalcHnees  of  Edinburgh  and  the  plebeian  seryility  of  the  husbandmen  of  Ayrshire  ;  and  dreading 
the  infiuenee  of  the  unlucky  star  which  had  hitherto  ruled  his  lot,  he  bought  a  pocket  Milton,  he 
sahly  for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  intrepid  independence  and  daring  magnanimity,  and  noble 
dtlUttce  of  hardships,  exhibited  by  Satan !    In  this  mood  he  reached  Edinburgh— ouly  to  loaye  i« 
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again  on  three  harried  excnrsions  into  the  Highlands.  The  route  which  he  took  and  the  senti- 
ments  which  the  scenes  awakened,  are  but  faintly  intimated  in  the  memoranda  which  he  mado. 
His  first  journey  seems  to  haye  been  performed  in  ill-humoujr ;  at  Stirling,  his  Jacobitism,  provoked 
at  seeing  the  rained  palace  of  the  Stuarts,  broke  out* in  some  unloyal  lines  which  he  bad  the 
indiscretion  to  write  with  a  diamond  on  the  window  of  a  public  inn.  At  Carron,  where  he  was 
refused  a  sight  of  the  magnificent  foundry,  he  ayenged  hinself  in  epigram.  At  InTerary  he 
resented  some  real  or  imaginary  neglect  on  the  part  of  his  Grace  of  Argyll,  by  a  stinging  lampoon ; 
nor  can  he  be  said  to  haye  fairly  Trained  his  serenity  of  temper,  till  he  danced  his  wrath  awaj 
with  some  Highland  ladies  at  Dumbarton. 

His  second  excursion  was  made  ia  tlie  company  of  Dr.  Adair,  of  Harrowgate :  the  reluctanl 
doors  of  Carron  foundry  were  opened  to  him,  and  he  expressed  his  wonder  at  the  blaxiog*  fomacei 
and  broiling  labours  of  the  place ;  he  remoyed  the  disloyal  lines  from  the  window  of  the  inn  a 
Stirling,  and  he  paid  a  two  days'  yisit  to  Bamsay  of  Ochtertyre,  a  distinguished  scholar,  and  dia 
cussed  with  him  future  topics  for  the  muse.  "I  haye  been  in  the  company  of  many  men  o; 
genius,"  said  Bamsay  afterwards  to  Gurrie^  "  some  of  them  poets,  but  neyer  witnessed  sad 
flashes  of  intellectual  brightness  as  from  Jiim — ^the  impulse  of  the  moment,  sparks  of  celestii 
fire."  From  the  Forth  he  went  to  the  Deyon,  in  the  county  of  Clackmannan,  where,  for  the  fir^ 
time,  he  saw  the  beautiful  Charlotte  Hamilton,  the  sister  of  his  friend  Qayin  Hamilton,  of  Maucl 
line.  '*She  is  not  only  beautiful,"  he  thus  writes  to  her  brother,  "but  loyely:  her  fona 
elegant,  her  features  not  regular,  but  they  haye  the  smile  of  sweetness,  and  the  settled  compl 
cency  of  good  nature  in  the  highest  degree.  Her  eyes  areTascinating ;  at  once  expressive  of  go< 
sense,  tenderness  and  a  noble  mind.  After  the  exercise  of  our  riding  to  the  Falls,  Charlotte  w 
exactly  Dr.  Donne's  mistress: — 

"Her  pure  and  eloquent  blood 
Spoke  in  her  cheekt,  and  bo  distinctly  wronght, 
That  one  would  almoat  say  her  body  thought." 

Accompanied  by  this  charming  dame,  he  yisited  an  old  lady,  Mrs.  Bruce,  of  Clackmannan,  wl 
in  the  belief  that  she  had  the  blood  of  the  royal  Bruce  in  her  yeins,  received  the  poet  with  son 
thing  of  princely  state,  and,  half  in  jest,  conferred  the  honour  of  knighthood  upon  him,  with  1 
ancestor's  sword,  saying,  in  true  Jacobitical  mood,  that  she  had  a  better  right  to  do  that  tl 
some  folk  had !  In  the  same  pleasing  company  he  yisited  the  famous  cataract  on  the  Dev 
called  the  Cauldron  Linn,  and  the  Bumbling  bridge,  a  single  arch  thrown,  it  is  sidd  by  the  de 
over  the  Devon,  at  the  height  of  a  hundred  feet  in  the  air.  It  was  the  complaint  of  his  com 
nions  that  Burns  exhibited  no  raptures,  and  poured  out  no  unpremeditated  verses  at  aucU  ni:i^ 
ficent  scenes.  But  he  did  not  like  to  be  tutored  or  prompted:  «Look,  lookl"  exclaimed  m 
one,  as  Carron  foundry  belched  forth  flames — *'  look.  Burns,  look  I  good  heavens,  what  a  gr 
sight!— lookl"  "I  would  not  look— look,  sir,  at  your  bidding,"  said  the  bard,  taming  av 
<*  were  it  into  the  mouth  of  hell  I"  When  he  visited,  at  a  future  time,  the  romantic  Linn  of  C 
hope,  in  Nithsdale,  he  looked  silently  at  its  wonders,  and  showed  none  of  the  hoped-for  rapt 
'*  You  do  not  admire  it,  I  fear,"  said  a  gentleman  who  accompanied  him:  <*  I  eonld  not  ad  mi 
more,  sir,"  replied  Bums,  **  if  He  who  made  it  were  to  desire  me  to  do  it"  There  are  other  roa 
for  the  silence  of  Bums  amid  the  scenes  of  the  Devon:  he  was  charmed  into  love  by  the  s 
and  the  beauty  of  Charlotte  Hamilton,  and  rendered  her  homage  in  that  sweet  song,  '<  The  B 
of  the  Devon,"  and  in  a  dozen  letters  written  with  more  than  his  usual  care,  elegances 
tenderness.  But  the  lady  was.  neither  to  be  won  by  verse  nor  by  prose :  she  afterwarcl» 
her  hand  to  Adair,  the  poet's  companion,  and,  what  was  less  meritorious,  threw  his  letters, 
the  fire. 

The  third  and  last  tour  into  the  North  was  in  company  of  Nicol  of  the  High-Scbool  of  1 
burgh :  on  the  fields  of  Bannockbum  and  Falkirk — ^places  of  triumph  and  of  woe  to  Scotlati 
gave  way  to  patriotic  impulses,  and  in  these  words  he  recorded  them: — "Stirling,  Augus 
1787 ;  this  morning  I  knelt  at  the  tomb  of  Sir  John  the  Graham,  the  gallant  friend  of  ^o  iuim 
Wallace ;  and  two  hours  ago  I  said  a  fervent  prayer  for  old  Caledonia,  over  the  hole  ia  a  i 
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stone  -where  Robert  the  Brace  fixed  his  royal  standard  on  the  banks  of  Bannockbom."  He  then 
proeeeded  northward  by  Ochtertyre,  th*e  water  of  Earn,  the  vale  of  Glen  Almond,  and  the  tradi* 
tionary  grare  of  Oseian.  He  looked  in  at  princely  Taymonth ;  mused  an  hour  or  two  among  the 
Birks  of  Aberfeldy ;  gazed  from  Bimam  top ;  paused  amid  the  wild  grandeur  of  the  pass  of 
ESBiecrankie,  at  the  stone  which  marks  the  spot  where  a  second  patriot  Graham  fell,  and  spent  a 
day  at  Blair,  where  he  experienced  the  graceftil  kindness  -^  Ae  Duke  of  Athol,  and  in  a  strain 
truly  elegant,  petitioned  him,  in  the  name  of  Bmar  Water,  to  hide  the  utter  nakedness  of  its 
otherwise  picturesque  banks,  with  plantations  of  birch  and  oak.  Quitting  Blair  he  followed  the 
eenrse  of  the  Spey,  and  passing,  as  he  told  his  brother,  through  a  wild  country,  among  cliffs  gray 
with  et^mikl  snows,  and  glens  gloomy  and  saTage,  reached  Findhom  in  mist  and  darkness ;  visited 
Castle  Cawdor,  where  Macbeth  murdered  Duncan;  hastened  through  Inyemess  to  Urquhart 
Castle,  and  the  FaUs  of  Fyers,  and  turned  southward  to  Kilravock,  over  the  fatal  moor  of  Cullo- 
den.  He  admired  the  ladies  of  that  classic  region  for  their  snooded  ringlets,  simple  elegance  of 
dress,  and  expressiye  eyes :  in  lirs.  Rose,  of  KilrsTOck  Castle,  he  found  that  matronly  grace  and 
dignity  which  he  owned  he  lOTed ;  and  in  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Gordon  a  renewal  of  that  more 
than  kindness  with  which  they  had  welcomed  him  in  Edinburgh.  But  while  he  admired  the 
palace  of  Fochabers,  and  was  charmed  by  the  condescensions  of  the  noble  proprietors,  he  forgot 
that  he  had  left  a  companion  at  the  inn,  too  proud  and  captious  to  be  pleased  at  favours  showered 
on  others:  he  hastened  back  to  the  inn  with  an  invitation  and  an  apology  :«he  found  the  fiery 
pedant  in  a  foaming  rage,  striding  up  and  down  the  street,  cursing  in  Scotch  and  Latin  the  loitering 
poslQions  for  not  yoking  the  horses,  and  hurrying  him  away.  All  apology  and  explanation  was 
IB  rain,  and  Bums,  with  a  vexation  which  he  sought  not  to  conceal,  took  his  seat  silently  beside 
the  irascible  pedagogue,  and  returned  to  the  South  by  Broughty  Castle,  the  banks  of  Endermay 
and  Qneensferry.  He  parted  with  the  Highlands  in  a  kindly  mood,  and  loved  to  recal  the  scenes 
snd  the  people,  both  in  conversation  and  in  song. 

On  his  return  to  Edinburgh  he  had  to  bide  the  time  of  his  bookseller  and  the  public :  the 
impression  of  his  poems,  extending  to  two  thousand  eight  hundred  copies,  was  sold  widely :  much 
of  the  money  had  to  come  Arom  a  distance,  and  Bums  lingered  about  the  northern  metropolis, 
expecting  a  settlement  with  Creech,  and  with  the  hope  that  those  who  dispensed  his  country's 
patronage  might  remember  one  who  then,  as  now,  was  reckoned  an  ornament  to  the  land.  But 
Creech,  a  parsimonious  man,  was  slow  in  his  payments ;  the  patronage  of  the  country  was  swal- 
lowed up  in  the  sink  of  politics,  and  though  noblemen  smiled,  and  ladies  of  rank  nodded  their 
JeweU«d  heads  in  approbation  of  every  new  song  he  sung  and  every  witty  sally  he  uttered,  they 
reekoned  any  Airther  notice  or  care  superfluous :  the  poet,  an  observant  man,  saw  all  this ;  but  hope 
was  the  corral  of  his  heart,  he  said,  and  he  hoped  and  lingered  on.  Too  active  a  genius  to  remain 
idle,  he  addressed  himself  to  the  twofold  business  of  love  and  verse.  Repulsed  by  the  stately 
Beauty  of  the  Devon,  he  sought  consolation  in  the  society  of  one,  as  fair,  and  infinitely  more 
witty ;  and  as  an  accident  had  for  a  time  deprived  him  of  the  use  of  one  of  his  legs,  he  gave 
wings  to  hours  of  pain,  by  writing  a  series  of  letters  to  this  Edinburgh  enchantress,  in  which  he 
signed  himself  Sylvander,  and  addressed  her  under  the  name  of  Clarinda.  In  these  compositions, 
vhieb  no  one  can  regard  as  serious,  and  which  James  Grahams  the  poet  called  **  a  romance  of 
nal  PUtonio  affection,*'  amid  much  affectation  both  of  language  and  sentiment,  and  a  desire  to  say 
fine  and  startling  things,  we  can  see  the  proud  heart  of  the  poet  throbbing  in  the  dread  of  being 
neglected  or  forgotten  by  his  country.  The  love  which  he  offers  up  at  the  altar  of  wit  and  beauty, 
seems  nimimed  and  put  on,  for  its  rapture  is  artificial,  and  its  brilliancy  that  of  an  icicle :  no 
weniiin  was  ever  wooed  and  won  in  that  Malvolio  way;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  Mrs.  M'Lehose 
felt  as  fttoch  offence  as  pleasure  at  this  boisterous  display  of  regard.  In  aftertimes  he  loved  to 
remember  her : — ^when  wine  circulated,  Mrs.  Mao  was  his  favourite  toast. 

During  this  season  he  began  his  lyrio  contributions  to  the  Musical  Museum  of  Johnson,  a  work 
which,  amid  many  imperfections  of  taste  and  arrangement,  contains  more  of  the  true  old  music 
«id  gennine  old  songs  of  Scotland,  than  any  other  collection  with  which  I  am  acquainted.  Bums 
gitbere4  oral  airs,  and  fitted  them  with  words  of  mirth  or  of  woe,  of  tenderness  or  of  humour, 
with  unexampled  readiness  and  felicity ;  he  eked  oit  old  fragments  and  sobered  down  licentioos 


BtraiziB  BO  much  in  the  olden  spirit  and  feeling,  that  the  new  cannot  be  distingmahed  froi  ih« 
ancient ;  nay,  he  inserted  lines  and  half  lines,  with  such  skill  and  nicety,  that  antiquarian*  are 
perplexed  to  settle  which  is  genuine  or  which  is  simulated.  Yet  with  all  this  he  abated  noi  of 
the  natural  mirth  or  the  raoy  humour  of  the  lyric  muse  of  Scotland :  he  did  not  like  her  the  csa 
because  she  walked  like  some  of  the  maidens  of  her  strains,  high-kilted  at  times,  and  spoke  ^  ith 
the  freedom  of  innocence.  In  these  communications  we  obserre  how  little  his  border-jaunt  among 
the  fountains  of  ancient  song  contributed  either  of  sentiment  or  allusion,  to  his  lyrics ;  and  how 
deeply  his  strains,  whether  of  pity  or  of  merriment,  were  coloured  by  what  he  had  seen,  and 
heard,  and  felt  in  the  Highlands.  In  truth,  aU  that  lay  beyond  the  Forth  was  an  undiscoTered 
land  to  him ;  while  the  lowland  districts  were  not  only  familiar  to  his  mind  and  eye,  but  all  their 
more  romantic  Tales  and  hills  and  streams  were  already  musical  in  songs  of  such  ezoeUence  as 
induced  him  to  dread'failure  rather  than  hope  triumph.  Moreover,  the  Highlands  teemed  with 
jacobitical  feelings,  and  scenes  hallowed  by  the  blood  or  the  suflferings  of  fnen  heroic,  and  perhaps 
misguided ;  and  the  poet,  willingly  yielding  to  an  impulse  which  was  truly  romantic,  and  belioTed 
by  thousands  to  be  loyal,  penned  his  songs  on  Drumossie,  and  Eilliecrankiei  as  the  spirit  of  6orr6w 
or  of  bitterness  preyailed.  Though  accompanied,  during  his  northern  excursions,  by  friends 
whose  socialities  and  conversation  forbade  deep  thought,  or  even  serious  remark,  it  will  be  seen 
by  those  who  read  his  lyrics  with  care,  that  his  wreath  is  indebted  for  some  of  its  fairest  flowers 
to  the  Highlands. 

The  second  winter  of  the  poet*s  abode  in  Edinburgh  had  now  arrived :  it  opened,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  with  less  rapturous  welcomes  and  witb  more  of  frosty  civility  than  the  first.  It 
must  be  confessed,  that  indulgence  in  prolonged  socialities,  and  in  company  which,  though  clever, 
could  not  be  called  select,  contributed  to  this;  nor  must  it  be  forgotten  that  his  love  for  the 
sweeter  paH  of  creation  was  now  and  then  carried  beyond  the  limits  of  poetic  respect,  and  the 
delicacies  of  courtesy ;  tending  to  estrange  the  austere  and  to  lessen  the  admiration  at  first 
common  to  all.  Other  causes  may  be  assigned  for  this  wane  of  popularity :  he  took  no  care  to 
conceal  his  contempt  for  all  who  depended  on  mere  scholarship  for  eminence,  and  he  had  a  perilous 
knack  in  sketching  with  a  sarcastic  hand  the  characters  of  the  learned  and  the  grave.  Some 
indeed  of  the  high  literati  of  the  north — Home,  the  author  of  Douglas,  was  one  of  them — spoko 
of  the  poet  as  a  chance  or  an  accident:  and  though  they  admitted  that  he  was  a  poet,  yet 
he  was  not  one  of  settled  grandeur  of  soul,  brightened  by  study.  Bums  was  probably  aware 
of  this;  he  takes  occasion  in  some  of  his  letters  to  suggest,  that  the  hour  may  be  at  hand 
when  he  shall  be  accounted  by  scholars  as  a  meteor,  rather  than  a  fixed  light,  and  to  suspect 
that  the  praise  bestowed  on  his  genius  was  partly  owing  to  the  humility  of  his  condition.  From 
his  lingering  so  long  about  Edinburgh,  the  nobility  began  to  dread  a  second  volume  by  sub- 
scription, the  learned  to  regard  him  as  a  fierce  Theban,  who  resolved  to  carry  all  the  out- 
works to  the  temple  of  Fame  without  the  labour  of  making  regular  approaches ;  while  a  third 
party,  and  not  the  least  numerous,  looked  on  him  with  distrust,  as  one  who  hovered  between 
Jacobite  and  Jacobin ;  who  disliked  the  loyal-minded,  and  loved  to  lampoon  the  reigning  family. 
Besides,  the  marvel  of -'the  inspired  ploughman  had  begun  to  subside;  the  bright  gloss  of 
novelty  was  worn  ofF,  and  his  fault  lay  in  his  unwillingness  to  see  that  he  had  made  all  the 
sport  which  the  Philistines  expected,  and  was  required  to  make  room  for  some  **  salvage'*  of 
the  season,  to  paw,  and  roar,  and  shake  the  mane.  The  doors  of  the  titied,  which  at  first  opened 
spontaneous,  like  those  in  Milton's  heaven,  were  now  unclosed  for  him  with  a  tardy  courtesy :  he 
was  received  with  measured  stateliness,  and  seldom  requested  to  repeat  his  visit  Of  this 
changed  aspect  of  things  he  complained  to  a  friend :  but  his  real  sorrows  were  mixed  with  those 
of  the  fancy : — he  told  Mrs.  Dunlop  with  what  pangs  of  heart  he  was  compelled  to  take  shelter  in 
ft  comer,  lest  the  rattling  equipage  of  some  gaping  blockhead  should  mangle  him  in  the  mire. 
In  this  land  of  titles  and  wealth  such  querulous  sensibilities  must  have  been  f^equentiy  offended. 

Bums,  who  had  talked  lightiy  hitherto  of  resuming  the  plough,  began  now  to  think  seriously 
about  it,  for  he  saw  it  must  come  to  that  at  last  Miller,  of  Balswinton,  a  gentleman  of  scicnttfic 
acquirements,  and  who  has  the  merit  df  applying  the  impulse  of  steam  to  nayigation,  had  offered 
fho  poet  the  choice  of  his  farms,  on  a  fair  estate  whioh  he  had  purchased  on  the  NIth :  aided  by 
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ft  westlfliid  fanner,  be  selected  EUisland,  a  beautiful  spot,  fit  alike  for  the  steps  of  ploughman  or 
poet.  On  inthnatiog  this  to  the  i&agnates  of  Edinburgh,  no  one  lamented  that  a  genius  so  bright 
and  original  should  be  driven  to  win  his  bread  with  the  sweat  of  his  brow :  no  one,  with  an 
indignant  eye,  rentured  to  tell  those  to  whom  the  patronage  of  this  magnificent  empire  was  con- 
fided, thai  they  were  misusing  the  sacred  trust,  and  that  posterity  would  curse  them  for  their 
coldness  or  neglect :  neither  did  any  of  the  ridh  nobles,  whose  tables  he  had  adorned  by  his  wit, 
offer  to  enable  him  to  toil  free  of  rent,  in  a  land  of  which  he  was  to  be  a  permanent  ornament  ;•—< 
all  were  silent — all  were  cold — the.  Earl  of  Olencaim  alone,  aided  by  Alexander  Wood,  a  gentle- 
man who  merits  praise  oftener  than  he  is  named,  did  the  little  that  was  done  or  attempted  to  be 
done  for  him :  nor  was  that  little  done  on  the  peer's  part  without  solicitation : — <'  I  wish  to  go 
into  the  excise  ;**  thus  he  wrote  to  Glencaim ;  **  and  I  am  told  your  lordship's  interest  will  easily 
procxffv  me  the  grant  from  the  commissioners:  and  your  lordship's  patronage  and  goodness, 
which  have  already  rescued  me  from  obscurity,  wretchedness,  and  exile,  emboldens  me  ,to  ask 
that  interest  You  hare  likewise  put  it  in  my  power  to  save  the  little  tie  of  home  that  sheltered 
an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three  sisters  from  destruction.  I  am  ill  qualified  to  dog  the 
heels  of  greatness  with  the  impertinence  of  solicitation,  and  tremble  nearly  as  much  at  the  thought 
of  the  cold  promise  as  the  cold  denial."  The  farm  and  the  excise  exhibit  the  poet's  humble 
,  «|^eme  of  life :  the  money  of  the  one,  he  thought,  would  support  the  toil  of  the  other,  and  in  the 
fortunate  management  of  both,  he  looked  for  the  rough  abundance,  if  not  the  elegancies  suitable 
to  a  poet's  condition.  • 

While  Scotland  was  disgraced  by  sordidly  allowing  her  brightest  genius  to  descend  to  the 
plough  and  the  excise,  the  poet  hastened  his  departure  from  a  city  which  had  witnessed  both  his 
triumph  and  his  shame :  he  bade  farewell  in  a  few  well-chosen  word3  to  such  of  the  classic  literati 
•^the  Btairs,  the  Stewarts,  the  Mackenzies,  and  the  Tytlers — as  had  welcomed  the  rustic  bard 
end  continued  to  countenance  him ;  while  in  softer  accents  he  bade  adieu  to  the  Glarindas  and 
CUorises  of  whose  charms  he  had  sung,  and,  haring  wrung  a  settlement  from  Creech,  he  turned 
hb  steps  towards  Mossgiel  and  Mauchline.    He  had  several  reasons,  and  all  serious  ones,  for 
taking  Ayrshire  in  his  way  to  the  Kith :  he  desired  to  see  his  mother,  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
who  had  partaken  of  his  success,  and  were  now  raised  from  pining  penury  to  comparative  affluence : 
he  desired  to  see  those  who  had  aided  him  in  his  early  struggles  into  the  upper  air — ^perhaps 
thoee,  too,  who  had  looked  coldly  on,  and  smiled  at  his  ^tward  aspirations  after  fame  or  distinc- 
tion ;  hot  more  than  all,  he  desired  to  see  one  whom  he  once  and  still  dearly  loved,  who  had  been 
a  sufferer  for  his  sake,  and  whom  he  proposed  to  make  mistress  of  his  fireside  and  the  sharer  of 
Ms  fortunes.    Even  while  whispering  of  love  to  Charlotte  Hamilton,  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon, 
or  sighing  out  the  affected  sentimentalities  of  platonic  or  pastoral  love  in  the  ear  of  Clarinda,  his 
thoughts  wandered  to  her  whom  he  had  left  bleaching  her  webs  among  the  daisies  on  Mauchline 
braes— «h*  had  still  his  heart,  and  in  spite  of  her  own  and  her  father's  disclamation,  she  was  his 
wife.    It  was  one  of  the  delusions  of  this  great  poet,  as  well  as  of  those  good  people,  the  Armours, 
that  the  marriage  had  been  dissolved  by  the  destruction  of  the  marriage-lines,  and  that  Bobert 
Buns  and  Jean  Armour  were  as  single  as  though  they  had  neither  vowed  nor  written  themselves 
man  and  wife.    Be  that  as  it  may,  the  time  was  come  when  all  scruples  and  obstacles  were  to  be 
nmoved  which  stood  in  the  way  of  their  union :  their  hands  were  united  by  Qavln  Hamilton, 
according  to  law,  in  April,  1788 ;  and  even  the  Beverend.  Bir.  Auld,  so  mercilessly  lampooned, 
■ailed  fkyrgivingly  as  the  poet  satisfied  a  church  wisely  scrupulous  regarding  the  sacred  ceremony 


Ihtfqgh  Jean  Axmonr  was  but  a  country  lass  of  humble  degree,  she  had  sense  and  intelligencei 
nd  penonal  chams  sofficitnt  not  only  to  win  and  fix  the  affections  of  the  poet,  but  to  sanction 
ths  praise  which  he  showered  on  her  in  song.  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  he  thus  describes  her : 
'*  The  mesi  flaeid  good  nature  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  aI3  ila  powers  to  love  me ;  vigorous  health  and  sprightiy  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best 
advmtnge  hj  a  mora  than  commonly  handsome  figure :  th^o  I  think  in  a  woman  may  make  a 
|9e4  sri^  tho^^  she  should  never  have  read  a  page  but  the  Scriptures,  nor  have  danced  in  a 
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brighter  assembly  than  a  penny-pay  wedding."  To  the  aocompHshed  Margaret  Chalmers,  of 
fidinburgh,  he  adds,  to  complete  the  picture,  "  I  haye  got  the  handsomest  figure,  ibe  sireetesl 
temper,  the  soundest  constitution,  and  kindest  heart  in  the  country :  a  certain  late  publicatioi 
of  Scots'  poems  she  has  perused  yery  deyoutly,  and  all  the  ballads  in  the  land,  as  she  has  th( 
finest  woodnote  wild  you  eyer  heard."  With  his  young  wife,  a  punch  bowl  of  Scottish  msrbic,  an( 
an  eight>day  dock,  both  presents  from  Mr.  Armour,  now  reconciled  to  his  eminent  son-tn-lftTV 
with  a  new  plough,  and  a  beautiful  heifer,  giyen  by  Mrs.  Bunlop,  with  about  four  hundred  poond 
in  his  pocket,  a  resolution  to  toil,  and  a  hope  of  success.  Bums  made  his  appearance  on  the  b&nk 
of  the  Nith,  and  set  up  his  staff  at  ElUsland.  This  farm,  now  a  classic  spot»  is  about  six  mU« 
up  the  riyer  from  Dumfries ;  it  extends  to  upwards  of  a  hundred  acres :  the  soil  is  kindly ;  tli 
holmland  portion  of  it  loamy  and  rich,  and  it  has  at  command  fine  walks  on  the  riyer  side,  an 
yiews  of  the  Friar's  Carse,  Cowehill,  and  Palswinton.  For  a  while  the  poet  had  to  hide  his  hea 
in  a  smoky  hoyel ;  till  a  house  to  his  fancy,  and  offices  for  his  cattle  and  his  cteps  were  built,  h 
accommodation  was  sufficiently  humble ;  and  his  mind  taking  its  hue  from  his  situation,  infuse 
a  bitterness  into  the  letters  in  which  he  first  made  known  to  his  western  friends  that  he  had  fix* 
his  abode  in  Nithsdale.  <<  I  am  here,"  said  he,  '*  at  the  yery  elbow  of  existence :  the  only  thio 
to  be  found  in  perfection  in  this  country  are  stupidity  and  canting ;  prose  they  only  know  in  gra<3 
and  prayers,  and  the  yalue  of  these  they  estimate  as  they  do  their  plaiden-webs,  by  the  ell : 
for  the  muses,  they  haye  as  much  an  idea  of  a  rhinoceros  as  of  a  poet."  **This  is  an  undiscoyer 
clime,"  he  at  another  period  exclaims,  <*  it  is  unknown  to  poetry,  and  prose  neyer  looked  on 
saye  in  drink.  I  sit  by  the  fire,  and  listen  to  the  hum  of  the  spinning-wheel :  I  hear,  but  eani 
see  it,  for  it  is  hidden  in  the  smoke  which  eddies  round  and  round  me  befSore  it  seeks  to  escape 
window  and  door.  I  haye  no  conycrse  but  with  the  ignorance  which  encloses  me :  no  kenned  U 
but  that  of  my  old  mare,  Jenny  Geddes — ^my  life  is  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence." 

When  the  poet's  new  house  was  built  and  plenished,  and  the  atmosphere  of  his  mind  began 
clear,  he  found  the  land  to  be  fruitful,  and  its  people  intelligent  and  wise.  In  Riddel,  of  Fris 
Carse,  he  found  a  scholar  and  antiquarian ;  in  Miller,  of  Dalswinton,  a  man  conyersant  ^ 
science  as  well  as  with  the  world ;  in  M'Murdo,  of  Brumlanrig,  a  generous  and  accomplis! 
gentleman ;  and  in  John  Syme,  of  Ryedale,  a  man  much  after  his  own  heart,  and  a  loyer  of 
wit  and  socialities  of  polished  life.  Of  these  gentlemen  Riddel,  who  was  his  neighbour,  was 
fayourite :  a  door  was  made  in  the  march-fence  which  separated  ElUsland  from  Friar*8  Ca 
that  the  poet  might  indulge  in  the  retirement  of  the  Carse  hermitage,  a  littie  lodge  in  the  w< 
as  romantic  as  it  was  beautiful,  while  a  pathway  was  cut  through  the  dwarf  oaks  and  bir< 
which  fringed  the  riyer  bank,  to  enable  the  poet  to  saunter  and  muse  without  let  or  interrupt 
This  attention  was  rewarded  by  an  inscription  for  the  hermitage,  written  with  elegance  as  we 
feeling,  and  which  was  the  first  fruits  of  his  fancy  in  this  unpoetio  land.  In  a  happier  alraii 
remembered  Matthew  Henderson :  this  is  one  of  the  sweetest  as  well  as  happiest  otlfctis  p< 
compositions.  He  heard  of  his  friend's  death,  and  called  on  nature  animate  and  inanin 
to  lament  the  loss  of  one  who  held  the  patent  of  his  honours  from  God  alone,  and  who  loTe< 
that  was  pure  and  loyely  and  good.  "  The  Whistie"  is  another  of  his  ElHsland  compositions 
contest  which  he  has  recorded  with  such  spirit  and  humour  took  place  almost  at  his  door  { 
heroes  were  Fergusson,  of  Craigdarroch,  Sir  Robert  Laurie,  of  Maxwelltown,  and  Ridde 
the  Friar's  Carse :  the  poet  was  present,  and  drank  bottie  and  bottie  about  with  the  bes^t^ 
when  all  was  done  he  seemed  mucl^  disposed,  as  an  old  seryant  at  Friar's  Carse  remembere 
take  up  the  yictor. 

Bums  had  become  fuUy  reconciled  to  Nithsdale,  and  was  on  the  most  intimate  terms  .wit 
muse  when  he  produced  Tarn  O'Shanter,  the  crowning  glory  of  all  his  poems.  For  this  marri 
tale  we  are  indebted  to  something  like  accident:  Franois  Qrose,  the  antiquary,  happened  to 
Frifir's  Carse,  and  as  he  loyed  wine  and  wit,  the  total  want  of  imagination  was  bo  binderac 
his  friendly  intercourse  with  the  poet :  <*  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk"  was  mentioned,  and  I 
laid  he  would  include  it  in  his  illustrations  of  the  antiquities  of  Scotiand,  if  the  bard  c 
Poon  would  write  a  pocra  to  accompany  it.  Bums  consented,  and  before  he  left  tbe  ttkh\ 
yariou?  trnJitions  which  Mon?r<»  m  the  ruin  were  passing  through  his  mind.    One  of  tlieis 
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of  %  farmer,  who,  on  a  night  wild  with  wind  and  rain,  on  passing  the  old  kirk  was  startled  ly  a 
light  glismoring  inside  the  walls :  on  drawing  dear  he  saw  a  caldron  hung  oyer  a  fire,  in  which 
the  heads  and  limbs  of  children  were  simmering:  there  was  neither  witch  nor  fiend  to  guard  it, 
to  he  nnhooked  the  oaldron,  turned  out  the  oontenis,  and  carried  it  home  as  a  trophy.  A  second 
tradition  was  of  a  man  of  Kyle,  who,  having  been  on  a  market  night  detained  late  in  Ayr,  on 
crossing  the  old  bridge  of  Boon,  on  his  way  home,  saw  a  light  streaming  through  the  gothic  win- 
dow of  AUoway  kirk,  and  on  riding  near,  beheld  a  batch  of  the  district  witches  dancing  merrily 
round  their  master,  the  dcTil,  who  kept  them  **  louping  and  flinging"  to  the  sound  of  a  bagpipe. 
He  knew^yeral  of  the  old  crones,  and  smiled  at  their  gambols,  for  they  were  dancing  in  their 
smocks :  but  one  of  them,  and  she  happened  to  be  young  and  rosy,  had  on  a  smock  shorter  thnn 
those  of  her  companions  by  two  spans  at  least,  which  so  moved  the  farmer  that  he  exclaimed, 
'*  Weel  luppan,  Maggie  wi*  the  short  sark !"  Satan  stopped  his  music,  the  light  was  extinguished, 
and  out  rashed  the  hags  after  the  farmer,  who  made  at  the  gallop  for  the  bridge  of  Doon,  knowing 
that  they  ooold  not  cross  a  stream :  he  escaped;  but  Haggle,  who  was  foremost,  seized  his  horse's 
tail  at  tfao  middle  of  the  bridge,  and  pulled  it  off  in  her  efforts  to  stay  him. 

This  poem  was  the  work  of  a  single  day :  Bums  walked  out  to  his  faTOurite  musing  path, 
whieh  rttns  towards  the  old  tower  of  the  Isle,  along  Nithside,  and  was  obserred  to  walk  hastily 
and  motter  as  he  went.  His  wife  knew  by  these  signs  that  he  was  engaged  in  composition,  and 
waiebed  him  from  the  window ;  at  last  wearying,  and  moreoyer  wondering  at  the  unusual  length 
ef  his  meditations,  she  took  her  children  with  her  and  went  to  meet  him ;  but  as  he  seemed  not 
to  Me  her,  she  stept  aside  among  the  broom  to  allow  him  to  pass,  which  he  did  with  a  flushed 
brow  and  dropping  eyes,  reciting  these  lines  aloud : — 

"  Now  Tom !  O,  Tain !  had  thae  been  qneons, 
A'  plainp  and  strappiog  in  thAr  teens, 
Their  sarks,  instead  o*  creeshie  flannen, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  honder  linen  ! 
Tbir  breeka  o*  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ance  were  plosb,  o'  gude  blue  hair, 
1  wad  hae  gien  tUem  aff  my  hurdles, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  burdiea  !** 


He  embelliahed  this  wild  tradition  from  fact  as  well  as  from  fancy :  along  the  road  which  Tarn 
on  that  eventfhl  night  his  memory  supplied  circumstances  which  prepared  him  for  the 
itnnge  sight  at  the  kirk  of  AUoway.  A  poor  chapman  had  perished,  some  winters  before,  in  the 
mow ;  a  murdered  child  had  been  found  by  some  early  hunters ;  a  tippling  farmer  had  fallen 
from  his  horse  at  the  expense  of  his  neck,  beside  a  *'  meikle  stane ;"  and  a  melancholy  old  woman 
had  hanged  herself  at  the  bush  aboon  the  well,  as  the  poem  relates :  all  these  matters  the  poet 
prtaegd  into  the  service  of  the  muse,  and  used  them  with  a  skill  which  adorns  rather  than 
oppreasea  the  leg«id.  A  pert  lawyer  from  Dumfries  objected  to  the  language  as  obscure: 
^Obaenre,  sir  1"  said  Bums ;  "  yon  know  not  the  language  of  that  great  master  of  your  own  art 
deviL    If  yon  had  a  witch  for  your  client  yon  would  not  be  able  to  manage  her  defence  I" 

He  wrote  few  poems  after  his  marriage,  but  he  composed  many  songs :  the  sweet  voice  of  Mrs. 
and  the  craving  of  Johnson's  Museum  will  in  some  measure  account  for  the  number,  but 
asi  for  their  Tariety,  which  is  truly  wonderful.  In  the  history  of  that  mournful  strain,  «  Mary 
Im,  Htnvea,"  we  read  the  story  of  many  of  his  lyrics,  for  they  generally  sprang  from  his^personal 
fetfimgt :  no  poet  haa  put  more  of  himself  into  his  poetry  than  Bums.  *'  Robert,  though  ill  of  a 
•sM,**  taid  his  wife,  *'had  been  busy  all  day — a  day  of  September,  1789,  with  the  shearers  in 
ihe  Md,  and  as  he  had  got  most  of  the  com  into  the  stack-yard,  was  in  good  spirits ;  but  when 
twi&flit  eame  he  grew  sad  about  something,  and  could  not  rest :  he  wandered  first  up  the  water- 
Me,  and  then  went  into  the  stack-yard :  I  followed,  and  begged  him  to  come  into  the  house,  as 
he  wtts  in,  and  the  air  was  sharp  and  cold.  He  said,  'Ay,  ay,'  but  did  not  come  :^ he  threw 
tdaa^f  down  en  some  loose  dieaves,  and  lay  looking  at  the  sky,  and  particularly  at  a  large, 
Mgpit  star,  whieh  shone  like  another  mooo.  At  last,  but  that  was  long  after  I  had  left  him,  he 
«■■•  hfla»    the  song  was  already  composed."    To  the  memory  of  Mary  Campbell  he  dedicated 
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that  touching  ode ;  and  he  thus  intimates  the  continuance  of  his  early  affection  for  "  The  fair 
haired  lass  of  the  west/'  in  a  letter  of  that  time  to  Mrs.  Bunlop.  '*  If  there  is  another  life,  il 
must  bo  only  for  the  just,  the  benevolent,  the  amiable,  and  the  humane.  What  a  flattering  ideA 
then,  is  a  world  to  come !  There  shall  I,  with  speechless  agonj  of  rapture,  again  recognlge  mi 
lost,  my  eyer  dear  Mary,  whose  bosom  was  fraught  with  truth,  honour,,  constancy,  and  lore.' 
These  melancholy  words  gaye  way  in  their  turn  to  others  of  a  nature  lively  and  humorous:  "  Tax 
Glen,"  in  which  the  thoughts  flow  as  freely  as  the  waters  of  the  Nith,  on  whose  banks  he  wrot 
it ;  "  Findlay,"  with  its  quiet  ycin  of  sly  simplicity ;  "  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o'  maut,"  the  firs 
of  social,  and  **  She's  fair  and  fause,**  the  first  of  sarcastic  songs,  with  '*  The  dell's  awa  ifY  tb 
Exciseman,"  are  all  productions  of  this  period — a  period  which  had  besides  its  own  fears  and  li 
own  forebodings. 

For  a  while  Bums  seemed  to  prosper  in  his  farm :  he  held  the  plough  with  his  own  hand,  I 
guided  the  harrows,  he  distributed  the  seed-corn  equally  among  the  furrows,  and  he  reaped  tl 
crop  in  its  season,  and  saw  it  safely  covered  in  from  the  storms  of  winter  with  ''  thack  and  rape ; 
his  wife,  too,  superintended  the  dairy  with  a  skill  which  she  had  brought  from  Kyle,  and  as  H 
harvest,  for  a  season  or  two,  was  abundant,  and  the  dairy  yielded  butter  and  cheese  for  tl 
market,  it  seemed  that  *Hhe  luckless  star"  which  ruled  his  lot  had  relented,  and  nowsho: 
unboding  and  benignly.  But  much  more  is  required  than  toil  of  hand  to  make  a  successi 
farmer,  nor  will  the  attention  bestowed  only  by  fits  and  starts,  compensate  for  carelessness 
oversight :  frugality,  not  in  one  thing  but  in  all,  is  demanded,  in  small  matters  as  well  as  in  grei 
while  a  careful  mind  and  a  vigilant  eye  must  superintend  the  labours  of  servants,  and  the  wh< 
system  of  in-door  and  out-door  economy.  Now,  during  the  three  years  which  Bums  stayed 
Ellisland,  he  neither  wrought  with  that  constant  diligence  which  farming  demands,  nor  did 
bestow  upon  it  the  unremitting  attention ^f  eye  and  mind  which  such  a  farm  required:  besit 
his  skill  in  husbandry  was  but  moderate — ^the  rent,  though  of  his  own  fixing,  was  too  high 
him  and  for  the  times ;  the  ground,  though  good,  was  not  so  excellent  as  he  might  have  had. 
the  same  estate — ^he  employed  more  servants  than  the  number  of  acres  demanded,  and  spread 
them  a  richer  board  than  common :  when  we  have  said  this  we  need  not  add  the  expensive  taj 
induced  by  poetry,  to  keep  readers  from  starting,  when  they  are  told  that  Bums,  at  'the  close 
the  third  year  of  occupation,  resigned  his  lease  to  the  landlord,  and  bade  farewell  for  ever  to 
plough.  He  was  not,  however,  quite  desolate ;  he  had  for  a  year  or  more  been  appointed  on 
excise,  and  had  superintended  a  district  extendixig  to  ten  large  parishes,  with  applause;  ind< 
it  has  been  assigned  as  the  chief  reason  for  failure  in  his  farm,  that  when  the  plough  or  the  sit 
summoned  him  to  the  field,  he  was  to  be  found,  either  pursuing  the  defaulters  of  the  revei 
among  the  valleys  of  Dumfrieshire,  or  measuring  out  pastoral  verse  to  the  beauties  of  the  li 
He  retired  to  a  house  in  the  Bank-vennel  of  Dumfries,  and  commenced  a  town-life :  he  commo] 
it  with  an  empty  pocket,  for  BUisland  had  swallowed  up  all  the  profits  of  his  poems :  he  had 
neither  a  bam  to  produce  meal  nor  barley,  a  barn-yard  to  yield  a  fat  hen,  a  field  to  whicl 
oould  go  at  Martinmas  for  a  mart,  nor  a  dairy  to  supply  milk  and  cheese  and  butter  to  the  i 
— ^he  had,  in  short,  all  to  buy  and  little  to  buy  with.  He  regarded  it  as  a  compensation  tha 
had  no  farm-rent  to  provide,  no  bankruptcies  to  dread,  no  horse  to  keep,  for  his  excise  duUes 
now  confined  to  Dumfries,  and  that  the  burthen  of  a  barren  farm  was  removed  from  hia  mind, 
his  muse  at  liberty  to  renew  her  unsolicited  strains. 

But  from  the  day  of  his  departure  from  '<  the  barren"  Ellisland,  the  downward  ooturse  of  H 
may  be  dated.  The  cold  neglect  of  his  country  had  driven  him  back  indignantly  to  tlie  pl< 
and  he  hoped  to  gain  from  the  furrowed  field  that  independence  which  it  was  the  duty  of  Sco 
to  have  provided :  but  he  did  not  resume  the  plough  with  all  the  advantages  he  possessed 
he  first  forsook  it :  he  had  revelled  in  the  luxuries  of  poUshed  life— his  tastes  had  been  ren* 
expensive  as  well  as  pure :  he  had  witnessed,  and  he  hoped  for  the  pleasures  of  literary  f 
ment,  while  the  hands  which  had  led  Jewelled  dames  over  scented  carpets  to  supper  tables  V 
with  silvOT  took  hold  of  the  hilts  of  the  plough  with  more  of  reluctance  than  goodwill.  £dinb 
with  its  lords  and  its  ladies,  its  delights  and  its  hopes,  spoiled  him  for  farming.  Nor  ^wei 
new  labours  more  acceptable  to  his  haughty  spirit  than  those  of  the  plough:  the  excise 
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fftttuijf  hftd  been  a  word  of  opprobrium  or  of  hatred  in  the  north :  the  duties  irhich  it  impoBed 
vert  regarded,  not  bj  peasants  alone,  as  a  serious  encroachment  upon  the  ancient  rights  olF  the 
nation,  and  to  mislead  a  ganger,  or  resist  him,  even  to  blood,  was  considered  by  few  as  a  fault 
That  the  brightest  genius  of  the  nation— one  whose  tastes  and  sensibilities  were  so  peculiarly  its . 
owxk — should  be,  as  a  reward,  set  to  look  after  run-rum  and  smuggled  tobacco,  and  to  gauge 
ale-wife*8  barrels,  was  a  regret  and  a  marvel  to  many,  and  a  source  of  bitter  merriment  to  Bums 
himaelf. 

The  duties  of  his  situation  were  howeyer  performed  punctually,  if  not  with  pleasure :  he*  was  a 
tigilant  officer ;  he  was  also  a  merciful  and  considerate  one :  though  loving  a  joke,  and  not  at  all 
averM  to  a  dram,  he  walked  among  suspicious  brewers,  captious  ale-wives,  and  frowning  shop- 
keepers as  npnghtiy  as  courteously :  he  smoothed  the  ruggedest  natures  into  acquiescence  by  his 
gp^ytty  and  humour,  and  yet  never  gave  cause  for  a  malicious  remark,  by  allowing  his  vigiliince 
to  slumber.  He  was  brave,  too,  and  in  the  capture  of  an  armed  smuggler,  in  which  he  led  the 
attaekt  showed  that  he  neither  feared  water  nor  fire :  he  loved,  also,  to  counsel  the 'more  forward 
of  the  smugglers  to  abandon  their  dangerous  calling ;  his  sympathy  for  the  helpless  poor  induced 
him  to  give  them  now  and  then  notice  of  his  approach ;  he  has  been  known  to  interpret  fbe  severe 
laws  of  the  excise  into  tenderness  and  mercy  in  behalf  of  the  widow  and  the  fatherless.  In  all 
this  he  did  but  his  duty  to  his  country  and  his  kind:  and  his  conduct  was  so  regarded  by  a  very 
pompeient  and  candid  judge.  '*  Let  me  look  at  the  books  of  Bums,"  said  Maxwell,  of  Terraughty, 
at  the  meeting  of  the  district  magistrates,  <*  for  they  show  that  an  upright  officer  may  be  a 
aumfnl  one."  With  a  salary  of  some  seventy  pounds  a  year,  the  chance  of  a  few  guineas  annually 
from  the  future  editions  of  his  poems,  and  the  hope  of  rising  at  some  distant  day  to  the  more 
loerative  situation  of  supervisor,  Bums  continued  to  live  in  Dumfries ;  first  in  the  Bank-vennel, 
tsd  next  in  a  small  house  in  a  humble  street,  since  called  by  his  name. 

In  his  earlier  years  the  poet  seems  to  have  scattered  songs  as  thick  as  a  summer  eve  scatters 
its  dews ;  nor  did  he  scatter  them  less  carelessly :  he  appears,  indeed,  to  have  thought  much  less 
of  them  than  of  his  poems :  the  sweet  song  of  Mary  Morison,  and  others  not  at  all  inferior,  lay 
unregarded  among  his  papers  till  accident  called  them  out  to  shine  and  be  admired.  Many  of 
these  brief  .but  happy  compositions,  sometimes  with  his  name,  and  oftener  without,  he  threw  in 
dozens  at  a  time  into  Jo^son,  where  they  were  noticed  only  by  the  captious  Ritson :  but  now  a 
voric  of  higher  pretence  claimed  a  share  in  his  skill :  in  September,  1792,  he  was  requested  by 
George  Thomson  to  render,  for  his  national  collection,  the  poetry  worthy  of  the  muses  of  the 
oorth,  and  to  take  compassion  on  many  choice  airs,  which  had  waited  for  a  poet  Uke  the  author  of 
the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  to  wed  them  to  immortal  verse.  To  engage  in  such  an  undertaking. 
Boms  reqnired  small  persuasion,  and  while  Thomson  asked  for  strains  delicate  and  polished,  the 
poet  characteristically  stipulated  that  his  contributions  were  to  be  without  remuneration,  and  the 
language  seasoned  with  a  sprinkling  of  the  Scottish  dialect.  As  his  heart  was  much  in  the  matter, 
he  began  to  pour  out  verse  with  a  readiness  and  talent  unknown  in  the  history  of  song:  his 
engagement  with  Thomson,  and  his  esteem  for  Johnson,  gave  birth  to  a  series  of  songs  as  brilliant 
ss  varied^  and  as  naturally  easy  as  they  were  gracefully  original.  In  looking  over  those  very 
fissinular  collections  it  is  not  difficult  to  discover  that  the  songs  which  he  wrote  for  the  more 
stately  work,  while  they  are  more  polished  and  elegant  than  those  which  he  contributed  to  the 
lees  pretending  one,  are  at  the  same  time  less  happy  in  their  humour  and  less  simple  in  their 
pathoa.  *'  lYhat  pleases  me  as  simple  and  naive,'*  says  Bums  to  Thomson,  « disgusts  you  as 
Isdicrous  and  low.  For  this  reason  '  Fye,  gie  me  my  coggie,  sirs,'  <Fye,  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal,* 
with  several  others  of  that  oast,  are  to  me  highly  pleasing,  while  <  Saw  ye  my  Father*  delights  me 
with  its  descriptive  simple  pathos :"  we  read  in  these  words  the  reasons  of  the  difference  between 
the  l^cs  of  the  two  collections. 

The  land  where  the  poet  lived  furnished  ready  materials  for  song :  hills  with  fine  woods,  vales 
with  clear  waters,  and  dames  as  lovely  as  any  recorded  in  verse,  were  to  be  had  in  his  walka 
his  visits ;  while,  for  the  purposes  of  mirth  or  of  humour,  characters,  in  whose  faces  originality 
lejpbly  written,  were  as  numerous  in  Nithsdale  as  he  had  found  them  in  the  west    He  had 
reproached,  whUt  la  Kyle,  with  seeing  charms  in  very  ordinary  looks,  and  hang^tg  the 
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gftrlands  of  the  muse  on  unlovely  altars;  he  was  liable  to  no  such  censure  in  Nithsdole;  h» 
poured  out  the  incense  of  poetry  only  on  the  fair  and  captiyating :  his  Jeans^  his  Lucy&i  hifl 
PhiUises,  and  his  Jessies  were  ladies  of  such  mental  or  personal  charms  as  the  Rejnolds'fl 
and  the  Lawrences  of  the  time  would  have  r^oiced  to  lay  out  their  choicest  colours  od.  But 
he  did  not  limit  himself  to  the  charms  of  those  whom  he  could  step  out  to  the  iralkA  an<j 
admire :  his  lyrics  give  evidence  of  the  wandering  of  his  thoughts  to  the  distant  or  the  dead— h< 
loves  to  remember  Charlotte  Hamilton  and  Mary  Campbell,  and  think  of  the  sighs  and  tows  oi 
the  Devon  and  the  Doon,  whilo  his  harpstrings  were  still  quivering  to  the  names  of  the  Millers  ant 
the  M'Murdos — to  the  charms  of  the  lasses  with  golden  or  with  flaxen  locks,  in  the  valley  when 
he  dwelt  Of  Jean  M'Murdo  and  her  sister  Phillis  he  loved  to  sing ;  and  their  beauty  merits 
his  strains :  to  one  who  died  in  her  bloom,  Lucy  Johnston,  he  addressed  a  song  of  great  sweet 
ness;  to  Jessie  Lewars,  two  or  three  songs  of  gratitude  and  praise:  nor  did  he  forget  othe 
beauties,  for  the  accomplished  Mrs.  Riddel  is  remembered,  and  the  absence  of  fair  Cl&rinda  i 
lamented  in  strains  both  impassioned  and  pathetic. 

But  the  main  inspirer  of  the  latter  songs  of  Burns  was  a  young  woman  of  humble  birth :  of 
form  equal  to  the  most  exquisite  proportions  of  sculpture,  with  bloom  on  her  cheeks,  and  merr 
ment  in  her  large  bright  eyes,  enough  to  drive  an  amatory  poet  crazy.  Her  name  was  Jei 
Lorimer;  she  was  ,not  more  than  seventeen  when  the  poet  made  her  acquaintanoe,  and  thou| 
she  had  got  a  sort  of  brevet-right  from  an  officer  of  the  army,  to  use  his  southron  name  of  Whel 
dale,  she  loved  best  to  be  addressed  by  her  maiden  designation,  while  the  poet  chose  to  veil  h 
in  the  numerous  lyrics,  to  which  she  gave  life,  under  the  names  of  *'  Chloris,"  '<  The  lass 
Craigie-bumwood,*'  and  «  The  lassie  wi*  the  lintwhite  locks."  Though  of  a  temper  not  mu 
inclined  to  conceal  anything,  Bums  complied  so  tastefully  with  the  growing  demand  of  the  a 
for  the  exterior  decencies  of  life,  that  when  the  scrupling  dames  of  Caledonia  sung  a  new  so 
in  her  praise,  they  were  as  unconscious  whence  its  beauties  came,  as  Is  the  lover  of  art,  that  1 
shape  and  the  gracefulness  of  the  marble  nymph  which  he  admires,  are  derived  from  a  create 
who  sells  the  use  of  her  charms  indifferently  to  sculpture  or  to  love.  Fine  poetry,  Uke  other  a 
called  fine,  springs  from  «  strange  places,"  as  the  flower  in  the  fable  said,  when  it  bloomed 
the  dunghill ;  nor  is  Bums  more  to  be  blamed  than  was  Baphael,  who  painted  Madonnas,  i 
Magdalene  with  dishevelled  hair  and  lifted  eyes,  from  a  loose  lady,  whom  the  pope,  **  H0I3 
Home — ^here  Antichrist,"  charitably  prescribed  to  the  artist,  while  he  laboured  In  the  cause 
the  church.  Of  the  poetic  use  which  he  made  of  Jean  Lorimer's  charms.  Bums  gives  thia  acoc 
to  Thomson.  '*  The  lady  on  whom  the  song  of  Craigie-bumwood  was  made  is  one  of  the  fli 
women  in  Scotland,  and  in  fact  is  to  me  in  a  manner  what  Sterne's  Eliza  was  to  him— a  mistr 
or  fHend,  or  what  you  will,  in  the  guileless  simplicity  of  platonio  love.  I  assure  you  that  to 
lovely  friend  you  are  indebted  for  many  of  my  best  songs.  Do  you  think  that  the  sober  gin-b 
routine  of  existence  could  inspire  a  man  with  life  and  love  and  Joy— Hsould  fire  him  with  enthuslf 
or  melt  him  with  pathos,  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book?  No  I  no  I  Whenever  I  want  t^ 
more  than  ordinary  in  song — ^to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diviner  airs— do  70a  imagt 
fast  and  pray  for  the  celestial  emanation?  Quite  the  contrary.  I  have  a  glorious  recipe ; 
very  one  that  for  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  divinity  of  healing  and  poesy,  when  en 
piped  to  the  flooka  of  Admetus.  I  pat  myself  in  a  regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman ;  ax 
proportion  to  the  adorability  of  her  oharma,  in  proportion  are  you  delighted  with  my  to 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Pamasnia,  and  the  witohery  of  her  snule^  the  div' 
of  Helieon." 

Most  of  the  songs  which  he  composed  under  the  influenoes  to  which  I  have  alluded  are  o 
first  order :  "  Bourne  Lesley,"  «  Highland  Mary,"  «<  Anld  Bob  Morris,"  <'  Duncan  Oraj/'  *  *^ ' 
dering  Willie,"  "Meg  0'  the  MUl,"  "The  poor  and  honest  sodger,"  "Bonnie  Jeaxi^'*  «« Phllli 
fur,"  "John  Anderson  my  Jo,"  "Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  shore,"  "WhiaUeand  Til 
to  you,  my  lad,"  "Bruce's  Address  to  his  men  at  Bannockbum,"  "  Auld  Lang  Syne,**  *^  Thlr 
I,  my  fidthftd  fkir,"  "  Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,"  "  0  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  grovest^*'  ' 
tented  wi'  little,  and  oantie  wi'  mair,"  "Their  groves  of  sweet  myrtle,"  "  Last  May  a  braw  ' 
down  the  lang  glen,"  "0  Mally^s  meek,  Mally's  sweet,"  "Hey  for  r  lass  wi*  a  to< 


"Here*8  a  health  to  ano  I  loo  dear,"  and  the  *' Fairest  maid  on  BcTon  banks."  Many  of  th« 
latter  Ijrics  of  Barns  were  more  or  less  altered,  to  put  them  into  better  harmony  with  the  ain, 
and  I  am  not  the  only  one  who  has  wondered  that  a  bard  so  impetnons  and  intractable  in  most 
matters,  ehonld  hare  become  so  soft  and  pliable,  as  to  make  changes  which  too  often  sacrificed 
the  poetry  for  the  sake  of  a  Ailler  and  more  swelling  soond.  It  is  true  that  the  emphatic  notes 
of  the  mnsio  must  find  their  echo  in  the  emphatic  words  of  the  Terse,  and  that  words  soft  and 
Hqoid  are  fitter  for  ladies'  lips,  than  words  hissing  and  rongh;  but  it  is  also  true  that  in  changing 
a  harsher  word  for  one  more  harmonious  the  sense  often  suffers,  and  that  happiness  of  expression, 
and  that  dance  of  words  which  lyric  Terse  requires,  lose  much  of  their  life  and  Tigour.  The 
vptVn  faTourite  walk  in  composing  his  songs  was  on  a  beautiful  green  sward  on  the  northern  side 
of  the  Kith,  opposite  Idncluden ;  and  his  faTourite  posture  for  composition  at  home  was  balanoing 
himself  on  the  hind  legs  of  his  arm-chair. 

While  indulging  in  these  lyrical  flights,  polities  penetrated  into  Kithsdale,  and  disturbed  the 
tranquillity  of  that  eeeluded  region.  First,  there  came  a  contest  for  the  representation  of  tiie 
Dumfries  district  of  boroughs,  between  Patrick  Bliller,  younger,  of  Dalswlnton,  and  Sir  James 
Johnstons,  of  Westerhall,  and  some  two  ^ars  afterwards,  a  straggle  for  the  representation  of  the 
eoonty  of  Kirkeadbrighty  between  the  interest  of  the  Stewarts,  of  Galloway,  and  Patrick  Heron, 
of  Kerronghtree.  In  the  first  of  these  the  poet%iingled  discretion  with  his  mirth,  and  raised  a 
hearty  laugh,  in  which  both  parties  joined ;  for  this  sobriety  of  temper,  good  reasons  may  be 
aMigned :  Miller,  the  elder,  of  Dalswlnton,  had  desired  to  oblige  him  in  the  affair  of  ElUsland, 
and  his  firm  and  considerate  friend,  M'Murdo,  of  Drumlanrig,  was  chamberlain  to  his  Graoe  of 
Queenabury,  on  whose  interest  Miller  stood.  On  the  other  hand,  his  old  Jaoobitical  affections 
made  him  the  secret  well-wisher  to  Westerhall,  for  up  to  this  time,  at  least  till  acid  disappoint- 
ment and  the  democratic  doctrine  of  the  natural  equality  of  man  influenced  him.  Bums,  or  as  a 
'  western  rhymer  of  his  day  and  district  worded  the  reproach — ^Rob  was  a  Tory.  His  situation,  it 
will  therefore  be  obserred,  disposed  him  *to  moderation,  and  accounts  for  the  milkiness  of  his 
Epistle  to  Flntrsy,  in  which  be  marshals  the  chiefs  of  the  contending  factions,  and  foretells  the 
fierceness  of  the  strife,  without  pretending  to  foresee  the  CTcnt.  Neither  is  he  more  ezpuoit, 
though  infinitely  more  humorous,  in  his  ballad  of  "  The  Fire  Carlins,"  in  which  he  impersonates 
the  five  boroughs — ^Dumfries,  Krkcudbright,  Lochmaben,  Sanquhar,  and  Annan,  and  draws 
their  characters  as  shrewd  and  calculating  dames,  met  in  much  wrath  and  drink  to  choose  a 
representatire. 

Bat  the  two  or  three  years  which  elapsed  between  the  election  for  the  boroughs,  and  that  for 
the  county  adjoining,  wrought  a  serious  change  in  the  temper  as  well  as  the  opinions  of  the  poet, 
nis  Jacobatism,  as  has  been  said,  was  of  a  poetic  kind,  and  put  on  but  in  obedience  to  old  feelings, 
sad  made  no  part  of  the  man :  he  was  in  his  heart  as  democratic  as  the  kirk  of  Scotiand,  which 
educated  him — ^he  acknowledged  no  other  superiority  but  the  mental :  <*  he  was  disposed,  too," 
said  Professor  Walker,  *'  from  constitutional  temper,  from  education  and  the  aooidents  of  life,  to 
a  Jealousy  of  power,  and  a  keen  hostility  against  OTory  system  which  enabled  birth  and  opulence 
to  anticipate  those  rewards  which  he  concelTed  to  belong  to  genius  and  rirtue."  When  we  add 
to  this,  a  resentment  of  the  injurious  treatment  of  the  dispensers  of  public  patronage,  who  had 
neglected  his  elaims,  and  showered  pensions  and  places  on  men  unworthy  of  being  named  with 
him,  we  haTe  assigned  oauses  for  the  change  of  nde  and  the  tone  of  asperity  and  bitterness 
loftayed  into  *•  The  Heron  Ballads.^'  Formerly  honey  was  mixed  with  hhi  gall :  a  littie  praise 
sweetened  his  censure :  in  these  election  lampoons  he  is  fierce  and  eren  Tenomous : — ^no  man  baa 
a  head  but  what  is  empty,  nor  a  heart  that  is  not  black:  men  descended  without  reproach  from 
liaes  of  heroes  are  stigmatised  as  cowards,  and  the  honest  and  conscientious  are  reproached  as 
miserir,  mean,  and  (fishonourable.  Such  is  the  spirit  of  party.  ''  I  hare  priTately,"  thus  writes 
fhe  poet  to  Heron,  *'  printed  a  good  many  copies  of  the  )>a]lads,  and  haTe  sent  them  among  friends 
about  the  country.  You  haTe  already,  as  your  auxiliary,  the  sobor  detestation  of  maaldnd  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents ;  and  I  swear  by  the  lyre  of  Thalia,  to  muster  on  your  side  all  the 
Totjries  of  honest  laughter  and  fair,  candid  ridicule."  The  ridicule  was  unoandid,  and  the 
lairghter  Sishonest.    The  poet  was  unfortunate  in  his  political  attachments :  Miller  gained  the 
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boronghs  vhich  Bams  wished  he  might  lose^  and  Heron  lost  the  county  which  he  foretold  he  would 
gain.  It  must  also  bo  recorded  against  the  good  taste  of  the  poet,  that  he  lored  to  recite  "  The 
Heron  Ballads,"  and  reckon  them  among  his  happiest  compoBitions. 

From  attacking  others,  the  poet  was — ^in  the  interval  between  penning  these  election  l&mpoona 
—called  on  to  defend  himself:  for  this  he  seems  to  have  been  quite  unprepared,  though  in  those 
yeasty  times  he  might  haye  expected  it.  <*  I  have  been  surprised,  confounded,  and  distracted,' 
he  thus  writes  to  Graham,  of  Fintray,  "by  Mr.  Mitchell,  the  collector,  telling  me  that  he  haa 
received  an  order  from  your  boyrd  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and  blaming  me  as  a  pe^ 
Bon  disaffected  to  government  Sir,  you  are  a  husband  and  a  father :  you  know  what  you  woul(i 
feel,  to  see  thq  much-loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and  your  helpless  prattling  little  ones,  tume<j 
adrift  into  the  world,  degraded  and  disgraced,  from  a  situation  in  which  they  had  been  respectabli 
and  respected.  I  would  not  tell  a  deliberate  falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  ii 
worse  oan  be  than  those  I  have  mentioned,  hung  over  my  head,  and  I  say  that  the  allegation 
whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie  1  To  the  British  constitution,  on  Bevolution  principles,  nex 
after  my  God,  I  am  devotedly  attached.  To  your  patronage  as  a  man  of  some  geains,  you  hav 
allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  your  esteem  as  an  honest  man  I  know  is  my  due.  To  these,  nr,  permi 
me  to  appeal :  by  these  I  abjure  you  to  save  me  from  that  misery  which  threatens  to  overwheli 
me,  and  which  with  my  latest  breath  I  will  say  f  have  not  deserved."  In  this  letter,  anothei 
int^ded  for  the  eye  of  the  Commissioners  of  the  Board  of  Excise,  was  enclosed,  in  which  he  dij 
claimed  entertaining  the  idea  of  a  British  republic — a  wild  dream, of  the  day — but  stood  by  th 
principles  of  the  constitution  of  1688,  with  the  wish  to  see  such  corruptions  as  had  crept  li 
amended.  This  last  remark,  it  appears,  by  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Captain  Erskine,  afterward 
Earl  of  Mar,  gave  great  offence,  for  Corbet,  one  of  the  superiors,  was  desired  to  inform  him,  **  thi 
his  business  was  to  act,  and  not  to  think ;  and  that  whatever  might  be  men  or  measures,  it  wi 
his  duty  to  be  silent  and  obedient."  The  intercession  of  Fintray,  and  the  explanations  of  Bom; 
were  so  far  effectual,  that  his  political  offence  was  forgiven,  **  only  I  understand,"  said  he,  *<  thj 
all  hopes  of  my  getting  officially  forward  are  blasted."  The  records  of  the  Excise  Office  exhit 
no  t^e  of  this  memorable  matter,  and  two  noblemen,  who  wore  then  in  the  government,  ha' 
Assured  me  that  this  harsh  proceeding  received  no  countenance  at  head-quarters,  and  must  ha' 
originated  with  some  ungenerous  or  malicious  person,  on  whom  the  poet  had  spilt  a  littie  of  ii 
nitric  acid  of  his  wrath. 

That  Burnb  was  numbered  among  the  republicans  of  Dumfries  I  well  remember :  but  th 
those  who  held  different  sentiments  from'  the  men  in  power,  were  all,  in  that  loyal  town,  stSgm 
tized  as  democrats :  that  he  either  desired  to  see  the  constitution  changed,  or  his  country  invad 
by  the  liberal  French,  who  proposed  to  set  us  firee  with  the  bayonet,  and  then  admit  us  to  t 
*<  fraternal  embrace,"  no  one  ever  believed.  It  is  true  that  he  spoke  of  premiers  and  peers  wl 
contempt;  that  he  hesitated  to  take  off  his  hat  in  the  theatre,  to  the  air  of  "  God  save  the  king 
that  he  reAised  to  drink  the  health  of  Pitt,  saying  he  preferred  that  of  Washington — a  far  great 
man ;  that  he  wrote  bitter  words  against  that  combination  of  princes,  who  desired  to  put  do 
fireedom  in  France ;  that  he  said  the  titled  spurred  and  the  wealthy  switched  England  and  So 
land  like  two  hack-horses ;  and  that  all  the  high  places  of  the  land,  instead  of  being  filled 
genius  and  talent,  were  occupied,  as  were  the  high-places  of  Israel,  with  idols  of  vood  or 
stone.  But  all  this  and  more  had  been  done  and  said  before  by  thousands  in  this  land,  vrh 
love  of  their  country  was  never  questioned.  That  it  was  bad  taste  to  refuse  to  remove  his  I 
when  other  heads  were  bared,  and  littie  better  to  refuse  to  pledge  in  company  the  name  of  P 
because  he  preferred  Washington,  cannot  admit  of  a  doubt ;  but  that  he  deserved  to  be  writ 
down  traitor,  for  mere  matters  of  whim  or  caprice,  or  to  be  turned  out  of  the  unenvied  situat 
of  "  gauging  anld  wives'  barrels,"  because  he  thought  there  were  some  stidns  on  the  white  r 
of  the  constitution,  seems  a  sort  of  tyranny  new  in  the  history  of  oppression.  His  lovo 
country  is  recorded  in  too  many  undying  lines  to  admit  of  a  doubt  now :  nor  is  it  that  cliivalr 
love  alone  which  men  call  romantic ;  it  is  a  love  which  may  be  laid  up  in  every  man's  heart  i 
praotised  in  every  man^s  life;  the  words  are  homely,  but  the  words  of  Bums  are  alw 
ezpreesive: — 


HIS  ILLNESS— LETTER  TO  CLARKE.  liu 

"  The  ketUo  of  the  kirk  Bad  state 

Feihaps  a  clout  may  fail  in't, 
But  deil  a  foreign  tlukler  loon 

Shall  ever  ca*  a  nail  in't. 
Be  Britoni  atill  to  Britona  trae, 

Amang  ooTMlTea  united; 
For  never  bat  by  Britiah  haada 

Shall  Britiah  wronga  be  righted." 

Bat  while  Tenes^  deserring  as  these  do  to  become  the  HAtional  motto,  and  sentiments  loyal  and 
generons,  were  OTerlooked  and  forgotten,  all  his  rash  words  about  freedom,  and  hit  saroastio 
tallies  about  thrones  and  kings,  were  treasured  up  to  his  injury,  by  the  mean  and  the  malicious. 
His  steps  were  watched  and  his  words  weighed ;  when  he  talked  frith  a  friend  in  the  street,  he 
was  supposed  to  utter  sedition ;  and  when  ladies  retired  from  the  table,  and  the  wine  circulated 
with  closed  doors,  he  was  suspected  of  treason  rather  than  of  toasting,  which  he  often  did  with 
much  humour,  the  charms  of  woman ;  eTen  when  he  gare  as  a  sentiment,  <*  May  our  success  be 
equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause,"  he  was  liable  to  be  challenged  by  some  gunpowder  captain, 
who  thought  that  we  deserted  success  in  war,  whether  right  or  wrong.  It  is  true  that  he  hated 
with  a  most  cordial  hatred  all  who  presumed  on  their  own  consequence,  whether  arising  from 
wealth,  titles,  or  commissions  in  the  army ;  officers  he  usually  called  *'  the  epaulelted  puppies," 
and  lords  he  generally  spoke  ef  as  '*  feather-headed  fods,"  who  could  but  strut  and  stare  and  be 
insolent.  All  this  was  not  to  be  endured  meekly :  scorn  was  answered  with  scorn ;  and  hating 
so  answer  in  kind  to  retort  his  satiric  flings,  his  unfriends  reported  that  it  was  unsafe  for  young 
men  to  associate  with  one  whose  principles  were  democratic,  and  scarcely  either  modest  or  safe 
for  young  women  to  listen  to  a  poet  whose  notions  of  female  tirtue  were  so  loose  and  his  songs 
so  fr^e.  These  sentiments  pretaHed  so  far  that  a  gentieman  on  a  tisit  from  London,  told  me  he 
was  dissuaded  from  iuTiting  Bums  to  a  dinner,  given  by  way  of  welcome  back  to  his  native  place, 
because  be  was  the  associate  of  democrats  and.loose  people ;  and  when  a  modest  dame  of  Dumfries 
expressed,  through  a  friendi  a  wish  to  have  but  the  honour  of  speaking  to  one  of  whose  genius  she 
was  an  admirer,  the  poet  declined  the  interview,  with  a  half-serious  smile,  saying,  '*  Alas !  she 
is  handsome,  and  you  know  the  character  publicly  assigned  to  me."  She  escaped  the  danger  of 
being  numbered,  it  is  likely,  with  the  Annas  and  the  Chlorises  of  his  freer  strains. 

The  neglect  of  his  country,  the  tyranny  of  the  Excise,  and  the  downfall  of  his  hopes  and  for- 
tunes, were  now  to  bring  forth  their  fruits — ^the  poet's  health  began  to  decline.  His  drooping 
looks,  his  neglect  of  his  person,  his  solitazy  saunterings,  his  escape  from  the  stings  of  reflection 
into  socialities,  and  his  distempered  joy  in  the  company  of  beauty,  all  spoke,  as  plainly  as  with  a 
tongue,  of  a  nnking  heart  and  a  declining  body.  Tet  though  he  was  sensible  of  sinking  health, 
hop«  did  not  at  once  desert  him :  he  continued  to  pour  out  such  tender  strains,  and  to  show  such 
flashes  of  wit  and  humour  at  the  caU  of  Thomson,  as  are  recorded  of  no  other  lyrist:  neither  did 
he,  when  in  company  after  his  own  mind,  hang  the  head,  and  speak  moumftilly,  but  talked  and 
smiled  and  stiU  charmed  all  listeners  by  his  witty  vivacities. 

On  the  26th  of  June,  1795,  he  writes  thus  of  his  fortunes  and  condition  to  his  friend  Clarke, 

**  Still,  still  the  rictim  of  afiOiction ;  were  you  to  see  the  emaciated  figure  who  now  holds  the  pen 

to  you,  yon  would  not  know  your  old  friend.    Whether  I  shall  ever  get  about  again  is  only  known 

to  Hix,  the  Great  Unknowzt,  whose  creature  I  am.    Alas,  Clarke,  I  begin  to  fear  the  worst  I    As 

to  my  individual  self  I  am  tranquil,  and  would  despise  myself  if  I  were  not :  but  Buxns's  poor 

widow  and  half-a-dozen  of  his  dear  littie  ones,  helpless  orphans  I    Mere  I  am  as  weak  as  a  woman's 

tear.    Enough  of  this !  'tis  half  my  disease.    I  duly  received  your  last,  enclosing  the  note :  it 

eame  estremely  in  time,  and  I  am  much  obliged  to  your  punctuality.    Again  I  must  request  you 

Co  do  me  the  same  kindness.    Be  so  very  good  as  by  return  of  post  to  enclose  me  imotker  note :  I 

tnet  you  can  do  so  without  inconvenience,  and  it  will  seriously  oblige  me.    If  I  must  go,  I  leave 

•  few  friends  behind  me,  whom  I  shall  regret  while  consciousness  remains.    I  know  I  shall  live  in 

lh«ur  remembrance.    0,  dear,  dear  Clarke  I  that  X  shall  ever  see  you  again  is  I  am  afraid  highly 

aprDbable."    This  remarkable  letter  proves  both  the  declining  health,  and  the  poverty  of  the 

fOH :  his  digestion  was  so  bad  that  he  could  taste  neither  flesh  nor  fish :  porridge  and  milk  he 
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oonld  alone  swallow,  and  that  bat  in  small  quantitlea.  When  it  is  recolleoted  that  ho  hid  no  mon 
than  thirty  shillings  a  weok  to  keep  house,  and  Uto  like  a  gentleman,  no  one  need  wonder  thut  his 
wife  had  to  be  obliged  to  a  generous  neighbour  for  some  of  the  chief  necessaries  for  her  oomiog 
oonfinement,  and  that  the  poet  had  to  beg,  in  extreme  need,  two  guinea  notes  from  a  distant  frieid* 

His  sinking  state  was  not  unobserved  by  his  friends,  and  Byrne  and  M'Murdo  united  with  Dr. 
Maxwell  in  persuading  him,  at  the  beginning  of  the  summer,  to  seek  health  at  the  Brow*woll,  s 
few  miles  east  of  Dumfries,  where  there  were  pleasant  walks  on  the  Solway-side,  and  salabriom 
breeies  from  the  sea,  which  it  was  expected  would  bring  the  health  to  the  poet  they  had 
brought  te  many.    For  a  while,  his  looks  brightened  up,  and  health  seemed  inclined  to  retnm : 
his  friend,  the  witty  and  accomplished  Mrs.  Biddel,  who  was  herself  ailing,  pud  him  a  vidt 
**  I  was  struck,"  she  said,  "  with  his  appearance  on  entering  the  room :  the  stamp  of  death  wis 
impressed  on  his  features.    His  first  words  were,  *  Well,  Madam,  have  you  any  commands  for  tho 
other  world ?'    I  replied  that  it  seemed  a  doubtful  case  which  of  us  should  be  there  soonest;  he 
looked  in  my  face  with  an  air  of  great  kindness,  and  expressed  his  concern  at  seeing  me  so  ill, 
with  his  usual  sensibility.    At  table  he  ate  little  or  nothing:  we  had  a  long  conrersation  about 
his  present  state,  and  the  approaching  termination  of  all  his  earthly  prospects.    He  showed  great 
concern  about  his  literary  fame,  and  particularly  the  publication  of  his  posthumous  works;  he 
sidd  he  was  weU  aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that  eyery  scrap  of  his  writing 
would  be  reviTcd  against  him,  to  the  injury  of  his  future  repntadon;  that  letters  and  verses, 
written  with  unguarded  freedom,  would  be  handed  about  by  Tanity  or  malcTolenoe  when  no  dread 
of  his  resentment  would  restrain  them,  or  proTcnt  malice  or  envy  from  pouring  forth  their  venon 
on  his  name.    I  had  seldom  seen  his  mind  greater,  or  more  collected.    There  was  frequently  8 
considerable  degree  of  Tiracity  in  his  sallies ;  but  the  conoem  and  dejecUon  I  could  not  disguise 
damped  the  spirit  of  pleasantry  he  seemed  willing  to  indulge."    This  was  on  the  eyening  of  th< 
6th  of  July ;  another  lady  who  called  to  see  him,  found  him  seated  at  a  window,  gaslng  (n  th< 
■un,  then  setting  brightly  on  the  summits  of  the  green  hills  of  Nithsdale.    <'  Look  how  lovely  tb 
sun  is,''  said  the  poet,  '*  but  he  will  soon  have  done  with  shining  for  pe."  « 

He  now  longed  for  home :  his  wife,  whom  he  ever  tenderly  loved,  was  about  to  be  confined  l 
child*bed :  his  papers  were  in  sad  confusion,  and  required  arrangement ;  and  he  felt  that  deslr 
to  die,  at  least,  among  familiar  things  and  fiiendly  faces,  so  common  to  our  nature.  He  had  n< 
long  before,  though  much  reduced  in  pocket,  refiised  with  scorn  an  offer  of  fifty  pounds,  which 
speculating  bookseller  made,  for  leave  to  publish  his  looser  compositions ;  he  had  ref^ued  o 
offer  of  the  like  sum  yearly,  from  Perry  of  the  Morning  Chroilicle,  for  poetic  contributions  to  h 
paper,  lest  it  might  embroil  him  with  the  ruling  powers,  and  he  had  resented  the  remittance  < 
five  pounds  from  Thomson,  on  account  of  his  lyric  contributions,  and  desired  him  to  do  so  i 
more,  unless  he  wished  to  quarrel  with  him ;  but  his  necessities  now,  and  they  had  at  no  tii 
been  so  great,  induced  him  to  solicit  five  pounds  from  Thomson,  and  ten  pounds  from  his  ocmu 
James  Bumess,  of  Montrose,  and  to  beg  his  friend  Alexander  Cunningham  to  interoede  with  t 
Commissioners  of  Excise,  to  depart  from  their  usual  practice,  and  grant  him  his  Aill  salary ;  *«  1 
without  that,"  he  added,  **  if  I  die  not  of  disease,  I  must  perish  with  hunger."  Thomson  sent  1 
five  pounds,  James  Bumess  sent  the  ten,  but  the  Commissioners  of  Excise  reftoed  to  be  «iU 
merciftil  or  generous.  Btobie,  a  young  expectant  in  the  customs,  was  both ; — he  performed  i 
duties  of  the  dying  poet,  and  revised  to  touch  the  salary.  The  mind  of  Bums  was  hatmted  w 
the  fears  of  want  and  the  terrors  of  a  Jail ;  nor  were  those  fears  without  foundation ;  one  V 
liamson,  to  whom  he  was  indebted  for  the  cloth  to  make  his  volunteer  regimentals,  threatened  ' 
one ;  and  a  feeling  that  he  was  without  money  for  either  his  own  illness  or  the  confinement  of 
wife,  threatened  the  other. 

Bums  retuxned  from  the  Brow-well,  on  the  18th  of  July :  as  he  walked  from  the  little  earri 
which  brought  him  up  the  Mill  hole-brae  to  his  own  door,  he  trembled  much,  and  stooped  vi 
weakness  and  pun,  and  kept  his  feet  with  difficulty :  his  looks  wore  woe- worn  and  ghastly,  i 
no  one  who  saw  him,  and  there  were  several,  expected  to  see  him  again  in  life.  It  warn  eoon 
oulated  through  BumfHes,  that  Bums  had  returned  worse  from  the  Brow-well ;  that  Maxi 
thought  ill  of  him,  and  that,  in  truth,  he  was  dying.     The  anxiety  of  all  classes  was  great ; 
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ftwucei  •f  opinicai  ir«r«  forgoiten,  in  sgrmpathy  for  his  «arlj  fate :  whereyer  two  or  tiiree  iror« 
tt«l  together  thmr  talk  was  of  BarnB,  of  his  rare  wit,  matchless  hamonr,  the  TiTaclty  of  liis  cob- 
versatSen,  aaid  the  kindness  of  his  heart  To  the  poet  himself,  death,  which  he  now  knew  wss  at 
handi  brought  with  it  no  fear;  his  good-hmnour,  which  small  matters  alone  ruffled,  did  not 
tesake  him,  and  his  wit  was  ever  ready.  He  was  poor— he  gave  his  pistols,  which  he  had  nsed 
against  the  smugglers  on  the  Solwi^,  to  his  physician,  adding  with  a  smile,  that  he  had  tried 
them  and  fonnd  them  an  honour  to  their  maker,  which  was  more  than  he  could  ssy  of  the  bulk 
el  mankind  1  He  was  proiid — ^he  remembered  the  indifferent  practice  of  the  corps  to  which  he 
bdouged,  and  toming  to  Qibson,  one  of  his  fellow-soldiers,  who  stood  at  his  bedside  with  wet 
eyes,  *'  John,"  siud  he,  and  a  gleam  of  humour  passed  oyer  his  face,  *'  pray  don't  let  the  awkward- 
■qoad  fire  oyer  me."  It  was  almost  the  last  act  of  his  life  to  copy  into  his  Common-place  Book,  the 
letters  which  contained  the  charge  against  him  of  the  Commissioners  of  Excise,  and  his  own  eloquent 
refotntion,  leaying  judgment  to  be  pronounced  by  the  candour  of  posterity. 

It  has  been  ii^nriously  smd  of  Bums,  by  Coleridge,  that  the  man  sunk,  but  the  poet  was  bright 
te  the  last:  he  did  not  unk  in  the  sense  that  these  words  imply :  the  man  was  manly  to  the  latest 
drsof^  of  breath.  That  he  was  a  poet  to  the  last,  can  be  proyed  by  facts,  as  well  as  by  the  word 
of  the  author  of  ChristabeL  As  he  lay  silently  growing  weaker  and  weaker,  he  obsenred  Jessie 
Lewars,  a  modest  and  beautiful  young  creature,  and  sister  to  one  of  his  brethren  of  the  Excise, 
watching  oyer  him  with  moist  eyes,  and  tending  him  with  the  care  of  a  daughter ;  he  rewarded 
her  with  one  of  those  songs  which  are  an  insurance  against  forgetfulness.  The  lyrics  of  the  north 
hsfe  nothing  finer  than  this  exquisite  stansa  :— 

"  Altho'  then  nuna  never  be  mine, 
Altho*  ey^n  hope  is  denied) 
*Tm  iweeter  for  thee  deipoirini^, 
Than  nnght  in  the  world  beside.*' 

His  thoughts  as  he  lay  wandered  to  Charlotte  Hamilton,  and  he  dedicated  some  beautiful  stanzas 
to  her  beauty  and  her  coldness,  beginning,  "  Fairest  maid  on  Deyon  banks." 

It  was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the  poet  gradually  sinking ;  his  wife  in  hourly  expectation  of  her  sixth 
oonflnement,  and  his  four  helpless  children — a  daughter,  a  sweet  child,  had  died  the  year  before 
<— ^th  no  one  of  their  lineage  to  soothe  them  with  kind  words  or  minister  to  their  wants.  Jessie 
Lewars,  with  equal  prudence  and  attention,  watched  oyer  them  all :  she  could  not  help  seeing 
that  the  thoughts  of  the  desolation  which  his  death  would  bring,  pressed  sorely  on  him,  for  he 
toyed  his  children,  and  hoped  much  firom  his  boys.  He  wrote  to  his  father-in-law,  James  Armour, 
at  Mauchline,  that  he  was  dying,  his  wife  nigh  her  confinement,  and  begged  that  his  mother-in- 
law  would  hasten  to  them  and  speak  comfort  He  wrote  to  BIrs.  Dunlop,  saying,  <<  I  haye  written 
te  you  so  often  without  recelying  any  answer  that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  cir- 
onmstanees  in  which  I  am.  An  Illness  which  haslong  hung  about  me  in  all  probability  will  speedily 
send  me  beyond  that  bourne  whence  no  trayeller  returns.  Your  friendship,  with  which  for  many 
years  you  honoured  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul :  your  oonyersation  and  your  corre- 
flpondenoe  were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instrucUye — ^with  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to 
break  up  the  seal  t  The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 
Farewell  1"  A  tremor  peryaded  his  frame;  his  tongue  grew  parched,  and  he  was  at  times 
delirious :  on  the  fourth  day  after  his  return,  when  his  attendant,  James  Maclure,  held  his  medi- 
eiDo  to  his  lips,  he  swallowed  it  eagerly,  rose  almost  wholly  up,  spread  out  his  hands,  sprang 
forward  nigh  the  whole  length  of  the  bed,  fell  on  his  face,  and  expired.  He  died  on  the  21  at  of 
July,  when  nearly  thirty-seyen  years  and  seyen  months  old. 

The  burial  of  Bums,  on  the  26th  of  July,  was  an  impreisiye  and  mournful  scene:  half  the 
people  of  Nithsdale  and  the  neighbouring  parts  of  Galloway  had  crowded  into  Dumfries,  to  see 
Ihrir  poet  <*  mingled  with  the  earth,"  and  not  a  few  had  been  permitted  to  look  at  bis  body,  laid 
out  for  interment  It  was  a  calm  and  beauUful  day,  and  as  the  body  was  borne  along  the  street 
towards  the  old  kirk-yard,  by  his  brethren  of  the  yolunteers,  not  a  sound  was  heard  but  the 
measured  step  and  the  solemn  music :  there  was  no  impatient  crushing,  no  fierce  elbowing— the 
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crowd  vrMch  filled  the  street  seemed  consciotte  what  they  were  now  losing  for  erer.    Bven  while 
this  pageant  was  passing,  the  widow  of  the  poet  was  taken  in  labour;  hut  the  infint  bom  in 
that  unhappy  hour  soon  shared'his  father's  graye.    On  reaching  the  northern  nook  of  the  kirk- 
yard,  where  the  graye  was  made,  the  mourners  halted ;  the  eofl&n  was  dirested  of  the  mori-<loth, 
and  silently  lowered  to  its  resting-place,  and  as  the  first  shoyel-full  of  earth  fell  on  the  Iid|  the 
Tolunteers,  too  agitated  to  be  steady.  Justified  the  fears  of  the  poet,  by  three  ragged  ToUeys.    He 
who  now  writes  this  yery  brief  and  imperfect  account,  was  present:  he  thought  then,  as  he  thinlu 
now,  that  all  the  military  array  of  foot  and  horse  did  not  harmonise  with  either  the  genius  or  the 
fortunes  of  the  poet,  and  that  the  tears  which  he  saw  on  many  cheeks  around,  as  the  earth  was 
replaced,  were  worth  all  the  splendour  of  a  show  which  mocked  with  unintended  mockery  the 
burial  of  the  poor  and  neglected  Bums*    The  body  of  the  poet  was,  on  the  6th  of  June,  1816, 
remoyed  to  a  more  commodious  spot  in  the  same  burial^ound— his  dark,  waying  locks  looked 
then  fresh  and  glossy — to  afford  room  for  a  marble  monument,  which  embodies,  with  neither  skill 
nor  grace,  that  well-known  passage  in  the  dedication  to  the  gentlemen  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt: 
— <*  The  poetic  genius  of  my  country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard,  Elijah,  did  Elisha,  at  the 
plough,  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  oyer  me/'    The  dust  of  the  bard  was  again  distarbod, 
when  the  body  of  Mrs.  Burns  was  laid,  in  April,  1884,  beside  the  remains  of  her  husband :  his 
skull  was  dug  up  by  the  district  cramologists,  to  satisfy  their  minds  by  measurement  that  he  was 
equal  to  the  composition  of  *'  Tam  o'  Shanter/'  or  <<  Mary  in  Heayen."    This  done,  they  placed 
the  skull  in  a  leaden  box,  '<  carefully  lined  with  the  softest  materials,"  and  returned  it,  we  hope 
for  oyer,  to  the  hallowed  ground. 

Thus  liyed  and  died  Robert  Bums,  the  chief  of  Scottish  poets :  in  his  person  he  was  tall  and 
sinewy,  and  of  such  strength  and  actiyity,  that  Scott  alone,  of  all  the  poets  I  haye  seen,  seemed 
his  equal :  his  forehead  was  broad,  his  hair  black,  with  an  inclination  to  curl,  his  yisage  uncom* 
monly  swarthy,  his  eyes  large,  dark  and  lustrous,  and  his  yoice  deep  and  manly.  His  sensibility 
wak  strong,  his  passions  full  to  oyerflowing,  and  he  loyed,  nay,  adored,  whateyer  was  gentle  and 
beautiful.  He  ha(|»  when  a  lad  at  the  plough,  an  eloquent  word  and  an  inspired  song  for  cyery 
fair  face  that  smiled  on  him,  and  a  sharp  sarcasm  or  a  fierce  lampoon  for  eyery  rustic  wlio 
thwarted  or  contradicted  him.  As  his  first  inspiration  came  from  loye,  he  continued  through  llfo 
to  loye  on,  and  was  as  ready  with  the  lasting  incense  of  the  muse  for  the  ladies  of  Nithsdale  as 
for  the  lasses  of  Kyle:  his  earliest  song  was  in  praise  of  a  young  girl  who  reaped  by  his  slde^ 
when  he  was  seyenteen — ^his  latest  in  honour  of  a  lady  by  whose  side  he  had  wandered  an^ 
dreamed  on  the  banks  of  the  Deyon.  He  was  of  a  nature  proud  and  suspicious,  and  towanls  tb< 
close  of  his  life  seemed  disposed  to  regard  all  aboye  him  in  rank  as  men  who  unworthily  possesses 
the  patrimony  of  genius ;  he  desired  to  see  the  order  of  nature  restored,  and  worth  and  talent  ii 
precedence  of  the  base  or  the  dull.  He  had  no  medium  in  his  hatred  or  his  loye ;  he  neycr  £p#c< 
the  stupid,  as  if  they  were  not  to  be  endured  because  he  was  bright ;  and  on  the  heads  of  th 
innocent  possessors  of  titles  or  wealth  he  was  oyer  ready  to  shower  his  lampoons.  He  loyed  t 
start  doubts  in  religion  which  he  knew  inspiration  only  could  solye,  and  he  spoke  of  Calviuij&x 
with  a  latitude  of  language  that  grieyed  pious  listeners.  He  was  warm-hearted  and  generous  t 
a  degree,  aboye  all  men,  and  scorned  all  that  was  selfish  and  mean  yrith  a  scorn  quite  romantic 
He  was  a  steadfast  friend  and  a  good  neighbour :  while  he  liyed  at  Ellisland  few  passed  bis  doc 
without  being  entertained  at  his  table ;  and  eyen  when  in  poyerty,  on  the  Millhole-brae,  the  po< 
seldom  left  his  door  but  irith  blessings  on  their  lips. 

Of  his  modes  of  study  he  has  himself  informed  us,  as  well  as  of  the  seasons  and  places  i 
which  he  loyed  to  muse.  He  composed  while  he  strolled  along  the  secluded  banks  of  tho  Doo 
the  Ayr,  or  the  Kith ;  as  the  images  crowded  on  his  fancy  his  pace  became  quiokenod,  and 
his  highest  moods  he  was  excited  eyen  to  tears.  He  loyed  the  winter  for  its  leafless  irecs»  \ 
swelling  floods,  and  its  winds  which  swept  along  the  gloomy  sky,  with  frost  and  snow  cm  tbi 
wings;  but  he  loyed  the  autumn  more — ^he  has  neglected  to  say  why — the  muse  was  then  mc 
liberal  of  her  fayours,  and  ho  composed  with  a  happy  alacrity  unfolt  in  all  other  seajsoni^.  1 
filled  his  mind  and  heart  with  the  materials  of  song — an*!  retired  from  gazing  on  woman' «»  bvuul 


HIS  GBNIUS  AND  INSPIKATION.  Ivii 

and  tnaa  the  exMiement  of  Her  chanse,  to  reeprd  hia  impreBsions  in  yerse,  as  a  painter  delineates 
on  Ua  eanTss  the  looks  of  those  who  sit  to  his  pencil.  His  chief  place  of  study  at  Ellisland  is 
stiU  remembered :  it  extends  along  the  rlTer-bank  towards  the  Isle :  there  the  neighbonring  gentry 
lore  to  walk  and  peasants  to  gather,  and  hold  it  sacred,  as  the  place  where  he  composed  Tarn 
O'&anter.  Hia  faTonrite  place  of  study  when  residihg  in  Dumfries,  was  the  ruins  of  Lincluden 
CoUege,  made  elassio  hy  that  sublime  ode,  "  The  Vision,'*  and  that  leyel  and  clovery  sward  con- 
tiguons  to  the  College,  on  the  northern  side  of  the  Kith :  the  latter  place  was  his  fayourite  resort ; 
it  it  known  now  by  the  name  of  Bums's  musing  ground,  and  there  he  conceiyed  many  of  his  latter 
lyrics.  In  oasfof  interruption  he  completed  the  yerses  at  the  fireside,  where  he  swung  to  and  fro 
in  his  arm-chair  till  the  task  was  done :  he  then  submitted  the  song  to  the  ordeal  of  his  wife's 
voice,  which  was  both  sweet  and  clear,  and  while  she  sung  he  listened  attentiyely,  and  altered  or 
amended  till  the  whole  was  in  harmony,  music  and  words. 

The  genius  of  Bums  is  of  a  high  order:  in  brightness  of  expression  and  unsolicited  ease  and 
natural  yehemence  of  language,  he  stands  in  the  first  rank  of  poets :  in  choice  of  subjects,  in 
happinees  of  conception,  and  loftiness  of  imagination,he  recedes  into  the  second.  He  owes  little 
of  his  fame  to  his  subjects,  for,  saying  the  beauty  of  a  f^ew  ladies,  they  were  all  of  an  ordinary 
kind :  he  sought  neither  in  romance  nor  in  history  for  themes  to  ^e  muse ;  he  took  up  topics 
from  life  around  which  were  familiar  to  all,  and  endowed  them  with  Aaracter,  with  passion,  with 
tcademess,  with  humour— eleyating  all  that  he  touched  into  the  regions  of  poetry  and  morals. 
He  went  to  no  far  lands  for  the  purpose  of  surprising  us  with  wonders,  neither  did  he  go  to 
crowns  or  coronets  to  attract  the  stare  of  the  peasantry  around  him,  by  things  which  to  them 
were  as  a  book  shut  and  sealed :  '*  The  Daisy"  grew  on  the  lands  which  he  ploughed ;  *'  The 
House*'  bmlt  her  frail  nest  on  his  own  stubble-field ;  "  The  Haggis"  reeked  on  his  own  table ; 
**  The  Scotch  Drink"  of  which  he  sang  was  the  produce  of  a  neighbouring  still ;  "  The  Twa  Dogs," 
which  conyersed  so  wisely  and  wittily,  were,  one  of  them  at  least,  his  own  collies ;  "  The  Vision^ 
is  but  a  picture,  and  a  brilliant  one,  of  his  own  hopes  and  fears ;  **  Tarn  Samson"  was  a  friend' 
whom  heloyed;  ** Doctor  Hornbook"  a  neighbouring # pedant;  ** Matthew  Henderson"  {^social 
captain  on  half-pay ;  '*  The  Scotch  Bard"  who  had  gone  to  the  West  Indies  was  Burns  himself; 
the  heroine  of  **  The  Lament"  was  Jean  Armour ;  and  "  Tam  O'Shanter"  a  facetious  farmer  of 
Kyle,  who  rode  late  and  loyed  pleasant  company,  nay,  eyen  **  The  Deil"  himself,  whom  he  had 
the  hardihood  to  address,  was  a  being  whose  eldrioh  croon  had  alarmed  the  deyout  matrons  of 
Kyle,  and  had  wandered,  not  unseen  by  the  bard  himself,  among  th^  lonely  glens  of  the  Doon. 
Bums  was  one  of  the  first  to  teach  the  world  that  high  moral  poetry  resided  in  the  humblest 

!       Bubjeots:  whateyer  he  touched  became  eleyated;  his  spirit  possessed  and  inspired  the  commonest 

•       topics,  and  endowed  them  with  life  and  beauty. 

His  songs  haye  all  the  beauties  and  but  few  of  them  the  faults  of  his  poems :  they  flow  to  the 
musSo  SJ  readily  as  if  both  air  and  words  came  into  the  world  together.  The  sentiments  are 
from  nature,  they  are  rarely  strained  or  forced,  and  the  words  dance  in  their  places  and  echo  the 
music  in  its  pastoral  sweetness,  social  glee,  or  in  the  tender  and  the  moying.  He  seems  always 
to  write  with  woman's  eye  upon  him :  he  is  gentle,  persuasiye  and  impassioned :  he  appears  to 
watch  her  looks,  and  pours  out  his  praise  or  his  complaint  according  to  the  changeful  moods  of 
her  mind.  He  looks  on  her,  too,  with  a  sculptor's  as  well  as  a  poet's  eye :  to  him  who  irorks  in 
marble,  the  diamonds,  emeralds,  pearls,  and  elaborate  ornaments  of  gold,  but  load  and  injure 
the  harmony  of  proportion,  the  grace  of  form,  and  diyinity  of  sentiment  of  his  nymph  or  hia 
goddeas — so  with  Bums  the  fashion  of  a  lady's  boddice,  the  lustre  of  her  satins,  or  the  sparkle 
of  htr  diamonds,  or  other  finery  with  which  wealth  or  taste  has  loaded  her,  are  neglected  as  idle 

I       frippcty ;  while  her  beauty,  her  form,  or  her  mind,  matters  which  are  of  nature  and  not  of 

'  fwhtpin,  are  remembered  and  praised.  He  is  none  of  the  millinery  bards,  who  deal  in  scented 
filks^  qptder-net  laces,  rare  gems,  set  in  rarer  workmanship,  and  who  shower  diamonds  and 
peaxls  by  the  bushel  on  a  lady's  locks :  he  makes  bright  eyes,  flushing  cheeks,  the  magic  of 
the  t«ngue,  and  the  "pulses'  maddening  play"  perform  all.  His  songs  are,  in  general,  pas- 
toral ipictorea :  he  seldom  finishes  a  portrait  of  female  beauty  without  enclosing  it  in  a  natural 
of  waying  woods,  running  streams,  the  melody  of  birds,  and  the  lights  of  heayen. 
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Those  who  desire  to  feel  Bunfl  in  all  his  force,  must  seek  some  sommer  glen,  when  i  oountry  girl 
searches  among  his  many  songs  for  one  which  sympathises  with  her  own  heart,  and  gives  it  ful 
utterance,  till  wood  and  Tale  is  filled  with  the  melody.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  most  natarallj 
elegant  and  truly  impassioned  songs  in  onr  literature  were  written  by  a  ploughman  in  honour  ol 
the  rustic  lasses  around  him. 

His  poetry  is  all  life  and  energy,  and  bean  the  impress  of  a  wana  heart  and  a  deu  imda 
standing :  it  abounds  with  passions  and  opinions— rivid  pictures  of  rural  happiness  and  the  ra{] 
tores  of  sucoessftd  loye,  all  fresh  fh>m  nature  and  obserratton,  and  not  as  th^  are  seen  throng 
the  spectacles  of  books.  The  wit  of  the  clouted  shoe  is  there  without  its  coarseness:  there  is 
prodigality  of  humour  without  licentiousness,  a  pathos  erer  natural  and  manly,  a  social  joy  aki 
sometimes  to  sadness,  a  melancholy  not  unallied  to  mirth,  and  a  sublime  morally  which  seeks  1 
elcTate  and  soothe.  To  a  love  of  man  he  added  an  affection  for  the  flowers  of  the  TsUey,  th 
fowls  of  the  air,  and  the  beasts  of  the  field :  he  percelTcd  the  tie  of  social  sympathy  which  nnit« 
animated  with  unanimated  nature,  and  in  many  of  his  finest  poems  most  beautifully  he  hi 
enforced  it  His  thoughts  are  original  and  his  style  new  and  unborrowed :  all  that  he  has  writi< 
is  distinguished  by  a  happy  carelessness,  a  bounding  elasticity  of  spirit,  and  a  singular  felici 
of  expression,  simple  yet  inimitable ;  he  is  familiar  yet  dignified,  careless,  yet  correct,  and  co 
else,  yet  clear  and  full.  A  this  and  much  more  is  embodied  in  the  language  of  humble  life- 
dialect  reckoned  barbarous  by  scholars,  but  which,  coming  from  the  lips  of  inspiration,  becom 
classic  and  elevated. 

The  prose  of  this  great  poet  has  much  of  the  original  merit  of  his  Terse,  but  it  is  seldom 
natural  and  so  sustained :  it  abounds  with  fine  outflashings  and  with  a  genial  warmth  and  vigoi 
but  it  is  defaced  by  false  ornament  and  by  a  constant  anxiety  to  say  fine  and  forcible  things, 
seems  not  to  know  that  simplicity  was  as  rare  and  as  needful  a  beauty  in  prose  as  in  verse ; 
coTcts  the  pauses  of  Sterne  and  the  point  and  antithesis  of  Junius,  like  one  who  believes  that 
write  prose  well  he  must  be  ever  lively,  eTor  pointed,  and  CTor  smart.    Yet  the  account  which 
wrote  of  himself  to  Br.  Moore  is  one  of  th^  most  spirited  and  natural  narratiTos  in  the  langu& 
and  composed  in  a  style  remote  from  the  strained  and  groped*for  witticisms  and  put-on  senslVi 
ties  of  many  of  his  letters : — ''  Simple,"  as  John  Wilson  says,  *<  we  may  well  call  it ;  rick 
fancy,  OTerflowing  in  feeling,  and  dashed  off  in  eTery  other  paragraph  with  the  easy  boldness 
a  great  master." 


PEEFACE. 


[The  fint  edition,  printed  at  Eilmarnbck,  July,  1786,  by  John  Vilson,  bore  on  the  title-page 
these  simple  words: — '* Poems,  chiefly  in  the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Bobert  Burns;"  the  foUoiring 
motto,  marhed  "  Anonymons,"  but  eridentiy  the  poet's  own  composition,  was  more  ambitions : — 

**  The  simple  Bard,  nnbroke  by  mles  of  art, 
He  poors  the  wild  efFdsions  of  the  heart : 
And  if  inspired,  'tis  nature's  powers  inspire- 
Here  an  the  melting  thrill^  and  hers  Urn  kindling  fire."] 


.  Ths  following  trifles  are  not  the  prodnotion  of  the  Poet,  who^  with  all  the  advantages 
of  learned  art,  and  perhaps  amid  the  elegancies  and  idlenesses  of  upper  life,  looks  down 
for  a  noil  theme  with  an  eye  to  Theooritna  or  YirgiL  To  the  author  of  this,  these,  and 
other  celebrated  names  their  countrymen,  are,  at  least  in  their  original  language, 
ajintniain  Aui  «p,  and  a  hook  iedled.  Unacquainted  with  the  necessary  requisites  for 
commencing  poet  by  rule,  he  ungs  the  sentiipentsand  manners  be  felt  and  saw  in  him- 
self and  hia  rastio  compeers  around  him  in  his  and  their  native  language.  Though  a 
rhymer  from  his  earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulse  of  the  softer  passions, 
it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the  applause,  perhaps  the  partiality,  of  friendship 
avnkened  his  yanity  so  &r  as  to  make  him  think  anything  of  his  worth  showing :  and 
soDe  of  the  following  works  were  composed  with  a  view  to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself 
Willi  the  little  creations  of  his  own  fimcy,  amid  the  toil  and  fatigue  of  a  laborious  life ; 
to  transcribe  the  various  feelings — the  loves,  the  griefr,  the  hopes,  the  fears — ^in  his  own 
breast;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  always  an  alien 
scene,  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind — ^these  were  his  motives  for  courting  the 
Moses,  and  in  these  be  found  poetry  to  be  its  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  author,  he  does  it  with  fear  and 
trembling.    So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even  he,  an  obscure,  nameless 

Bard,  shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  being  branded  as — an  impertinent  blockhead, 
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obtruding  bis  nonsense  on  tbe  world;  and,  because  be  can  make  a  sbift  to  jingle  a  fenv 
doggerel  Scotcb  rbjmes  iogetber,  looking  npon  bimself  as  a  poet  of  no  small  conse- 
quence, forsootb  I 

It  is  an  observation  of  tbat  celebrated  poet,  Sbenstone,  wbose  divine  ele^es  do  honoo] 
to  our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  tbat  '^  Humility  bas  depressed  many  i 
genius  to  a  bermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame  \"  If  any  critic  catcbes  at  the  wori 
(/cnitis,  tbe  autbor  tells  bim,  once  for  all,  tbat  be  certainly  looks  upon  bimself  as  poa 
Bcssed  of  some  poetic  abilities,  otberwise  bis  publisbing  in  tbe  manner  be  bas  don 
would  be  a  manoeuvre  below  tbe  worst  cbaracter,  wbiob,  be  bopes,  bis  worst  enemy  wil 
ever  give  bim.  But  to  tbe  genius  of  a  Bamsay,  or  tbe  glorious  dawnings  of  tbe  pooi 
unfortunate  Fergusson,  be,  witb  equal  unaffected  sincerity,  declares,  tbat  even  in  b; 
bigbest  pulse  of  vanity,  be  bas  not  tbe  most  distant  pretensions.  Tbese  two  justl; 
admired  Scotcb  poets  be  bas  often  bad  in  bis  eye  in  tbe  following  pieces,  but  ratber  wit 
a  view  to  kindle  at  tbeir  flame,  tban  for  servile  imitation. 

To  bis  Subscribers,  tbe  Autbor  returns  bis  most  sincere  tbanks.  Not  tbe  merccnai 
bow  over  a  counter,  but  tbe  beart-tbrobbing  gratitude  of  the  Bard,  consdous  bow  mu* 
be  owes  to  benevolence  and  friendsbip  for  gratifying  bim,  if  be  deserves  it,  in  tb 
dearest  wisb  of  every  poetic  bosom — to  be  distinguisbed.  He  begs  bis  readers,  partic 
larly  tbe  learned  and  tbe  polite,  wbo  may  bonour  bim  witb  a  perusal,  that  they  will  ma 
every  allowance  for  education  and  circumstances  of  life;  but,  if,  after  a  fair,  candid,  a 
impartial  criticism,  be  shall  stand  convicted  of  dulness  and  non'sense,  let  him  be  dc 
by  as  he  would  in  tbat  case  do  by  others-— let  him  be  condemned,  without  mercy, 
contempt  and  oblivion. 
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I. 
WINTER. 

A  DIXOB. 

l\hU  ia  004  of  tba  euliMt  of  tha  poet's  neordadeom- 
pestknw :  it  w*  wiittaa  bofort  tke  dMth  of  his  father, 
■ad  is  called  hf  OUbert  Bvne,  *  ft  jvrenile  piodaetioiL' 
To  walk  bf  a  rirer  while  flooded,  or  throng h  a  wood  on 
a  loofh  wiafer  day,  aad  hear  the  itorm  howling  among 
Ibe  leaflew  trees,  exalted  the  poet's  thooghts.  "  la  snch 
,'*  he  said, « just  after  a  train  of  misfortones,  1 
a  INrgf."] 


Tm  wmtrj  west  extends  his  blast, 

And  hail  snd  rain  does  blaw ; 
Or  the  Btonny  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw ; 
Wlifle  tumbling  brown,  the  bnm  eomes  down, 

And  roars  firae  bank  to  brae ; 
And  1»rd  and  beast  in  coTert  rest, 

Aad  pass  the  heartless  day. 

*The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,*'' 

Thm  joyless  winter  day 
list  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  tempest's  howl.  It  soothes  my  sonl. 

My  griefb  it  seems  to  Join ; 
Thm  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please, 

Their  fate  resembles  mine  I 

Thon  Power  Supreme,  whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Her«9  firm*  I  rest,  they  most  be  best, 

B»ca«se  they  are  Thy  will ! 
Thca  an  I  want  (0,  do'thon  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine !) 
Sinee  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny, 

Assist  me  to  resign ! 

i  Dr.  Yooag. 


n. 


THE 


DEATH    AND    DYING    WOBDS 

or 

*     POOR  MAILIE, 

THX  AUTHOE's  only  PST  YOWC. 
▲>  VHCO  KOUmSW'  TALB. 

[This  tale  is  partly  tnie;  the  poet's  pet  ewe  got 
entangled  m  her  tether,  and  tumbled  into  a  ditch ;  the 
face  of  ladicrons  and  awkward  sorrow  with  whleh  this 
was  related  by  Hnghoc,  the  herd-boy,  amused  Bnms  so 
mnoh,  who  was  on  his  way  to  the  plough,  that  he  imme- 
diately composed  the  poem,  and  repeated  it  to  his  brother 
Gilbert  when  they  met  in  the  evening ;  the  field  where 
the  poet  held  the  plough,  and  the  ditch  into  which  poor 
MaiUe  fell,  are  still  pointed  out.] 

As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  thegither, 
We^e  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch. 
An'  owre  she  waral'd  in  the  ditch : 
There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  lie, 
When  Hughoo*  he  cam  doytin  by. 
Wi'  glowing  e'en  an'  lifted  ban's. 
Poor  Hughoo  like  a  statue  Stan's ; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near-hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart  1  he  could  na  mend  it ' 
He  gaped  wide  but  naething  spak — 
At  length  poor  Mailie  silenoe  brak. 

«  0  thou,  whose  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu'  case!      ' 
My  dying  words  attentire  hear. 
An'  bear  them  to  my  master  dear. 

<<TeU  him,  if  e'er  agun  he  keep 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep, 
0  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair 
l¥i'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair  I 


t  A  neibor  herd-eallaa. 


(61) 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


Bnt  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill, 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will ; 
So  may  his  flock  increase,  and  grow 
To  scores  o*  lambs,  an*  packs  of  woo'  I 

«  Tell  him  he  was  a  master  kin' 
An'  ay  was  gude  to  me  an'  mine ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him. 
My  helpless  lambs,  I  tmst  them  wi'  him. 

'*  0,  bid  him  Bare  their  harmlees  fiyes 
Frae  dogs,  and  tods,  an'  butchers'  knives ! 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill, 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel ; 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  mom, 
Wi'  teats  o'  hay,  an'  ripps  o'  com. 

**  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets 
Of  ither  vile,  wanrestfti'  pets ! 
To  sink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears, 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  sheers ; 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread. 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead. 

'<  My  poor  toop-lamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
0,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care ; 
An'  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast. 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast  I 
An'  warn  him  what  I  winna  name. 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots, 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brutes. 

"  An'  niest  my  yowie,  sUly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string! 
0,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up 
Wi'  ony  blastit,  moorland  toop. 
But  ay  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thysel  1 

«  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  last  breath 
I  lea'e  my  blessin  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  mithv. 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  aniiher. 

**  Now,  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  bum  this  cursed  tether. 
An',  for  thy  pains,  thou'se  get  my  blather." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  tum'd  her  head, 
And  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead. 


m. 

POOR  MAILIE'S  ELEQY. 

[Barm,  when  he  calla  on  the  bardi  of  Ayr  and  Do 
to  join  in  the  lament  for  Mailie,  intimatei  that  he  regti 
himself  as  a  poet.  Hogg  calls  it  a  very  elegant  nord 
but  says  that  it  resembles  too  closely  **  The  Ewie  and  1 
Crooked  Horn,"  to  be  admired  as  original :  the  aheph^ 
might  have  remembered  that  they  both  reiemble  Senpi] 
«  Life  and  death  of  the  Piper  of  Kilbarchan.*'] 

Lamxnt  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  noie ; 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  dose, 

Past  a'  remead; 
The  last  sad  cape-stane  of  his  woes ; 

Poor  Mailie'i  deiuL 

It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear. 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear, 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mouning  weed; 
He's  lost  a  friend  and  neebor  dear. 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  toun  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him ; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi'  speed : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  cam  nigh  him, 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense. 
An'  could  behave  hersel  wi'  mense: 
I'll  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  gree<] 
Our  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailie*a  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wonders  up  the  howe. 

Her  living  image  in  her  yowe 

Comes  bleating  to  him,  owre  the  knowe. 

For  bits  0*  bread ; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tipst,* 
YfV  tawted  ket,  an  hairy  hips ; 

i  VAKIATIOR. 

( She  was  nae  get  o*  ranted  rama, 
Wi>  woo*  like  goats  an'  legs  like  trams ; 
She  was  the  flower  o*  Fatrlle  lamba, 

A  fanoas  breed ! 
Now  Robin,  greetin,  chews  the  bauns 
O'  .Miiilie  dend.* 


For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ehipB 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed: 

A  bonnier  fleeeh  ne'er  eross'd  the  clipe 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 
Thai  rfle,  wanehande  thing— a  rape  I 
It  maka  gmd  fellows  gim  an'  gape, 

Wi'  chokin  dread ; 
An'  Bobin'4  bonnet  waye  wi'  crape. 

For  Mailie  dead. 

O,  a'  je  bards  on  bonnie  I>oon ! 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  yonr  ehaaters  tone  I 
Come,  join  the  melaneholionB  croon 

0*  Bobin's  reed  I 
heart  will  nertr  get  aboon ! 

His  MaHie's  dead! 


IV. 
FIRST  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BSOTHn  POXT. 


[la  the  nflmer  of  1784,  Bania,  while  at  work  in  the 
I,  fcpeatei  this  Epistle  to  hii  brother  Gilbert,  who 
leh  pleased  with  the  perfomanee,  which  he  coa- 
tttered  aqul  If  not  mperior  to  lome  of  Allen  Ramaay's 
Epiatlea,  and  aaid  if  it  were  printed  he  had  do  doubt  tliat 
H  wonld  be  wall  reeeired  by  people  of  taste.] 


— .  January,  [1784.  j 

1. 

Whils  winds  firae  aff  Ben-Lomond  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driting  snaw, 

And  hing  ns  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time, 
And  spin  a  Terse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hameiy  westlin  jingle. 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  log, 
I  gmdge  a  wee  the  great  fblks^  gift» 
That  lira  sae  blen  an'  sang: 
I  tent  leas  aad  want  lesa 
Their  roomy  fire-side ; 
But  hanker  and  canker 
To  aee  their  onrsed  pride. 

XI. 

It's  hATdly  in  e  body's  power 
To  keep,  at  HaMS,  frae  betng  sour, 
To  aee  how  things  tare  ihai^d; 


How  best  o'  ehiels  are  whiles  in  want, 
While  cooflB  on  countless  thousands  rant. 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't ; 
But  Bayie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  little  gear, 
We*re  fit  to  win  onr  daily  bread. 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier : 
"  Mair  spier  na,  nor  fear  na,"> 

Aold  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg. 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't. 
Is  only  bnt  to  beg. 

III. 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  bams  at  e'en 

When  banes  are  eras'd,  and  bltiid  is  thin, 

Is,  douoUess,  great  distress ! 
Tet  then  content  oonld  make  ns  blest; 
Ey'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

0'  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
Howeyer  Fortune  kick  the  ba'. 
Has  ay  some  cause  to  smile : 

And  mind  still,  you'U  find  BtDl, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma' ; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  we  can  fa'. 

IT. 

What  tho',  like  commoners  of  lubr, 
We  iiander  out  we  know  not  where. 

But  either  house  or  hall  T 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods, 
The  sweeping  Tales,  and  foaming  floods. 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
Unth  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bound 
To  see  the  coming  year : 
On  braes  when  we  please,  then. 

We'll  sit  and  sowth  a  tune ; 
Syne  rhyme  till't  weHl  time  till't, 
And  sing't  when  we  hae  done. 

V. 

It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank ; 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It's  no  in  makin  muokle  mair ; 
It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear. 

To  make  us  truly  blest ; 


1  Ramsey. 
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If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast, 
We  ma^  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  can  be  blest: 

Nae  treasores,  nor  pleasures, 
Could  make  us  happy  lang ; 
The  heart  ay's  the  part  ay 
That  makes  us  right  or  irrang. 

VI. 

Think  ye,  that  sio  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  driye  thro'  wet  an'  dry, 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  wur, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while? 
Alas  I  how  aft,  in  haughty  mood 
God's  creatures  they  oppress  I 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 
They  riot  in  excess  I 
Baith  careless  and  fearless 
Of  either  heaven  or  hell ! 
Esteeming  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale  I 

VII. 

Then  let  us  oheerfu'  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less. 

By  pining  at  our  state ; 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wl'  some, 
^      An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  ourseP ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 
The  real  guid  and  ill. 
Tho'  losses,  and  crosses, 

Be  lessons  right  severe. 
There's  wit  there,  ye'll  get  there, 
Ye'U  find  nae  other  where. 

VIII. 

« 

But  tent  me,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts ! 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes, 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest,) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  oould  buy : 

And  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o'  the  heart. 

The  lover  an'  the  frien' ; 
Te  hae  your  Meg  your  dearest  part, 

And  I  my  darling  Jean  1 


It  warms  me,  it  channs  ne. 
To  mention  but  her  name: 

It  heats  me,  it  beets  me. 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame ! 

iz. 

0,  all  ye  pow'rs  who  rule  above ! 
0,  Thou,  whose  yery  self  art  love ! 
Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear  I 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest, 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  Being,  All-seeing, 

0  hear  my  fervent  pray 'r  I 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her 
Thy  most  peculiar  care  I 


All  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear ! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear, 

The  sympathetic  glow  I 
Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  number'd  out  my  weary  days. 

Had  it  not  been  for  you! 
Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend. 

In  every  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens* 

The  tenebrific  scene. 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie  or  my  Jean ! 

zi. 

0,  how  that  name  inspires  my  style 
The  words  come  skelpin,  rank  and  file, 

Amaiflt  before  I  ken  I 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine. 
As  Phoebus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowrin  owre  my  pen« 
My  spaviet  Pegasus  wUl  limp, 

'Till  ance  he's  fairly  het; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  atUt,  and  jixn 
An'  rin  an  unco  fit: 
But  least  then,  the  beast  then 
.    Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 
111  light  now,  and  dight  now 
ffis  sweaty,  wisen'd  hide. 


:;,i.':.:e  i,  i^v::: 
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V. 


Leeze  me  on  rhyme  I  it's  aje  a  treasure, 
My  chief»  amaiet  my  only  pleasure, 


■^    ^  ,  ^ 


V. 
SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BBOTHEK  POET. 

[DftTid  SiUar,  to  whom  thaie  epistlea  are  addreaaed, 
vu  At  that  tima  nmater^f  a  coaatry  aehooI|  and  iiraa 
waleoD*  to  Baraa  both  aa  a  acholar  and  a  writar  of  varaa. 
Thia  aplatle  ha  prefixed  to  hia  poema  printed  at  Eilroar- 
Boek  la  the  year  1789 :  he  lored  to  apeak  of  hia  early 
eonrnde,  and  aapplied  Walker  with  some  very  valoable 
aneedotea:  he  died  one  of  the  magiatratea  of  Irvine,  on 
tte  9d  of  May,  1630,  at  the  age  of  aeveaty.] 

AXfLD  SIBOB, 

Fx  ikree  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor, 
For  your  auld-farrent,  frien'Ij  letter ; 
Tbo*  I  maun  say't^  I  doubt  ye  flatter. 

Ye  speak  sae  fair. 
Fat  mj  pnir,  silly,  rhymin  clatter 

Some  less  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  bale  be  your  fiddle ; 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  Jink  and  diddle. 
To  cheer  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

0*  irar'ly  cares, 
TSl  bairn's  bairxis  kindly  cuddle 

Tour  auld,  gray  hairs. 

But  Datib,  lad,  I'm  red  ye're  glaikit ; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit ; 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  Hcket 

UnUl  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  hauss  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faiket. 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 

For  me,  I'm  on  Pamassua*  brink, 

Biiin'  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 

Whyles  daez'k  wi'  love,  whyles  daex't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons ; 
An'  irhyles,  but  ay  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons. 

Of  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  the  Bardie  clan ; 
Exeept  it  be  some  idle  plan 

0'  rhymin*  clink. 
The  derll-haety  that  I  sud  ban. 

They  ever  think. 

Nae  thougiht,  nae  Tiew,  nae  scheme  o'  liyin', 
Nae  cares  to  |^e  us  joy  or  gricTin' ; 
But  Just  the  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in, 

An'  while  ought's  there, 
Then  hiltie  skiltiet  we  gae  serierin', 

An'  fash  nae  mair. 


Leeze  me  on  rhyme  I  it's  aye  a  treasnrey 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure. 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark,  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor 
Tho'  rough  an'  raploch  be  her  measure. 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

Hand  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie : 
The  warl'  may  play  you  monie  a  shavie ; 
But  for  the  Muse  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  so  puir, 
Na,  even  tho'  limpin'  wi'  the  spavie 

Frae  door  to  door. 


U\ 


VI. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL 

'( O  Prince !  O  Chief  of  many  throned  Pow*ra, 
That  led  th'  embattled  Seraphim  to  war." 

MlLTOK. 

[The  beautifVil  and  relentinf  apirit  in  which  thia  fine 
poem  finiabea  moved  the  heart  of  one  of  the  coldeat  of 
OUT  critica.  « It  waa,  I  think,*'  aaya  Gilbert  Barna,  "  b 
the  winter  of  1784,  aa  we  were  going  with  carta  for  eoala 
to  the  family  fire,  and  I  oould  yet  point  out  the  particular 
apot,  that  Aobert  first  repeated  to  me  the  *  Addreaa  to 
the  Deil.'  The  idea  of  the  addreaa  waa  anggeated  to 
him  by  mnning  over  in  hia  mind  the  many  ludicrona 
accoonta  we  have  of  that  augast  personage."]  • 

0  THOU  I  wiiatever  title  suit  thee, 
Auld  Homie,  Satan,  Kick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavem  grim  an'  sootie, 

Closed  under  hatchesi 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie. 

To  scaud  poor  wretches ! 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee. 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  ^e, 

E'en  to  a  deil. 
To  skelp  an'  soaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel ! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  kend  an'  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  hough's  thy  hame. 

Thou  travels  far; 
An',  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  soaui. 

"Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roaring  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  comers  4iyin; 
Whylesy  on  the  strong-winged  tempest  flyiB, 

Tirlin  the  kirks; 
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Whiles,  in  the  huniftn  bosom  pryin. 

Unseen  thou  Inrks. 

Tre  heard  my  reyerend  Grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld-niin'd  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon. 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wanderer's  way 

Wi*  eldricht  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Oraunie  summon. 
To  say  her  prayers,  douce,  honest  woman ! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bnmmin, 

Vfi'  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  rostlin,  thro'  the  boortries  comin, 

Wi*  heary  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night. 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentin  light, 

Wi'  you,  mysel,  I  gat  a  fright 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-buss,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waring  sough. 

The  cudgel  In  my  nicTe  did  shake. 
Each  brifitl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stak^ 
When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  quaiok— quaiok- 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  ^ings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  withered  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  rag  weed  nags. 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  di»y  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  countra  wires,  wi'  toil  an'  pain, 
May  plnnge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  Tain: 
For,  oh !  the  yellow  treasure's  taen 

By  witohing  skill ; 
An'  dawtit,  twal*pint  hawkie's  gaen 

As  yell's  the  biU. 

Thence  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse 

On  young  guidmen,  fond,  keen,  an'  erouse ; 

When  tfie  best  wark-lume  i'  the  house. 

By  cantrip  wit. 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse, 

Just  at  the  bit 

When  thowes  dissoWe  the  snawy  hoord. 
An'  float  the  JlngHn  icy-boord, 


Then  water-kclpies  haunt  the  foordi 

By  your  dmctfon ; 

An'  nighted  tray'llers  are  allnr'd 

To  their  destraction. 

An'  aft  your  moss-trayersing  spnnkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is, 
The  bleezin,  curst,  misohieyom  moQkeji 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 

When  masons'  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  tell ! 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

*  AffstraughttoheUl 

Lang  syne,  in  Eden's  bonie  yard, 
When  youthfri'  loyers  first  were  pair'd, 
An'  all  the  soul  of  loye  th^  shar'd. 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  sward, 

In  shady  bow'r : 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-drawing  dog  I 

Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog. 

An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  world  a  shog, 

'Maist  ruin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  biiz, 
Wi'  reekit  duds,  an'  reestit  gizz. 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phis 

'Mang  better  folk. 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Vz% 

Your  spiteftt'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall^ 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  hall. 
While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw. 
An'  lows'd  his  ill  tongu'd,  wicked  scan 

Was  warst  ava  ? 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin  fierce. 
Bin'  that  day  Michael  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  tliia  Ume, 
Wad  ding  a'  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Gloots,  I  ken  ye*r«  ihln 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin,  driokin. 
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Boom  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin 

To  your  black  pit ; 

Bat,  fiitli  I  hell  torn  a  comer  jinkin. 

An'  cheat  you  yet 

Sot  fare  ye  weel,  auld  Kidde-ben  I 
0  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men' t 
7e  aibUns  might — ^I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake— 
Tm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

SVn  for  your  sake ! 


vn. 

THB  AULD  FARMER'S 
VSW-TSAB  MOSRIXO  SALUTATION  TO  BIS 

AULD  MARE  MAQGIE, 

•x  einxa  Bxa  tbs  AcemToiiss  kifp  of  ooav  to 
aAKsn.  xx  TBS  nw  nua. 

[**  WlMMver  Bans  has  oeeadon,'*  mju  Hogf ,  **  to 
mddnm  or  awBCioa  aay  sabordinata  being,  bowayar 
■win,  araa  a  noosa  or  a  flowar,  than  thara  it  a  gentla 
IMthoa  ia  it  that  awakana  tha  finest  feelingi  of  the  heart." 
The  Aald  Fanner  of  Kfle  has  the  spirit  of  a  knight- 
anaat^  aad  lores  his  mare  according  to  the  rales  of 
ehiTaJry;  aad  wall  ha  might:  she  carried  bim  safelf 
hoow  frcMD  aMifcaCa,  trlamphaatty  from  wedding-brooses ; 
sba  ploughed  the  stiflest  land ;  faced  the  steepest  brae, 
r,  bore  home  his  bonnie  bride  with  a  con- 
of  tte  loveliness  of  the  load.] 

A  ouio  Kew-year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie ! 
Hac,  |]iere*s  a  rip  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  thoa*s  howe-backit,  now,  an'  knaggie, 

Fre  seen  the  day 
Thou  eould  hae  gaen  like  onie  staggie 

Out-owre  the  lay. 

Tho*  BOW  thou's  dowie,  stiff,  an'  craxy. 
An*  thy  auld  hide  as  white's  a  daisy, 
fve  aecn  thee  dappl't,  sleek,  and  glaisie, 

A  bonny  gray : 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raise  thee, 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  aaee  was  1'  the  foremost  rank, 
A  fily,  buirdly,  steere,  an'  swank, 
An  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank, 

As  e'er  tread  yird ; 
Aa*  eould  liae  flown  out-owre  a  stank, 

like  ony  bird. 

It* J  now  some  nine-an'-twenty  year, 
fia*  thou  was  my  guid-father's  Meere; 


He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear. 

An'  fifty  mark; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear, 

An'  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin  wi'  your  minnie : 
Tho'  ye  was  trickle,  slee,  an'  funny, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie : 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet  an'  cannie, 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day  ye  prano'd  wi'  muoUe  pride. 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonnie  bride : 
An'  sweet  an'  graoefu'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air ! 
Kyle-Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide, 

For  sie  a  pair. 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hoble. 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont-coble. 
That  day,  ye  was  a  j  inker  noble, 

For  heels  an'  win'  I 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble, 

Far,  far,  behin'l 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh. 

An'  stable-meals  at  fkirs  were  dreigh. 

How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an'  skreigjht 

An'  tak  the  road ! 
Town's  bodies  ran,  an'  stood  abeigh. 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

* 

When  thou  was  oom't,  an'  I  was  mellow. 
We  took  tbe  road  ay  like  a  swallow: 
At  Brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 

For  pith  an'  speed ; 
But  every  tail  thou  payH  them  hollow. 

Where'er  thou  gaedi 

The  sma',  droop-rumpl't,  hunter  cattle. 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle ; 
But  sax  Scotch  miles  thou  try't  their  mettle, 

An'  gar't  them  whaiile : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  Just  a  whattle 

0'  saugh  or  hasle. 

Thou  was  a  noble  fittie-lan', 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn : 
Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun. 

In  guid  March-weather, 
Hae  turn'd  sax  rood  beside  our  han' 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  neyer  brundg't,  an'  fetch't,  an'  fliskiti 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whlakit| 
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jbi'  spread  abreed  thy  weel-iiird  brisket, 

Wi'  pith  an*  pow*r, 
'TQl  Bpiritty  knowes  wad  rair't  and  risket, 

An'  slypet  owre. 

« 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an*  snaws  were  deep, 
An'  tlireaten*d  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee-bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer ; 
I  ken'd  my  Mag^e  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  oart  or  car  thou  neyer  reestit ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac*t  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  an*  sten't,  an*  breastit. 

Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
Bat  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit, 

Thou  snooy't  awa. 

Hy  pleugh  is  now  thy  baim-Ume  a* ; 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e*er  did  draw ; 
Forbye  sax  mae,  I've  seirt  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an*  twa, 

The  vera  warst. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought. 
An,  wi*  the  weary  warl'  fought! 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  boat ! 
Yet  here  to  craxy^age  we*re  brought, 

Wi*  something  yet. 

And  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  serran*. 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deservin, 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starrin, 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  heapit  stimpart,  1*11  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  craxy  years  thegither ; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither ; 
Wi'  tentie  oare  FU  flit  thy  tether. 

To  some  hain*d  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  raz  your  leather, 

yrV  sma*  fatigue. 


vni.  , 

TO  A  HAGGIS. 

[The  ▼ehement  nationality  of  thii  poem  ii  bat  a  ■msU 
part  of  it!  merit.  The  haf^s  of  the  north  it  the  miBrt* J 
pie  of  the  aoath ;  both  are  characteriitie  of  the  pc»pia : 
the  ingredienta  which  compote  the  former  are  nil  nf 
Scottish  growth,  inelnding  the  bag  which  coataiiu  itiptu : 
the  ingrediente  of  the  latter  are  gathered  chiefly  from 
the  four  qoarten  of  the  globe :  the  haggitit  the  trium;  h 
of  poverty,  the  minced  pie  the  triomph  of  wealth] 

Faib  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face, 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  pudding-race ! 
Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Painch,  tripe,  or  thuno : 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  o*  a  grace 

As  lang*s  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill. 
Your  hurdles  like  a  distant  hill. 
Tour  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o*  need, 
While  thro*  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  rustic-labour  dight, 
An*  cut  you  up  wi*  ready  slight. 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright 

like  onie  ditch ; 
And  then,  0  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekiny  rich ! 

Then  horn  for  horn  they  stretch  an'  strive, 
Beil  tak  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive, 
'Till  a*  their  weel-swall'd  kytes  beljve 

Are  bent  like  drums ; 
Then  auld  Guidman^  maist  like  to  rive, 

Bethankit  hums. 

Is  there  that  o'er  his  French  ragout, 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow, 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi*  perfect  seonner. 
Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  scomfu'  yicw 

On  sic  a  dinner  ? 

Poor  devil  I  see  him  owre  his  trash. 

As  feckless  as  a  withered  rash, 

His  spindle  shank  a  guid  whip-lasb* 

His  nieve  a  nit ; 
Thro'  bloody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

0  how  unfit ! 

But  mark  the  rusUe,  haggis-fed. 

The  trembling  earth  rcsocnds  his  tread. 
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Clap  in  Ids  walie  xuere  a  blade, 

HeU  mak  it  whissle; 
An'  legs,  an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  sned, 

Like  taps  o'  thrissle. 

re  poVn  wha  mak  manldnd  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Anld  Scotland  wants  nae  skinking  ware 

That  janps  in  Inggies; 
But,  if  ye  with  her  grateAi'  pnty*', 

Gie  her  a  Haggis  I 


IX. 

A  PBAT£B, 
ransn  tbb  nLxssrrBB  ot  tiolxkt  Asauisu. 

\^  Th»n  wu  a  certain  period  of  my  life,"  laye  Barai, 
''that  ny  q>irit  waa  broke  by  repeated  loeeei  and  dii- 
astera,  whieh  threatened  and  indeed  effected  the  min  of 
my  foTtaae.  My  body,  too,  was  attacked  by  the  moit 
ifreadfal  distenper,  a  hypochondria  or  confirmed  melan- 
choly. U  Aie  wretched  state,  the  recoUectioa  of  which 
BMdEM  ae  yet  shudder,  I  hong  my  harp  on  the  willow- 
neesy  exe^  in  some  Incid  intervals,  m  one  of  which  I 
the  following .'*] 


O  Thov  Great  Being  1  what  Then  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know : 
Tet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thee 

Are  ill  Thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  standi, 
AD  wretched  and  distrest ; 

Tet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 
Obey  Thy  high  behest 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath  I 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears, 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

Bnt  if  I  must  afflicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design ; 
Then,  man  my  soul  with  firm  resoWes 

To  bear  and  not  repine  I 


X. 


A  PBAYEB 

Ut  THl  FBOSPBCT  OT  DXATH. 

[I  have  heard  the  third  verse  of  this  very  aoTiag 
Prayer  qaoted  by  scropnlons  men  as  a  proof  that  the 
poet  impated  his  errors  to  the  Being  who  had  endowed 
him  with  wild  and  nnraly  passions.  The  meaning  ii 
very  dilTerent :  Boms  felt  the  torrent-strength  of  passSoa 
overpowering  his  resolntion,  and  tmsted  that  God  wonld 
be  merciful  to  the  errors  of  one  on  whom  he  had  bestowed 
such  overmastering  gifts.] 

0  Thoit  unknown.  Almighty  G^use 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  t 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour 

Perhaps  I  must  appear !  j 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun ; 
As  something,  loudly,  in  my  breast, 

Bemonstrates  I  have  dono ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me^ 
With  passions  wild  and  strong  $ 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 
Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  shorty 

Or  frailty  stept  aside. 
Do  Thou,  All-Good  I  for  such  thou  ort. 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  haye  err'd. 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good;  and  goodness  StOl 

Belighteth  to  forgire. 


XI. 
STANZAS 

OH  THB  8AMB  OOCASIOIT. 

[These  verses  the  poet,  in  (is  common-place  book^ 
calls  "  Misgivings  in  the  Hour  of  Despondency  and  Pro- 
spect of  Death."  He  elsewhere  says  they  were  coot- 
posed  wflbn  fainting-fits  and  other  alarming  symptoms 
of  a  pleurisy,  or  some  other  dangerous  disorder,  ftnt  pot 
nature  on  the  alarm.] 

Wht  am  I  loth  to  leaye  this  earthly  scene  t 
Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms  T 

Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  iU  between: 

Some   gleams  of  sunshine   'mid  renewing 

storms:  * 
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Is  it  departtng  pangs  taiy  bovI  alarms  ? 

Or  Death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  T 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  JnsUy  smart  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  "  Forgive  my  foul  offenoe !" 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  agun  dispense. 

Again  I  might  desert  fur  virtue's  way : 
Agidn  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray ; 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray, 

"Who  act  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  sin  80  oft  have  moum'd,  yet  to  temptation 
ran? 

0  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below  I 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow. 

Or  stiU  the  tumult  of  the  ra^g  sea : 
With  that  controlling  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me 

Those  headlong  ftirious  passions  to  confine ; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  pow'rs  to  be, 

To  role  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
0,  aid  me  with  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine ! 


xn. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 

'*  Poor  naked  wretcbei,  whor«io«'or  yoo  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  stonn ! 
Bow  shall  yonr  honseless  heads  and  anfod  sides, 
/ 1  I     Tonr  looped  and  widow*d  raggedness  defend  yon 
/       From  sMiaons  sach  as  these  ?" 

I  8BA.KSPXAHK. 

£ci xiiis  poem,"  says  my  friend  Thomas  Carlyle,  "is 
worth  several  homilies  on  mercy,  for  it  is  the  voice  of 
Mercy  herself.  Bams,  indeed,  lives  in  sympathy:  his 
ioal  rushes  forth  into  all  the  realms  of  being :  nothiiy 
that  has  existence  can  be  indifferent  to  him."] 

Whin  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r ; 
WhenPhosbus  ^es  a  short-Uv'd  glow'r 

Far  south  the  lifi| 
Dim-darkening  through  the  flaky  show'r. 

Or  whirling  drift: 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rocked. 
Poor  labour  sweet  In  sleep  was  looked. 
While  bums,  wi'  snawy  wreeths  up-choked, 

Wild-eddying  swirl, 


Or  through  the  mining  ouUet  booked, 

Down  headlong  hurL 

Listening,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle. 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

0'  winter  war. 
And  through  the  drift,  deep-lairing  spraitle 

Beneath  a  scar. 

nk  happing  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing, 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
Delighted  ine  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cower  thy  chittering  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'e  T 

Ev'n  you  on  murd'ring  errands  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exiled, 
The  blood-stidned  roost,  and  sheep-cote  Bpoile( 

My  heart  forgets. 
While  pitiless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phccbe,  in  her  midnight  reign. 
Dark  muffled,  viewed  the  dreaiy  plain; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul. 
When  on  my  ear  this  plaintive  strain 

Slow,  solemn,  stole:— 

**  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust ! 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  ttoBt ; 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows ! 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 
More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting. 
Vengeful  malice  unrepenting, 
Than  heaven-illumined  man  on  brother  m 
bestows ; 
See  stem  oppression's  iron' grip. 
Or  mad  ambition's  gory  hand. 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  firom  the  slip. 
Woe,  want,  and  murder  o'er  a  land ! 
Even  in  the  peaceftil  rural  vale. 
Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale. 
How  pamper'd  luxury,  flattery  by  her  side. 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear. 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  T^nr, 
Looks  o'er  proud  property,  extended  wide ; 
And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind. 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  ahovr, 
A  creature  of  another  kind. 
Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd. 
Placed  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far»  thus  1 
below. 
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Where,  wbere  is  love's  fond,  tender  throe, 
Willi  lordlj  hononr'fl  lofty  brow, 
The  powers  you  prondlj  own  f 
Is  there,  beneath  loTe*8  noble  name. 
Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

To  bless  himself  alone ! 
Mark  maiden  innocence  a  prey 

To  loTe-pretending  snares, 
This  boasted  honour  tarns  away. 
Shunning  soft  pity's  rising  sway, 
Regardless  of  the  tears  and  nnayailing  prayers  I 
Peihaps  this  honr,  in  misery's  squalid  nest, 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast, 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rook* 
ing  blast  1 
Oh  ye  I  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down. 
Fed  not  a  want  but  what  yourselTes  oreate, 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate, 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 
HI  satisfied  keen  nature's  clamorous  ca)l. 
Stretched  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to 
sleep, 
While  through  the  ragged  roof   and  chinky 
wall, 
ChDl  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap ! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  guilt  and  poor  misfortune  pine  I 
Guilt,  erring  man,  relenting  view ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  fortune's  undeserved  blow  t 
Aflietion's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress, 
A  brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  bliss  I" 

I  heard  nae  mur,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw. 
And  hidled  the  morning  with  a  cheer — 

A  cottage-rousing  craw  I 

But  deep  this  truth  impressed  my  mind — 

Throu^  all  his  works  abroad. 
The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 

The  most  resembles  God. 


xm. 

REMORSE. 

A  JTBAaXSKT. 


((*  1  entlrtly  agree,"  my  Bans,  "with  the  author  of 
»  TkMonf  ^  Morul  B*ntimmu,  that  RamorM  it  the 
poiafal  aantimaat  that  eon  ambittar  the  hnmoA 
. ;  on  oHLtxmrj  pitch  of  fortltade  may  bear  up  admi- 
oMy  well,  onder  thoae  eaianitiM,  la  the  procaremeBt 


of  which  we  onraelvei  have  hod  no  hand :  bat  when  onr 
follies  or  criinea  have  made  ni  wretched,  to  bear  all 
with  manly  firmneu,  and  at  the  nune  time  have  a  proper 
penitential  lenee  of  onr  misconduct,  ii  a  gloriona  eObrt 
of  self-command."] 

Or  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace,    ^ 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with 

anguish. 
Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 
That  to  our  folly  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 
In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 
Has  this  to  say,  <  It  was  no  deed  of  mine  ;* 
But  when  to  idl  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sting  is  added--'  Blame  thy  fooUsh  te]f  V 
Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt, — 
Of  guilt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others ; 
The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  us, 
Nay,  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  ruin! 
0  burning  hell  I  in  all  thy  store  of  torments. 
There's  not  a  keener  lash  I 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  h*eart 
Feels  allHhe  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime. 
Can  reason  down  its  agonising  throbs ; 
And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment, 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace  T 
0,  happy  I  happy !  enviable  man ! 
0  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul  I 


xrv. 

THB  JOLLT  BEGGARS. 

A  CAKTATA. 

(This  inimitable  poem,  unknown  to  Carrie  and  unheard* 
of  while  the  poet  lived,  waa  first  given  to  the  world,  with 
other  characteriatle  pieces,  by  Mr.  Stewart  of  Glasgow, 
in  the  year  liSQl.  Some  have  surmised  that  it  is  not  the 
work  of  Burns;  but  the  parentage  is  certain:  the  original 
manuscript  at  the  time  of  its  composition,  in  1785,  was 
put  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Richmond  of  Mauchline,  and 
aAerwards  given  by  Bums  himself  to  Mr.  Woodbum, 
factor  of  the  laird  of  Craigengillan ;  the  song  of  «  For  a' 
thatt  and  a*  that"  was  inserted  by  the  poet,  with  bis 
name,  in  the  Mutitai  MuMwn  of  Febraary,  1790.  Cro- 
mek  admired,  yet  did  not,  from  overruling  advice,  print 
it  in  the  Rttiqius,  for  which  he  was  sharply  censured  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  the  Quarterly  Review.  The  scene 
of  the  poem  is  in  Mancbline,  where  Poosie  Nansie  had 
her  change-house.  Only  one  copy  in  the  handwriting 
of  Buma  ia  anppoeed  to  exist ;  and  of  it  a  very  accurate 
fac-aimile  haa  been  given.] 

BICITATIVO. 

Whxh  lyart  leaves  bestrew  the  yird. 
Or  wavering  like  the  biAlckie-bird, 
Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast ; 
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When  luulsta&es  diiye  wi'  bitter  sl^te 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite, 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest ; 
Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core 
0'  randie,  gangrel  bodies. 
In  Poosie-Nansie's  held  the  splore, 
To  drink  their  orra  daddies : 
Wi'  quaffing  and  laughing, 

They  ranted  an*  they  sang; 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

First,  neist  the  fire,  in  anld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  ireel  brac'd  iri'  mealy  bags, 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order ; 
His  dozy  lay  urithin  his  arm, 
Wi'  usquebae  an'  blankets  warm-^ 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger : 
An'  ay  he  ^es  the  tozie  drab' 
The  tither  skelpin'  kiss,     . 
,  While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  aumous  dish. 

nk  smack  still,  did  crack  still, 

Just  like  a  cadger's  irhip. 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up— . 

Ain. 

Tune— "iSbWier«'  Joy:' 

I  AM  a  son  of  Mars, 

Who  haye  been  in  many  wars. 

And  show  my  cuts  and  scars 

Whererer  I  come; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench, 
And  that  other  in  a  trench, 
When  welcoming  the  French 

At  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  dandle,  &c. 

My  'prenticeship  I  past 

Where  my  leader  breath'd  his  last, 

When  the  bloody  die  was  east 

On  the  heights  of  Abram ; 
I  serred  out  my  trade 
When  the  gallant  game  was  play'd. 
And  the  More  low  was  laid 

At  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
Lai  de  dandle,  &o. 

I  lastly  was  with  CurUs, 
Among  the  floating  batf  ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness 
An  inn  and  a  Hmb ; 


Yet  let  my  country  need  me. 
With  Elliot  to  head  me, 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stomps 

At  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

Lai  de  dandle,  &e. 

And  now  tho'  I  must  beg, 
With  a  wooden  ann  and  leg. 
And  many  %  tatter'd  rag 

Hanging  orer  my  bum, 
rm  as  happy  with  my  wallet, 
My  bottle  and  my  caUet, 
As  when  I  nsed  in  scarlet 

To  follow  a  drum. 

Lai  de  dandle,  &e. 

What  tho'  with  hoary  looks 
I  must  stand  the  winter  shores, 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks 

Oftentimes  for  a  home, 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell. 
And  the  tother  bottle  tell, 
I  could  meet  a  troop  of  hell. 

At  the  sound  of  a  drum. 

Lai  de  dandle,  &a 

BXOITATITO* 

He  ended ;  and  kebars  sheuk, 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar ; 
While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk. 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore ; 
A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skirl'd  out— encore ! 
But  up  arose  the  marUal  Chuck, 

And  laid  the  loud  uproar. 

'  AIB, 


Tun»— «^o2(fi(T  lad^t.'' 

I ONCS  was  a  maid,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when. 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  dad< 
Ko  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &c. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  bind 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  hia  trad* 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  Ms  cheek  was  so  rud 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  da  dal,  &e. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lu: 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  ebur< 
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lie  Tentor'd  the  sovl,  and  I  risk'd  the  bodj, 
'Tiras  then  I  proT'd  false  to  rnj  sodger  laddie. 
,  Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &c. 

Foil  soon  I  grew  side  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  hnsband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  Bpontoon  to  the  fife  I  iras  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  hnt  a  sodger  laddie. 

8ing,  Lai  de  dal,  &c. 

Bat  the  peace  it  redne'd  me  to  beg  in  despur, 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  in  a  Cnnningham  fair ; 
His  rags  regimental  they  flattered  so  gandy. 
My  heart  is  r^oic'd  at  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal,  &c. 

And  BOW  I  haye  Uy'd — I  know  notJiow  long, 

And  Btin  I  can  join  in  a  cop  or  a  song ; 

Bat  whilst  with  both  handl  I  oan  hold  tke  ^ass 

steady, 
Here's  to  thee,  mjihero,  mj  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  dal^  &e. 

UCITATIYO. 

Poor  Merry  Andrew  in  the  nenk. 

Sat  ganling  wi'  a  tinkjer  hixiie ; 
They  mind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teak. 

Between  themselyes  they  were  sae  bnsy : 
At  length  wi*  drink  and  courting  diziy 

He  stoitered  np  an*  made  a  face ; 
Then  tom'd,  an*  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzle, 

Syne  tnn'd  his  pipes  wi*  grare  grimace. 

AIR. 

Timo—^Auld  Sir  Symon." 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  foa, 
Sir  Knare  is  a  fool  in  a  session ; 

He's  there  bnt  a  'prentice  I  trow. 
But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 

Xy  grannie  she  bought  me  a  beak, 
And  I  held  awa  to  the  school ; 

I  fear  I  my  talent  mistenk. 
Bat  what  wlU  ye  hae  of  a  fbol  ? 

For  drink  I  woold  yentore  my  neck, 
A  hizzie's  the  half  o'  my  craft. 

Bat  what  conld  ye  other  expect, 
Of  ane  that* i  arowedly  daft  T 

I  aace  waa  ty*d  np  like  a  stirk. 
For  ciyilly  swearing  and  qnafiing ; 

I  ance  was  abased  in  the  kirk, 
Frr  toniling  a  laM  i'  my  daflla. 


Poor  Andrew  that  tombles  for  sport. 
Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  Jeer ; 

There's  ev'n  I'm  taold  i'  the  court 
A  tambler  ca'd  the  premier. 

Observ'd  ye,  yon  reyerend  lad 
Maks  faces  to  tickle  the  mob ; 

He  rails  at  oar  moontebank  squad, 
Its  riyalship  just  i'  the  job. 

And  now  my  eondasion  I'll  tell. 
For  faith  Pm  confoundedly  dry ; 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himsel', 
Gude  L— d !  he's  far  dafter  than  I. 

BIGITATirO. 

Then  neist  ontspak  a  raxicle  carlin, 
Wha  kent  fa*  weel  to  deck  the  sterling, 
For  monie  a  porsie  she  had  hooked, 
And  had  in  mony  a  well  been  dacked. 
Her  doye  had  been  a  Highland  laddie. 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu'  woodie ! 
Wi'  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highlandman. 

AIS. 

Tone—''  0  an  ye  wer§  dead,  guidman." 

A  Highland  lad  my  loye  was  born. 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  scorn ; 
But  he  still  was  faithfti'  to  his  clan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

cnonrs. 

Sing,  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandman  t 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman ! 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

With  his  philibeg  an'  tartan  plaid, 
An'  gude  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  &c. 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  liVd  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lalland  face  he  feared  none. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  ftc. 

They  banished  him  beyond  the  sea. 
Bat  ere  the  bad  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  John  Highlncdman. 

Sing,  hey,  kc. 
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But,  ooh  I  thej  eatoh'd  him  at  the  last, 
And  boiind  him  in  a  dungeon  fast ; 
My  corse  upon  them  ereiy  one. 
They've  hang*d  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hej,  &o. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn, 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  rethm : 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman* 

Sing,  hey,  &c. 

BSCITATIYO. 

A  pigmy  scraper,  wi*  his  fiddle, 

Wha  us'd  at  trysts  and  fairs  to  driddle. 

Her  strappan  limb  and  gausy  middle. 

He  reach'd  na  higher, 
Had  hol'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An'  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi'  hand  on  hunch,  an'  upward  e'e. 
He  croon'd  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three, 
Then  in  an  Arioso  key. 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi'  Allegretto  glee 

His  giga  solo. 

AIB. 

Txm^^^^WhiitU  o'er  the  lave  o*L" 

Let  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear. 
And  go  wi'  me  and  be  my  dear. 
And  then  your  erery  care  and  fear 
May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

CBOBUS.  ^ 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
An'  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  play'd, 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid. 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  and  weddings  we'se  be  there. 
And  0 !  sae  nicely's  we  will  fare ; 
We'll  house  about  till  Daddie  Care 
Sings  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't 

I  am,  &c. 

Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  byke. 

And  sun  oursells  about  the  dyke. 

And  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like, 

We'U  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't 

I  am,  &o. 

But  bless  me  wi'  your  heaVn  o'  charms, 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thiurms, 


Hunger,  cauld,  and  a'  sic  hanns, 
May  whistle  owre  the  lare  o't 

I  am,  &e. 

BSCITATiyO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  oaird, 

As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

And  draws  a  roosty  rapier- 
He  swoor  by  a'  was  swearing  worth. 

To  speet  him  like  a  plirer. 
Unless  he  wad  from  that  time  forth 

Relinquish  her  for  eyer. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended. 
And  pray'd  for  grace  wi'  ruefU'  face, 

And  sae  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  tho'  his  little  heart  did  grieto 

When  round  the  tinkler4>rest  her, 
He  feign'd  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve, 

When  thus  the  caird  ad^brd^'d  her : 

AIB. 

Tune—"  Clout  the  Caudron," 

My  bonny  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station : 
Tye  travell'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation : 
Ttc  taen  the  gold,  an'  been  enrolled 

In  many  a  noble  squadron : 
But  yain  they  search'd,  when  off  I  marcli 

To  go  and  dout  the  caudron. 

I've  taen  the  gold,  & 

Despise  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  imp* 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  caprin. 
And  tak  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
And  by  that  stoup,  my  faith  and  hovp^ 

An'  by  that  dear  Kilbaigie,' 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant. 

May  I  ne'er  weet  my  craigie* 

An'  by  that  stoup,  £ 

RKCITATITO. 

The  caird  preyaiVd— th'  unbluslung  fail 

In  his  embraces  sunk. 
Partly  wi'  loye  o'ercome  sae  sair. 

An'  partly  she  was  drunk. 

1 A  peeuliar  ■ort  of  whiskey. 
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8lr  TioIiiiOy  hiOk  an  air 

That  show'd  a  man  of  Bpnnk, 
yflah*d  imisoa  between  the  pair^ 

An*  made  the  bottle  climk 

To  thdr  health  that  night 

Bat  urchin  Cupid  shot  a  ahdft, 

That  play'd  a  dame  a  aha^ie, 
A  eulor  rak'd  her  fore  and  aft» 

Behint  the  chicken  oaTie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer'a  erafk» 

Tho'  limping  wi*  the  epavie. 
He  hirpl'd  np,  and  lap  like  daft, 

And  ahor'd  them  Dainty  Davie 

0  boot  that  night 


He  was  a  care-defjring  blade 

Aa  erer  Baechna  lie  ted, 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 

His  heart  she  erer  mise'd  it 
He  had  nae  wish  ^at— to  be  glad, 

Nor  want  bat — ^when  he  thirsted ; 
He  hated  nongbt  but — ^to  be  sad^ 

And  thns  the  Muse  raggested 

His  sang  that  night 


AIB. 

Tone— «/br  a'  thai^  an'  a*  that 

I  am  a  bard  of  no  regard 
Wi*  gentle  folks,  an'  a*  that : 

Bot  Homer-like,  the  glowran  byke, 
Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that 

CBOBUS. 

For  a*  that,  an*  a*  that, 
An'  twice  as  mneUe's  a'  that ; 

Pve  loai  Imt  ane,  Fre  twa  behin*, 
Vre  wife  enough  for  a'  that 

I  aoTer  drank  the  Hoses'  stank, 
Caatalia'a  bum,  an'  a'  that; 

Bat  there  it  streams,  and  riohly  reams. 
My  BeUoon  I  ea'  that 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

Crvat  lore  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair. 
Their  humble  slaye,  an'  a'  that ; 

Bat  lordlj  will,  I  hold  it  stiU 
A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that 

For  a'  that,  Ac. 

la  raptures  sweet  this  hour  we  meet, 
Wi*  mutual  lore,  an  a*  that : 

B«it  for  how  lang  the  flie  maj  stang, 
I^t  inclination  law  that 

For  a'  that,  Slo, 


ft 


Their  tricks  and  craft  haTO  put  me  dafl^ 
.They're  ta'en  me  in,  and  a'  that; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's  the  sex  1 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that 


CHOBUS. 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that. 
An'  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid. 
They're  welcome  till't  for  a'  that 

BKOITATIYO. 

So  sung  the  bard — and  Nansie's  was 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 

Re-echo'd  from  each  mouth : 
They  toom'd  their  pocks,  an'  pawn'd  their 

duds, 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fdds, 

To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 
Then  owre  again,  the  jorial  thrang, 

The  poet  did  request. 
To  loose  his  pack  an'  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best ; 
He  rising,  rejoicing,  « 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs 
Looks  round  him,  an'  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus.    • 

AIB. 

Tune— <<  JoUjf  MbrUdi,  fiU  ycur  Olatie$." 

Sal  I  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 
Mark  our  joTial  ragged  ring  I 

Bound  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 
And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

OHOBUS. 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast  I 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected. 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest 

What  is  titie  T  what  is  treasure  7 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where ! 

A  fig,  Ac. 

With  the  ready  triek  and  fable, 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day ; 

And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stable. 
Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 

A  ftg,  Ao. 


r 
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Does  the  train-attended  carriage 
Through  the  oonntry  lighter  rove? 

Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
IVitness  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 

A  fig,  &c. 

Life  is  all  a  yarioram, 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 
Let  them  cant  abont  decomm 

Who  haye  characters  to  lose. 

A  fig,  &c. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallets  1 
Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train  I 

Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets ! 
One  and  all  cry  ont — Amen ! 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected  I 
Liberty's  a  glorious  feast  I 

Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 
Churches  built  to  please  the  priest 


^  XV. 

DEATH  AND  DR.  HORNBOOK. 

A  T&UI   STOBY. 

[John  Wilaon,  rmiied  to  the  unwelcome  elevation  of 
hero  to  thu  poem,  wee,  at  the  time  of  its  compoeition, 
ichoolmaster  in  Tarbolton :  he  wqf ,  it  is  said,  a  fair 
scholar,  and  a  very  worthy  man,  but  vain  of  bis  know- 
ledge in  medicine— so  vain,  that  he  advertised  liis  merits, 
and  offered  advice  gratis.  It  was  his  misfortune  to 
encounter  Bums  at  a  mason  meeting,  who,  provoked  by  a 
long  and  pedantic  speech,  from  the  Dominie,  exclaimed, 
the  future  lampoon  dawning  upon  him,  "  Sit  down.  Dr. 
Hornbook.**  On  his  way  home,  the  poet  seated  himself  on 
the  ledge  of  a  bridge,  composed  the  poem,  and,  overcome 
with  poesie  and  drink,  fell  asleep,  and  did  not  awaken 
till  the  sun  was  shining  over  Galston  Moors.  Wilson 
went  aflerwnrds  to  Glaq^ow,  embarked  in  mercantile 
and  matrimonial  speculations,  and  prqepered,  and  is  still 
orospering.] 

80MB  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end. 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd : 
Ev'n  ministers,  they  ha'e  been  l|enn'd, 

In  holy  ropture, 
A  rousing  whid,  at  times,  to  vend, 

And  nairt  wi'  Scripture. 

But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell, 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befcl, 
Is  just  as  truo's  the  DeiVs  in  h-11 

Or  Dublin-city ; 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel 

'8  a  mucUe  pity. 


The  Claehan  yiU  had  made  ue  ciatj, 
I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty ; 
I  stacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  test  sj 

To  f^ee  the  ditches ; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  and  bushes,  kenn'd  ty 

Frae  ghaists  an'  witches 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glow'r 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre: 
To  count  her  horns  with  a'  my  pow'r, 

1  set  mysel ; 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  could  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  todlin  down  on  Willie's  mUl, 
SetUng  my  staff  with  a'  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker; 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  there  wi'  something  did  forgather, 

That  put  me  in  an  eerie  swither ; 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther, 

Clear-dangling,  hang 
A  three-taed  leister  on  the  ither 

Lay,  large  an*  lang. 

Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw. 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava : 

And  then,  its  shanks 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  an'  sma* 

As  cheeks  0'  branks. 

"Guid-cen,"  quo'  I;  " Friend, hae  ye 

mawin. 
When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin  ?" 
It  seem'd  to  mak  a  kind  0'  stan', 

But  naething  spnk  ; 
At  length,  says  I,  **  Friend,  where  ye  f;i 

WiU  ye  go  back  V 

It  spak  right  howe, — "  My  name  is  Den 
But  be  na  fley'd."— Quoth  I,  "Quid  fai 
Ye're  may  be  come  to  stap  my  breatli  ; 

But  tent  me,  billlo 
I  red  ye  weel,  take  care  0'  skaith. 

See,  there's  a  gull; 

''Guidman,"  quo'  he,  "put  up  your  wl 
I'm-  no  design'd  to  try  its  mettle  ; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kitUe 

To  be  mislcarM, 
I  wad  nae  mind  it,  no  that  spittle 

Out*owre  raj  beai 
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«•  Wed,  weel  V*  saja  I,  «  a  bargun  be't ; 

*<£T'n  them  htf  canna  get  attended. 

Come,  gies  your  hand,  an'  sae  we*re  gree't ; 
WeHl  Mtfe  onr  shanks  an'  tak  a  seat, 

Although  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it. 

Just  sh —  in  a  kail-blade,  and  send  it. 

Gome,  gies  your  news ! 

As  soon's  he  smeUs't, 

This  vhiU  ye  hao  been  moi^  a  gate 

Baith  their  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

At  mony  a  house. 

At  once  he  tells't 

'<Ay,  ay  r*  quo'  he,  an'  shook  his  head, 

"  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  and  whittles, 

*'Ift's  e*en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 

Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles. 

Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

An'  ohoke  the  breath: 

He's  sure  to  hae ; 

Folk  maim  do  something  for  their  bread, 

Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

An'  sae  maun  Death. 

As  A  BO. 

*<  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  hand  fled 

**  Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees ; 

6tn*  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 

True  sal-marinum  o'  the  seas ; 

An'  mony  a  scheme  in  Tain's  been  laid, 

The  farina  of  beans  and  pease. 

To  stap  or  scar  me ; 

He  has't  in  plenty ; 

IQl  ane  Hornbook's  ta'en  up  the  trade. 

Aqua-fortis,  what  you  please. 

An'  faith,  he'll  waur  me. 

He  can  content  ye. 

•'Te  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  Clachan, 

**  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons. 

D^  mak  his  kings-hood  in  a  spleuchan  1 

Urinus  spiritus  of  capons ; 

He*s  grown  sae  weel  a<^uunt  wi'  Buchan' 

Or  mite-horn  shayings,  filings,  scrapings, 

An'  ither  chaps. 

Distill'd  per  m; 

The  weans  hand  out  their  fingers  langhin 

Sal-alkali  o'  midge-tail  clippings. 

And  pouk  my  hips. 

And  mony  mae." 

«*8ee,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 

"Waes  me  for  Johnny  Ged's-Hole^  now^' 

They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 

Quo'  I,  "  If  thai  thae  news  be  true  I 

But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi'  his  art 

His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew. 

And  cursed  skill, 

Sae  white  and  bonie, 

Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f<— t, 

Nae  doubt  they'll  riye  it  wi'  the  plow; 

Damn'd  haet  they'll  kill. 

They'UruinJohniel" 

**  'Twaa  but  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh. 

I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

And  says,  "  To  need  na  yoke  the  plough. 

WI'  less,  r  m  sure,  I'to  hundreds  slain ;      * 

Kirkyards  will  soon  be  till'd  enough. 

Bnt-deil-ma-care, 

Tak  ye  nae  fear ; 

It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane. 

They'll  a'  be  trench'd  wi'  mony  a  sheug^ 

But  did  nae  mair. 

In  twa-three  year. 

**  Hornbook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art, 

"  Whare  I  kill'd  ane  a  fair  strae  death, 

And  had  sae  fortified  the  part, 

By  loss  o'  blood  or  want  of  breath. 

That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart. 

This  night  Fm  free  to  tak'my  aith. 

It  was  sae  blunt. 

That  Hornbook's  skill 

Fi«nt  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  claith. 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

By  drap  an'  pill. 

^  I  drcir  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, ' 

<' An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade. 

I  aeaxhand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry, 

Whase  wife's  twa  nicTes  were  scarce  wed  bred; 

Bat  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary, 

Gat  Uppence-worth  to  mend  her  head, 

With8too4  the  shock ; 

When  it  was  sair ; 

1  XBight  as  weel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

The  wife  slade  cannie  to  hor  bed. 

C  hard  whin  rock. 

But  ne'er  spak  mair 

1  BaeteB*g  Domestic  Medicine. 

a  The  grave-diggei 
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"  A  ooimtim  Iftizd  had  ta'en  the  batts, 
Or  some  curmurrmg  in  his  guts, 
HU  only  Bon  for  Hornbook  sets, 

An*  pays  him  well. 
The  lad,  for  twa  gnid  gimmer-pets, 

Waa  laird  himael. 

*<  A  bonnie  lass,  ye  kend  her  name, 

Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hoT*d  her  wame ; 

She  tnists  hersel,  to  hide  the  shame. 

In  Hornbook's  care ; 
Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame. 

To  hide  it  there. 

**  That*8  jast  a  swatch  o*  Hornbook's  way ; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

An's  weel  paid  for't; 
Tet  stops  me  o'  my  lawfa'  prey, 

Wi'  his  d-mn'd  dirt : 

"But,  harkl  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
Though  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o't ; 
I'll  nail  the  self-conceited  sot. 

As  dead's  a  herrin' : 
Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat, 

He  gets  his  fairin' !'' 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak'  the  bell 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal. 

Which  rais'd  us  baith : 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  myseV, 

And  sae  did  Death. 


XVI. 
*        THE  TWA  HERDS: 

OB, 

THE  HOLY  TULZIE. 

[The  actors  in  thii  indecent  drana  were  Moodie, 
minuter  of  Ricartonn,  and  Ruaiell,  helper  to  the  miniater 
of  Kilmarnock :  though  apottlet  of  the  "  Old  Light,** 
they  forgot  their  brotherhood  in  the  Tehemenee  of  con- 
troveny,  and  went,  it  it  eaid,  to  blowa.  "  Thia  poem,'* 
eays  Boma ,  "  with  a  certain  description  of  the  clergy  as 
well  as  laity,  met  with  a  roar  of  applause.''] 

0  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  you  firae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes, 
Or  wha  wiU  ttnt  the  waift  and  crocks, 

About  the  dykes  T 


The  twa  best  herds  in  a*  the  wast, 

That  e'er  ga'e  gospel  horn  a  blast,       *  • 

These  five  and  twenty  simmers  past, 

0 !  dool  to  tell, 
Ha'e  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

Atween  themsel. 

O,  Moodie,  man,  and  wordy  Russell, 
How  could  you  raise  so  rile  a  bustle, 
Ye'll  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle 

And  think  it  fine : 
The  Lord's  cause  ne^er  got  sic  a  twistle 

Sin'  I  ha'e  min'. 

0,  sirs !  whae'er  wad  ha'e  ezpeekit 

Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit, 

Yo  wha  wore  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit, 

To  wear  the  plud, 
But  by  the  brutes  themseWes  eleokit, 

To  be  their  guide. 

What  flock  wi*  Moodie's  Iftock  could  rank, 
Sae  hal^and  hearty  o^ery  shank, 
Nae  poison'd  sour  Arminian  stank. 

He  let  them  taste, 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  ay  clear  they  drank, — 

0  sio  a  feast  I 

The  thummart,  wil'-cat,  brock,  and  tod, 
Weel  kend  his  Toice  thro'  a'  the  wood, 
He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in, 
And  weel  he  lik'd  to  shed  their  bluid, 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  like  Russell  tell'd  his  tale. 
His  Toiee  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dale. 
He  kend  the  Lord's  sheep,  ilka  tul, 

O'er  a'  the  height. 
And  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale. 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scmb. 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club. 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drab. 

Or  pay  their  tUti ; 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  burning^  dnb. 

Or  heaye  them  in. 

Sic  twa— 0 1  do  I  live  to  see't, 
Sio  famous  twa  should  disagreet^ 
An'  names,  like  villain,  hypocrite, 

Hk  ither  gi'en, 
WhBe  New-Light  herds,  wi'  langhixi*  spi 

Say  ne!ther*fl  liein'  t 
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An'  ye  wlia  tent  the  gospel  fanld, 
There'e  Duncmn,  de^  and  Peebles^  eliaiil, 
Bat  dueAj  thov,  eposUe  Anld, 

We  tniBt  in  thee, 
That  thou  irilt  work  them»  hot  and  oanld. 

Tni  they  agree. 

Conaider»  Sire,  how  we're  beset ; 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  get 
Bat  comes  frae  mang  that  corsed  set 

I  winna  name ; 
J  hope  frae  hcav'n  to  see  them  yet 

In  fiery  flame. 

Dalrympl^has  been  lang  oar  fae, 
ITGiQ  has  wrought  us  meikle  wae. 
And  that  enra'd  rascal  call'd  M'Qohae, 

And  baith  the  Shaws, 
That  aft  ha'e  made  us  black  and  blae, 

Wr  Tongefu'  paws. 

AuU  Wodrow  lang  has  hatch'd  mischief, 
We  thought  ay  death  wad  bring  r^ef. 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief; 

Ane  to  succeed  him, 
A  ehield  whall  soundly  buff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mcny  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
Wha  Ihan  would  openly  rebel, 
Forbye  tnm-ooats  amaug  oursel. 

There's  Smith  for  ane, 
I  doubt  he's  but  a  grey-nick  quill, 

An'  that  ye'U  fin'. 

0!  a'  y«  flocks  o'er  a'  the  hills. 

By  moei— ,  meadows,  moors,  and  feys. 

Come,  Join  yoor  counsel  and  your  skills 

To  cow  the  lairds, 
And  get  the  brutes  the  powers  themsels 

To  choose  their  herds ; 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance^ 
And  Learning  in  a  woody  dance. 
And  that  USl  cur  ca'd  Common  Sense, 

That  bites  sae  sair, 
Be  b«nish'd  o'er  the  sea  to  France : 

Let  him  bark  there. 


Shaw's  and  Dalrymple's  eloquence, 
JTOOTb  dose  nerrous  excellence, 
MXtnhae's  pathetic  manly  sense. 

And  guid  ITMath, 
wr  Smithy  wha  thro'  the  heart  can  f^aace^ 

May  a'  pack  affl 


xvn. 

HOLY  WILLIE'S  PEAYER.. 

"And  Mod  the  fodlj  in  a  pet  to  pray." 

Fops. 

[Of  thii  nrcMtio  and  too  daring  poem  many  eopiei  in 
maaoMript  were  elrenUted  while  the  poet  lived,  bnt 
though  not  unknown  or  nnfelt  by  Cnrrie,  it  eoatinncd 
anpnbliehed  till  printed  by  Stewart  with  the  JoUf 
fieggan,  m  1601.  Holy  Willie  waa  a  mall  farmer: 
leading  elder  to  Auld,  a  name  well  known  to  all  lovera 
of  Bams;  aastere  in  ipeech,  lenipalotti  m  all  oatward 
obierraneee,  and,  w^at  is  known  by  the  name  of  a  **  pro- 
fesaing  Christian."  He  ezperienced|  however,  a  "  sore 
fall;"  he  permitted  himself  to  be  "  filled  foa/*  and  in  a 
moment  when  "self  ^ot  in>*  made  fkee,  it  is  aaid,  with 
the  money  of  the  poor  of  the  parish.  His  name  waa 
William  Fisher.] 

0  THOU,  wha  in  the  heayens  dost  dwell, 
•  Wha,  as  it  pleases  best  thysel', 

Sends  ane  to  heayen,  and  ten  to  heU, 

A'  for  thy  glory, 

And  no  for  ony  gude  or  ill 

They'ye  done  afore  thee  I 

• 

1  bless  and  praise  thy  matchless  might, 
Whan  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  night. 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifts  and  grace, 
A  bumin'  and  a  shinin'  light 

To  a'  this  place. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation. 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
I  wha  desenre  sic  just  damnation, 

For  broken  laws, 
Five  thousand  years  'fore  my  creation, 

Thro'  Adam's  cause. 

When  frae  my  Blither's  womb  I  fell. 
Thou  might  hae  plunged  me  in  hell. 
To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  waU, 

In  bumin'  lake, 
Whar  damned  derils  roar  and  yell, 

Chatn'd  to  a  stake. 

Yet  I  am  here  a  chosen  sample ;  - 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample ; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple. 

Strong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buclder,  an  example. 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

But  yet,  0  Lord  I  confess  I  must, 
At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust; 
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And  sometimes,  too,  wi'  wsrldly  trust, 

Tile  self  gets  in; 

Bat  thou  remembers  ve  are  dost, 

Defil'd  in  sin. 

0  Lord !  yestreen  thou  kens,  id'  Meg — 

Thy  pardon  I  sincerely  beg, 

0 !  may*t  ne*er  be  a  livin*  plague 

To  my  dishonour, 
An'  I'll  ne'er  lift  a  lawless  leg 

Again  upon  her. 

Besides,  I  farther  maun  allow, 

Wi'  lisxie's  lass,  three  times  I  trow — 

But  Lord,  that  Friday  I  was  foo. 

When  I  came  near  her. 
Or  else,  thou  kens,  thy  serrant  true 

Wad  ne'er  h^  ^$5^.^  1^^- 

» 
Maybe  thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn,  ' ' 

Beset  thy  servant  e'en  and  mom. 

Lest  he  owre  high  and  proud  should  turoi 

'Cause  he's  sae  gifted ; 
If  sae,  thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  borne 

Until  thou  lift  it 

Lord,  bless  thy  ohosen  in  this  place. 
For  here  thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 
But  God  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

And  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace 

And  public  shame. 

Lord,  mind  Oawn  Hamilton's  deserts, 
He  drinks,  and  swears,  and  plays  at  carts, 
Tet  has  sae  mony  takin'  arts, 

Wi'  grit  and  sma', 
Frae  God's  tan.  priests  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa. 

An'  whan  we  chasten'd  him  therefore. 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore, 
As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

0'  laughin'  at  us ; — 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  his  store. 

Kail  and  potatoes. 

Lord,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  pray'r. 

Against  the  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr ; 

Thy  strong  right  hand.  Lord,  mak  it  bare 

Upo'  their  heads. 
Lord  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare. 

For  their  misdeeds. 

0  Lord  my  God,  that  glib-tongu'd  Aiken, 
My  Tery  heart  and  saul  are  qualdn', 
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To  think  how  we  stood  groania*,  Bhstin', 

And  swat  wi'  dread, 

While  Auld  wi'  hingin  lips  gaed  ueakin* 

And  hung  his  hiad. 

Lord,  in  the  di^  of  yengeanoe  try  him, 
Lord,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  him, 
And  pass  not  in  thy  mercy  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  their  pray'r ; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em, 

And  dinna  spare. 

But,  Lord,  remember  me  an  mine, 
Wi'  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Ezoeird  by  nane, 
And  Af'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen! 


xvni. 

BPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WILLIE. 

p¥6  are  informed  by  Richmond  of  ManehllM,  1 
when  he  was  clerk  in  Gavin  Hamilton's  office,  Boms  cj 
in  one  morning  and  eaid,  **  I  have  jnet  composed  a  pc 
John,  and  if  yoo  will  write  it,  I  will  repeat  itJ> 
repeated  Holy  Willie's  Prayer  and  Epitaph ;  Hami 
came  in  at  the  moment,  and  having  read  them  with  ddi 
ran  laoghing  with  them  in  his  hand  to  Robert  Ai 
The  end  of  Holy  Willie  was  other  than  godly :  in 
of  his  visits  to  Manchline,  he  drank  more  thaa  wma  n 
fol,  fell  into  a  ditch  on  his  way  home,  and  was  f 
dead  in  the  morning.] 

Hbu;  Holy  Willie's  sair  wont  olaj 

Takes  up  its  last  abode ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear  the  left-hand  road. 

Stop  I  there  he  is,  as  sure'a  a  goo, 

Poor,  silly  body,  see  him ; 
Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  gran. 

Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  liim« 

Tour  brunataae  devilship  I  Me» 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye ; 

But  hand  your  nine-taU  eat  a  wee. 
Till  ance  you're  heard  my  Btory. 

Tour  pity  I  will  not  implore, 

For  pity  ye  hae  nane ; 
Justice,  alas!  has  gi'en  him  o*er. 

And  mercy's  day  is  gaen. 


Bui  liear  me,  bit,  deil  as  ye  are, 
Look  something  to  your  credit ; 

A  eoof  like  kirn  wad  istaln  your  name, 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it. 


THE  INVENTOBT; 

»9  AVSWKB  TO  A  KAHDATB  BT  TBI  8USTXT0B 

OV  THB  TAXBfl. 

(We  hare  heard  of  a  poor  pUy-ftctor  who,  by  « liixmor- 
ovB  iDfentoryof  bii  oflacts,  lo  moyed  the  comnunioaen 
of  the  income  tax,  that  they  remitted  all  claim  on  him 
fhea  aad  for  em ;  we  knowvot  that  thie  "very  hnmoioae 
ittfenunf  of  Baxae  had  aay  aneh  efleet  on  Mr.  Aiken,  the 
nrrexor  of  the  taxoe.  It  ie  dated  "  Moeegiel,  Febmery 
SSd,  1786,'*  and  ie  remarkable  for  wit  and  apiightlineBi, 
aad  for  the  information  which  it  gives  na  of  the  poet's 
babite,  honaehold,  and  agrieoltoral  implements.] 

Sib,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
I  send  you  here  a  faithAi*  list, 
0*  gades,  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith, 
To  wbiek  I'm  dear  to  gi'e  my  aitk. 

/mpnbiif,  tken,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  kave  four  bnites  o'  gallant  metUe, 
As  erer  drew  4ifore  a  pettle. 
My  laa^  afore's'  a  gade  anld  kas  been, 
An'  wigkt,  an'  wilfn'  a'  kis  days  been. 
My  Ian  akin's^  a  weel  gann  flllie, 
Tbnft  all  kas  bonie  me  kame  Arae  Slllie,* 
An'  your  anld  bnrro'  mony  a  time, 
In  days  wken  riding  was  nae  crime— 
Bot  aoee,  wkan  in  my  wooing  pride, 
I  tike  a  bloekkead  boost  to  ride, 
Tke  wilfa'  creature  sae  I  pat  to, 
(L^-d  pardon  a'  my  sins  an'  tkat  too !) 
I  play'd  my  flllie  sic  a  skaTle, 
Sbe's  a'  bedevil'd  witk  tke  spaTie. 
My  for  akin V  a  wordy  beast, 
As  e'er  in  tog  or  tow  was  trao'd. 
Tke  f onrtk's  a  Hig^Oand  Donald  basUe, 
A  d— n'd  red  wnd  Kilbnmie  blastie! 
Forbye  a  oowt  o*  eowt^s  tke  wale, 
Ab  erer  ran  afore  a  tail. 
If  ke  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast. 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  least. — 
Wkeel  carriages  I  ka'e  but  few, 
Tkree  carts,  an'  twa  are  feckly  new ; 

1  The  fore-horae  on  the  left-hand  in  the  plough. 

•  The  hindmost  on  the  leA-haod  in  the  plough . 
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Ae  anld  wkeelbarrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  an'  baitk  tke  trams  are  broken ; 
I  made  a  poker  o'  tke  spin'le. 
An'  my  anld  mitker  brunt  tke  trin'le. 

For  men  Tye  tkree  misckievons  boys. 
Bun  de'ils  for  rantin'  an'  for  noise ; 
A  gaudsman  ane,  a  tkrasker  t'otker. 
Wee  BaTock  kauds  tke  nowt  in  fotker.  * 
I  rule  tkem  as  I  ougkt,  discreetly, 
An'  aften  labour  tkem  completely ; 
An'  ay  on  Sundays,  duly,  nigktly, 
I  on  tke  Qnestions  targe  tkem  tigktly ; 
Till,  faitk,  wee  DaTook's  tum'd  sae  gleg^ 
Tko'  scarcely  langer  tkan  your  leg. 
He'll  screed  you  aff  Effectual  calling, 
As  fset  as  ony  in  tke  dwelling. 
Tve  nane  in  female  serran'  station, 
(Lord  keep  me  ay  frae  a'  temptation !) 
I  ka'e  nae  wife— and  tkat  my  bliss  is. 
An'  ye  ktfre  laid  nae  tax  on  misses ; 
An'  tken,  if  kirk  folks  dinna  clutck  me, 
I  ken  tke  deTiIs  darena  touck  me. 
Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heay'n  sent  me  ane  mae  tkan  I  wanted. 
My  sonsie  smirking  dear-bougkt  Bess, 
Ske  stares  the  daddy  in  ker  face, 
Enongk  of  ougkt  ye  like  but  grace ; 
But  ker,  my  bonnie  sweet  wee  lady, 
I'tc  paid  enougb  for  ker  already. 
An'  gin  ye  tax  ker  or  ker  mitker, 
B'  tke  If— d  I  ye'se  get  tkem  a'tkegitker. 


And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  of  license  out  Fm  takin' ; 
Frae  tkis  time  fortk,  I  do  declare 
I'se  ne'er  ride  korse  nor  kizsie  mair ; 
Tkro'  dirt  and  dub  for  Ufe  I'll  paidle, 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ; 
My  travel  a'  on  foot  I'll  skank  it, 
Fye  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  tkankit. 
Tke  kirk  and  you  may  tak'  yon  tkat, 
It  puts  but  little' in  your  pat ; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  buke. 
Nor  for  my  ten  wMte  skillings  Inke. 

Tkis  list  wi'  my  ain  kand  I  wrote  it, 
Tke  day  and  date  as  under  noted ; 
Then  know  all  ye  wkom  it  ooncems, 
Subter^  huie  Bobbbt  BuBlis. 

8  Kilmarnock. 

4  The  hindmost  horse  on  the  right-hand  in  the  ploogh 
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THE  HOLY  FAIR. 

A  robe  of  Meming  truth  and  truit 

Hid  crafty  obMrvation; 
And  Moret  hong,  with  poisoned  omt, 
■  The  dirk  of  Defamation : 
A  mask  that  like  the  gorget  ehow'd, 
Dye-varying  on  the  pigeon ; 
•     And  for  a  mantle  huge  and  broad, 
He  wrapt  him  in  Religion. 

HTPOCEItT  ▲•LA-MOOX. 

[The  eeene  of  this  fine  poem  is  the  churchyard  of 
Manshline,  and  the  subject  handled  so  cleverly  and 
sharply  is  the  laxity  of  manners  visible  in  matters  so 
solemn  and  terrible  as  the  administration  of  the  sacrament. 
"This  was  indeed|>'  says  Lockhart,  "  an  extraordinary 
performance :  no  partisan  of  any  sect  could  whisper  that 
malice  had  formed  its  principal  inspiration,  or  that  its 
chief  attraction  lay  in  the  boldness  with  which  indi- 
viduals, entitled  and  iMcastomed  to  respect,  were  held 
up  to  ridicule :  it  was  acknowledged,  amidst  the  sternest 
rautterings  of  wrath,  that  national  manners  were  once 
more  in  the  hands  of  a  national  poet."  "  It  is  no  doubt," 
soys  Hogg,  "a  reckless  piece  of  satire,  but  it  is  a  clever 
one,  and  must  have  cut  to  the  bone.  But  much  as  I 
admire  the  poem  I  must  regret  that  it  is  partly  borrowed 
from  Fergusson."] 

Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  mom, 

When  Nature's  face  is  fair, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com, 

An'  snuff  the  caller  air. 
The  rising  sun  owre  Galston  muirs, 

Wi'  glorions  light  was  glintin' ; 
The  hares  were  hirplin  down  the  furs, 

The  lav'rooks  they  were  chsntin' 

Fu'  sweet  that  day. 

As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

To  see  a  scene  sae  gay. 
Three  hiuies,  early  at  the  road. 

Cam  skelpin  np  the  way; 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefti'  black. 

Bat  ane  wi'  lyart  lining ; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a-wee  a-back. 

Was  in  the  fashion  shining 

Fa*  gay  that  day. 

The  twa  appeared  like  sisters  twin. 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claes ; 
Their  Yisage,  withered,  lang,  an'  thin« 

An*  soar  as  ony  slaes : 
The  third  cam  np,  hap-step-an'-lowp, 

Aa  light  as  ony  lambie, 
Aa'  ni'  a  curchie  low  did  etoop,       * 

Ai  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me. 

Fa'  kind  that  day. 


Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "fiweetlasB, 

I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me; 
Pm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonnie  face, 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 
Quo'  she,  an'  laughin'  as  she  spak, 

An*  taks  me  by  the  hands, 
'<  Ye,  for  my  sake,  hae  ^'en  the  fedc, 

Of  a'  the  ten  commands 

A  screed  some  day. 

<*  My  name  is  Fun — your  cronie  dear. 

The  nearest  friend  ye  hae; 
An'  this  is  Superstition  here. 

An'  that's  Hypoerisy. 
I'm  gaon  to  Maoehline  holy  fur. 

To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin : 
Gin  ye'U  go  there,  yon  ranki'd  pair. 

We  will  get  famous  laughin' 

At  them  this  day." 

Quoth  I,  «  With  a'  my  heart  I'll  do't ; 

I'll  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on, 
An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot; 

Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarfcia'  I" 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowdie-time 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  side  to  aidoi 

Wi*  monie  a  wearie  body, 

In  droves  that  day. 

Here  farmers  gash,  in  ridin*  graith. 

Gaed  hoddin  by  their  cottars ; 
There,  swankies  young,  in  braw  brald^cli 

Are  springin'  o'er  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpin  barefit,  thrang. 

In  silks  an'  soarlets  glitter ; 
Wi*  sweet-milk  cheese,  in  monle  a  vhan| 

An*  farls  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fa*  cramp  that  day. 

When  by  the 'plate  we  set  our  noae, 

Weel  ^leaped  up  wi*  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glowr  Black  Bonnet  throws^ 

An'  we  maon  draw  our  tippenoe. 
Then  inire  go  to  see  the  show. 

On  eT'ry  side  they're  gath'rin'. 
Some  carrying  dails,  some  ehaixs  an*  ati 

An'  some  are  basy  blethrin' 

Kight  lead  that  day. 

Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  abow'rSi 
An'  screen  oar  ooontva  gentry. 

There,  racer  Jess,  and  twa-tbrea  wh-n 
Are  blinkin'  at  the  entry. 
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tfts  a  raw  of  titlin*  jades, 
TTH  heaTing  breast  and  bare  neck, 
An*  there  a  batch  o'  wabster  lads, 
Blackgoarding  frae  Kilmarnock 

For  ftin  this  day. 

Here  some  are  thinkin'  on  tlieir  ains, 

An'  some  npo'  their  elaes ; 
Ane  enrtes  feel  that  tyVd  his  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prajs : 
On  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 

Wi'  ecrew'd  up  grace-proud  faces ; 
On  that  a^et  o'  chaps  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin'  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 

0  happy  18  that  man  an'  blest  I 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him ! 
Wha's  aia  dear  lass  that  he  likes  best,' 

Comes  dittkin'  down  beside  him ; 
Wi*  am  repos'd  on  the  chair  back. 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him ; 
Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  neck. 

All's  loof  upon  her  bosom, 

Unkenn'd  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  silent  expectation : 
For  Hoodie  speels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  damnation. 
Bhoold  Homie,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Hang  sons  o*  God  present  him. 
The  Tera  dght  o'  Hoodie's  face, 

To'a  ain  het  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

Hear  how  he  dears  the  points  o*  faith 

Wi'  ratlin*  an'  wi'  thumpin' ! 
Kow  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath. 

He's  stampin  an'  he's  jampin'  I 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  tum'd-up  snout. 

His  eldritch  squeel  and  gestures, 
Oh,  how  they  lire  the  heart  devout, 

Like  cantharidian  plasters, 

On  sic  a  day. 

Bot  hark !  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  Toiee : 

There's  peace  $n*  rest  nae  langer : 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise, 

Th^  canaa  sit  for  anger. 
Smith  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues, 

Oa  practice  and  on  morals ; 
An*  air  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs, 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 


What  signifies  his  barren  shine, 

Of  moral  pow'rs  and  reason  ? 
His  English  style,  an'  gestures  fine, 

Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season. 
Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  heathen. 
The  moral  man  he  does  define. 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day. 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poison'd  nostrum ; 
For  Peebles,  frae  the  water-fit, 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum : 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  God, 

An'  meek  an'  mim  has  riew'd  it. 
While  Common-Sense  has  ta'en  the  road, 

An'  aff,  an'  up  the  Cowgate,* 

Fast,  fast,  that  day. 

Wee  Hiller,  neist  the  guard  relieTes, 

An'  orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  belieyes, 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wiTCs'  fables : 
But  faith !  the  birkie  wants  a  manse, 

So,  cannily  he  hums  them  ;      • 
Altho'  his  carnal  wit  an'  sense 

Like  hafflins-ways  o'ercomes  him 

At  times  that  day. 

Now  but  an'  ben,  the  Change-house  fills, 

Wi'  yill-caup  commentators : 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  and  gills, 

An'  there  the  pint-stowp  clatters ; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  logic,  an'  wi'  scripture. 
They  raise  a  din,  that,  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

0'  wrath  that  day. 

Leeze  me  on  drink  I  it  pes  us  mair 

Than  either  school  or  college : 
It  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lair. 

It  pangs  us  fou'  o'  knowledge. 
Be't  whisky  gill,  or  penny  wheep, 

Or  ony  stronger  potion. 
It  nerer  fails,  on  drinking  deep, 

To  kittle  up  our  notion 

By  night  or  day.        • 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  bent 

To  mind  baith  saul  an'  body, 
Sit  round  the  table,  weel  content, 

An*  steei  about  the  toddy.  • 

t  A  strMt  10  caU«d,  -which  faeei  tbe  teat  inMuchJbie. 
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On  tluB  ane*8  dress,  an'  that  ano*s  leuk, 
They're  making  observations ; 

WhUe  some  a^e  oozie  i'  the  neuk. 
An'  formin'  assignations 

To  meet  some  day. 

Bat  now  the  Lord's  ain  trumpet  touts. 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin'. 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  shouts : 

Black  Russell  is  na'  sparin' : 
His  piercing  words,  like  Highlan*  swords, 

Divide  the  joints  and  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  Hell,  where  devils  dwell, 

Our  vera  sauls  does  harrow* 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

A  Taet,  unbottom'd  boundless  pit, 

Fill'd  fou  o'  lowin'  brunstane, 
Wha's  ragin'  flame,  an'  scorchin'  heat, 

Wad  melt  the  hardest  whun-stane ! 
The  half  asleep  start  up  wi'  fear. 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roarin'. 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'Twas  but  some  neibor  snorin' 

Asleep  that  day. 

• 

'Twad  be  owre  lang  a  tale  to  tell 

How  monie  stories  past, 
An*"  how  they  crowded  to  the  yill. 

When  they  were  a'  dismist : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches : 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches. 

An'  dawds  that  day. 

In  comes  a  gaucie,  gash  guidwife, 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife ; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  guidmen,  about  the  grace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother, 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gi'es  them't  like  a  tether, 

Fa'  lang  that  day. 

Waesuoks  I  for  him  that  gets  nae  lass, 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naething ; 
Sipa'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace, 

Or  melvie  his  braw  claithing ! 
U  wives,  be  mindfu'  anoe  yoursel 

How  bonnie  lads  ye  wanted. 


An'  dinna,  for  a  kebbuck-heel, 
Let  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a  day  I 

Now  Clinkumbell,  wi'  ratlin  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an*  croon ; 
Some  swagger  hame,  the  best  they  dow. 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  the  billies  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon : 
Wi'  faith  an**  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink, 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts 

0'  sinners  and  o'  lasses ! 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  nighti  are  gane. 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is. 
There's  some  are  fou  o'  love  divine ; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin 

May  end  in  houghmagandie 

Some  ither  day. 


1  Shakspeare^fl  Hamlot. 

t  AUadiag  to  a  acoffiiig  ballad  which  was  made  on  the 


XXI. 

THE  ORDINATION. 

«  For  seoM  they  Kttle  ow«  to  frgigal  heav^— 
To  j)loaM  the  mob  they  hide  the  little  glv*n.' 

[This  Mircaatio  aally  was  written  on  the  admis^.' 
Mr.  Maekinlay,  a«  one  of  the  ministera  to  the  Ij^U 
parochial  Kirk  of  Eilmaznock,  on  the  6th  of  April, 
That  reverend  poraon  was  an  Auld  Light  profeas'*! 
hii  ordination  incensed  all  the  New  Liglita,  henr 
bitter  levity  of  the  poem.  These  disBeaaions  hav< 
since  past  away:  Maekinlay,  a  pioaa  and  kind>h< 
sineereman,  lived  down  all  the  peraoaaiiUea  of  the « 
and  though  unwelcome  at  first,  he  soon  learned  to  i 
them  only  as  a  proof  of  the  powers  of  the  poet.] 

EiLXABNooK  wabstem  fldge  an*  claw. 

An'  pour  your  creeshie  nations ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw. 

Of  a'  denominations, 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an^  a*. 

An'  there  tak  up  your  stations ; 
Then  aff  to  Begbie's  in  a  raw. 

An'  pour  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  Connnon-Sensey  that  imp  o'  hell. 
Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder ;' 


admission  of  the  late  rerarond  aiid  worthy  Mr.  I 
to  the  Laigh  Kirk. 
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Bai  OlipIiaBt  aft  made  her  yell, 
An'  Bufisell  sair  misca'd  her ; 

This  day  Maokinlay  take  the  flail. 
And  he's  the  boy  will  bland  her ! 

He'n  clap  a  ahangan  on  her  tul, 
An'  set  the  bairns  to  dand  her 

Wr  dirt  this  day. 

Uak  haste  an'  torn  king  Darid  omre, 

An'  Ult  wi'  holy  clangor ; 
0*  double  Terse  come  gie  us  fonr, 

An'  aldrl  np  the  Bangor : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  np  a  stonre, 

Kae  mair  the  knates  shall  wrang  her, 
For  Heresy  is  in  her  pow'r. 

And  gloiionsly  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Gome,  let  a  proper  text  be  read, 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi'  rigour, 
Hew  graceless  Ham*  leugh  at  his  dad. 

Which  made  Canaan  a  niger ; 
Or  nuneas*  droye  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  wh-re-abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Zipponh,*  the  seauldin'  jad. 

Was  like  a  bhndy  tiger 

r  th'  inn  that  day. 

There,  tiy  his  mettle  on  the  creed. 

And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution. 
Thai  stipend  is  a  eamal  weed 

He  take  but  for  the  fashion ; 
And  pe  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed. 

And  punish  each  transgression; 
E^edal,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gie  them  sufficient  threshin'. 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

SeVy  aald  Kilmaniock,  cock  thy  tail. 

And  toss  thy  hens  f u'  <Santy ; 
Kae  msiff  thou'lt  rowte  out*owre  the  dale, 

Beeanse  thy  pasture's  scanty ; 
For  lapfti's  lM!ge  o'  gospel  kail 

Shall  fiU  thy  crib  in  plenty, 
An'  nnts  o'  grace  the  pick  ant  wale, 

9o  gi'en  hj  way  o'  dainty. 

But  ilka  day. 

5ae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  we'U  weep, 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  king  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

like  baby-eloafs  ^-dryin'  : 


n.  s  Nnmben,  zzT.  8. 

f&iilas,lT.ls. 


Come,  screw  the  pegs,  wi'  tuneful'  oheep, 
And  o'er  the  thairms  be  tryin' ; 

Oh,  rare  1  to  see  our  elbuoks  wheep, 
An'  a'  like  lamb-tails  flyin' 

Fu' fast  this  day ! 

Lang  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  aim, 

Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin'. 
As  lately  Fenwiok,  sair  forfaim. 

Has  proyen  to  its  ruin : 
Our  patron,  honest  man  I  Qleneaim, 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin' ; 
And  like  a  godly  elect  bairn 

He's  wal'd  us  out  a  true  ane,       • 

And  sound  this  day. 

Now,  Robinson,  harangue  nae  mair, 

But  steek  your  gab  for  erer : 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clerer; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear, 

Te  may  commence  a  shaver ; 
Or  to  the  Netherton  repair. 

And  turn  a  carpet-weayer 

Aff-hand  this  day. 

Mutrie  and  you  were  just  a  match, 

We  neyer  had  sic  twa  drones : 
Auld  Homie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch. 

Just  like  a  winkin'  baudrons : 
And  ay'  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretoh, 

To  fry  them  in  his  candrons; 
But  now  his  honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstane  squadrons. 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes 

She's  swingein'  through  the  city ; 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays! 

I  TOW  it's  unco  pretty : 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Ghreekish  HMe, 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty ; 
And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  she  says, 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morality  himseV, 

Embracing  all  opinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  gies  the  Uther  yell. 

Between  his  twa  companions ; 
See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  ftn, 

As  ane  were  peelln'  onions ! 
Now  there— they're  packed  aif  to  hell. 

And  banished  our  dominions. 

Henceforth  this  dsgr. 
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0,  li*pp7  day  1  rejoice,  rejoice  t 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morali^B  demure  decojs 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter : 
Machinlay,  BusseU,  are  the  boys, 

That  Heresy  can  torture : 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse, 

And  cove  her  measure  shorter 

By  th'  head  some  day. 

.Gome,  bring  the  tither  mntohkin  in, 

And  here's  for  a  conclusion, 
To  eyery  New  light'  mother's  son, 

Froyi  this  time  forth  Conftision : 
If  mair  they  deaye  us  wi'  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrusion. 
Well  light  a  spunk,  and  eVry  skin, 

We'U  rin  them  aflT  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day. 


zxn. 

THE  CALF.. 

TO  THB  BIT.  MB.  JAMBS  STITBB, 

Ob  hit  text,  BCalachi,  It.  8.-^<  And  yt  aball  go  forth, 
and  grow  np  ai  Calvu  of  the  itall.'' 

[Tlia  Ungh  which  thii  little  poam  niaed  agaiut 
8teT«a  wma  a  load  one.  Barna  compoaad  it  daring  tha 
aarmon  to  which  it  ralataa  and  rapaatad  it  to  Gavin 
Bamiltcm,  with  whom  ha  happened  on  that  day  to  dine. 
Tha  Calf— 4br  tha  name  it  aeema  atuck— came  to  Lon- 
don, where  the  younger  brother  of  Barna  heard  him 
preach  in  Covent  Garden  Chapel,  in  1790.] 

BiOHT,  Sir !  your  text  I'll  prore  it  true. 

Though  Heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance ;  there's  yoursel'  Just  now, 

God  knows,  an  unco  Calf! 

And  should  some  patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  deubt  na,  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye're  still  as  great  a  Stirk.     , 

But,  if  the  lover's  raptur'd  hour 
Shall  ever  be  your  lot, 
'  Forbid  it,  eVry  heayenly  poirer, 
Tou  e'er  should  be  a  stoti 

1 "  New  Light"  ia  a  cant  phraae  in  the  Weit  of  Scot- 
land, for  thoaa  religioaa  opiniona  which  Dr.  Taylor  of 
Nonriah  haa  defended. 


The*,  when  some  kind,  connubial  dear. 

Tour  but-and-ben  adorns. 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

And  in  your  lug,  most  roTerend  James, 
To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte. 

Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  yoor  elalffls 
To  rank  amang  the  nowte. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  grassy  hillock, 
Wi'  Justice  they  may  mark  your  head— 

**  Here  lies  a  famous  Bullock!" 


. 


xxm. 

TO  JAMES  SMITH. 

"  Fnendship !  myaterioaa  cement  uf  the  tonl ! 

Sweetener  of  life  and  aolder  of  aociaty ! 

I  owe  thee  much  !~'* 

Blaib. 

[The  Jamea  Smith,  to  whom  thia  epistle  is  addrasccKl 
was  at  that  time  a  smnll  shopkeeper  in  Maochline,  im< 
the  comrade  or  rather  follower  of  the  poet  m  all  hi 
merry  expeditions  with  "  YUl-caap  commentators."  U 
waa  present  in  Posie  Nansie*s  when  the  Jolly  Beff ai 
first  dawned  on  the  fancy  of  Bams :  the  comrades  of  Ui 
poet*B  heart  were  not  generally  very  soceeasfal  in  lift 
Smith  left  Mauchlioe,  and  established  a  calico-prinltr 
manafactory  at  Avon  near  Linlithgow,  where  his  fnei 
fonnd  him  in  all  appearance  prosperous  in  1788 :  bat  tb 
was  not  to  last ;  he  failed  in  his  apaculatioas  oAd  we 
to  tha  West  Indies,  and  died  early.  His  wit  wma  raa«! 
and  his  manners  lively  and  nnafTected.] 

DiAii  Smith,  the  sleest,  paukie  thief. 
That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief, 
Te  surely  hae  some  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  besom  ^et  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon, 
And  eVry  star  that  blinks  aboon, 
Te'ye  cost  me  ||wenty  pair  o'  shoon 

Just  gaun  to  ssq  jou  ; 
And  ev'ry  ither  pidr  that's  done, 

Mair  ta'en  Vm  wi*  yo 

That  auld  capricious  cariin,  Nature, 
To  mak  amends  for  scrimpit  stature. 
She's  tum'd  you  aff,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan  ; 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  every  feature 

She's  wrote,  tbe  Mai 


Just  ncnr  I've  ta'en  tfat  fit  o*  rliyme, 
Hy  iMrniie  noddle's  working  {«ime, 
If  J  &no7  jnrldi  it  up  snUune  ^ 

Wi*  hmsty  anmmon: 
Hfte  7e  n  leuniro-moment's  time 

To  hear  irbat'g  oomia'  ? 

BoBM  tkpa»  %  iiei^boiir'8  name  to  Ush ; 
Bono  Thyme  {ymn  tkoogktl)  for  needfti'  oaah: 
Some  rhyme  to  oonrt  the  conntra  clash. 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  nerer  fash; 

I  rhyme  for  fVm. 

The  star  that  roles  my  luckless  lot, 

Haa  fated  me.the  russet  coat, 

An'  danm'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat ; 

But  in  requit, 
Haa  blest  me  with  a  random  shot 

O*  countra  wit 

ThiB  while  my  notion's  ta'en  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid  black  prent; 
Bui  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries  **  Hooliel 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent ! 

•  Te'll  shaw  your  foUy. 

**  There's  ither  poets  much  your  betters, 
Fkr  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 

A'  future  ages : 
ll«v  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tatters. 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Then  farewell  hopes  o'  laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetio  brows ! 
Henceforth  Til  rore  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  tibran^ 
An'  tea«h  the  lanely  heights  an*  howes 

My  rustio  sang. 

rU  wander  on,  with  tentless  heed 
How  nerer-halting  moments  speed, 
TiU  Ihte  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread ; 

Then,  aU'unknown, 
in  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone  I 

Baft  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale  T 
Juat  now  we're  li?iag  sound  and  hale, 
Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

Heave  care  o'er  side  I 
And  l«rge,  bel6re  e^yment's  gale» 

Let's  Uk  the  tide. 


This  life,  sae  far's  I  understand. 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy  land. 
Where  pleasure  is  the  magic  wand, 

That,  wielded  right, 
Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu'  light. 

The  magic  wand  then  let  us  wield ; 
For,  ance  that  fiye-an'-forty's  speel'd. 
See  craxy,  weary.  Joyless  eild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  fMC, 
Comes  hosUn',  hiiplin',  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  creepin'  pace. 

When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin', 
Then  fareweel  racant  careless  roamin' ; 
An'  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin'. 

An'  social  noise ; 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman ! 

The  joy  of  joys  I 

0  Life  I  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning  I 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

We  frisk  away. 
Like  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning. 

To  joy  and  play. 

* 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 
ITmnindM  that  the  thorn  is  near,    • 

Among  the  leaves ; 
And  tho*  the  puny  wound  appear. 

Short  while  it  grieyes. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot. 
For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  swat ; 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain; 
And,  haply,  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  disdain. 

« 

With  steady  aim  some  Fortune  chase ; 
Keen  hope  does  eVry  sinew  brace; 
Thro*  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race. 

And  seize  the  prey ; 
Then  cannie,  in  some  cosie  place, 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan'. 
Poor  wights  1  nae  rules  nor  roads  obserrin' ; 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swerrin'. 

They  zig-iagon; 
'Till  curst  with  age,  obscure  an'  starrin', 

They  aften  groan. 


I 


88 


THE  POETICAL  WOEKS 


Alas  I  what  bitter  toil  an'  straininf 

Cut  truce  with  peevish,  poor  complaining ! 

Is  fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning  ? 

£*en  let  her  gang  I 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let's  sing  oar  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 

And  kneel,  "  Ye  Pow'rs,"  and  warm  implore, 

"  Tho'  I  should  wander  terra  e'er. 

In  all  her  climes, 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Ay  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

'<  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  lairds. 
Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards ; 
Gie  fine  braw  does  to  fine  life-goards, 

And  maids  of  honour ! 
And  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  cairds. 

Until  they  sconner. 

*'  A  title,  Dempster  merits  it ; 

A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt ; 

Gie  wealth  to  some  be-ledger'd  cit, 

In  cent,  per  cent. 
But  c^Te  me  real,  sterling  wit, 

And  I'm  content. 


''While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
ril  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  water-brose,  or  muslin-kail, 

Wi'  cheerfu'  face, 
As  lang's  the  muses  dinna  foil 

To  say  the  grace. 


If 


An  anzions  e'e  I  neyer  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jonk  beneath  misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may ; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

0  ye  donee  folk,  that  live  by  rule. 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Gompar'd  wi'  yon-— O  fool  I  fool !  fool  I 

How  much  unlike  I 
Tour  hearts  are  just  a  stancUng  pool. 

Tour  lives  a  dyke  I 

Kae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces, 
In  your  nnletter'd  nameless  faces  I 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Te  never  stray, 
But  gravissimo,  solemn  basses 

Te  hum  away. 


Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  donbt  ye^re  wise; 

Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise* 

The  hairum-Bcarum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rattling  squad  i 
I  see  you  upward  cast  your  eyes— 

Ye  ken  the  road— 

Whilst  I— but  I  riiall  hand  me  there— 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where- 
Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair. 

But  quat  my  sang. 
Content  wi'  you  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


XXIV. 
THE  VISION. 

DVAX  FIAST.f 

[The  Vilioa  and  tho  Briggn  of  Ayr,  are  laid  bj  Jeffrey 
to  be  "  the  only  pieces  by  Bama  which  e«a  be  elaiied 
under  the  head  of  pare  fiction  :'*  bnt  Tarn  o'  Sbtatei 
and  twenty  other  of  his  compositions  have  an  equal 
right  to  be  classed  with  works  of  fiction.  The  editioii 
of  this  poem  published  at  Kilmarnock,  difTen  in  sonu 
particulars  from  the  edittoaa  which  followed  in  Edln- 
burgh.  The  maiden  whose  foot  was  so  handsome  as  U 
match  that  of  Coila,  was  a  Bess  at  first,  but  old  aifectioi 
triumphed,  and  Jean,  for  whom  tlie  honour  was  froc 
the  first  designed,  regained  her  place.  The  robe  o 
Coila,  too,  was  expanded,  so  far  indeed  that  she  g( 
more  cloth  than  she  could  well  carry.] 

Thb  sun  had  elos'd  the  winter  day. 
The  curlers  quat  their  roaring  play, 
An'  hunger'd  maukin  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green. 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betraj 

Whare  she  huB  been. 

The  thresher's  weary  flin^n'-tree 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me ; 
And  when  the  day  had  elos'd  his  e*e 

Far  i'  the  west, 
Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelia^ 

I  gaed  to  real. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 

I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek. 

That  fill'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek. 

The  anld  olay  biggin' ; 
•    An'  heard  the  reiBtlesfl  rattens  sqaeak 

About  the  riggin*. 

1  DttOM,  a  term  of  Ossian's  for  the  different  dirial 
of  a  digressive  poem.  See  his  "  Cath-L(NlsL,*>  vol.  k 
Maopherson's  translation. 
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AH  in  tikis  mottie,  misty  elime, 
I  bftckward  nrased  on  wastet  time. 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfu'  prime, 

An*  done  nae  thing, 
Bttt  stringin'  blethers  up  in  rhyme. 

For  fools  to  sing. 


Had  I  to  goid  advice  b«t  hcrlit, 
I  might,  hy  thit  hae  led  a  market, 
Or  Btrvttfld  ia  a  bank  an*  elarkit 

My  cash-accoont : 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-saridt, 

Is  a'  th'  amonnt 

I  aitaiied,  mntfring,  bloekhead!  ooof  1 
And  hea^d  on  hi^^  my  waukit  loof. 
To  nrear  by  %*  yon  starry  roof. 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I9  henceforth,  would  be  rhyme-proof 

im  my  last  breath— 
« 
When,  elickl  the  rtriBg  the  sniek  did  draw : 

Aad,  jee  I  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 
An'  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw. 

Now  bleesin*  bright, 
A  ti^t  outlandish  hizsie,  braw 

Come  AiU  in  ught 

Te  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  wisht ; 
The  iitfsnt  aith,  half-form'd,  was  crusht ; 
I  ^owr'd  aa  eerie's  Fd  been  dnsht 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
When  fweet,  like  modest  worth,  she  blusht, 

And  stepped  ben. 

Gr«en,  dtnder,  leaf-clad  holly-bonghs 
Were  twitted,  gracef^',  round  her  brows, 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token ; 
An'  eome  to  stofi  those  reckless  tows, 

Won*d  soon  be  broken. 

A  ^'hair-briinM,  sentimental  trace*' 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face ; 
A  wiUDy-wit^,  nutie  grace 

Shone  fun  npon  her : 
Her  ty%  ei^n  tam*d  on  empty  space,' 

Beam*d  keen  with  honour. 

X^owtt  iow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen, 
*mi  half  ateg was  serimply  seen : 


L 


WftlUCM. 

William  WsUace. 

WftlUec,  of  Richardton,  eonnn  to  th«  immor- 
pUMi  I'tf  of  flcottirii  indapaadaiiee. 
WallsM,  LaM  flCCfalfie,  wbo  was  aoeond  hi  com* 


And  snch  a  leg !  my  bonnie  Jean 

Conld  only  peer  it ; 

Sae  stranght,  sae  taper,  tight,  and  clean, 

Nane  else  came  near  it. 

Heipnantle  large,  of  greenish  hue, 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 

Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-mingling,  threw 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seem'd  to  my  astonished  view, 

•     A  well-known  land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost: 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast. 

With  surging  foam ; 
There,  distant  shone  Art's  lofty  boast, 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Doon  pour*d  down  his  far-fetch*d  floods ; 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  stately  thuds : 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  shore ; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 

An  ancient  borough  rear'd  her  head ; 

Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read,        ^ 

She  boasts  a  race. 
To  ey'ry  nobler  virtue  bred. 

And  pollsh'd  grace. 

By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair. 

Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  ur. 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern ; 
Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare. 

With  feature  stem. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel. 

To  see  a  race'  heroio  wheel. 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dy*d  steel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  back-recoiling  seem'd  to  reel 

Their  southron  foes. 

His  Country's  Saviour,'  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Riohardton's*  heroic  swell ; . 
The  chief  on  Sark^  who  glorious  fell. 

In  high  command ; 

maad  under  Donglai,  Earl  of  Ormond,  at  the  famoufl 
battle  on  tha  banki  of  Sark,  fought  anno  1448.  That 
gloriona  victory  was  principally  owii^  to  tha  judicions 
eottduet  and  intrepid  valoar  of  tha  gallant  laird  of  Craigie, 
wbo  diad  of  hit  wonnds  altar  tha  action. 
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And  He  vhom  nttfaless  fates  expel 

Hia  natiYe  land. 

There,  irhere  a  eceptr'd  Piotish  shade* 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  lud, 
I  mark'd  a  marUal  race  portray'd 

In  colours  strong ; 
Bold,  soldier-feator'dt  nndismay'd 

Thej  strode  along. 

Thro'  many  a  wild  romantic  groTe,' 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancy'A  ooTe, 
(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  loye,) 

In  mosing  mood, 
An  aged  judge,  I  saw  him  rove. 

Dispensing  good. 

With  deep-stmclc,  reyerendal  awe,* 
The  learned  sire  and  son  I  saw. 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  law 

They  gaTe  their  lore, 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw ; 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydone's  braTO  ward<  I  well  could  spy. 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye ; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by. 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  Patriot-name  on  high 

And  hero  shone. 


DUAK  SKOOITD. 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  Tiew'd  the  heaTenly-seeming  fair; 
A  whisp'ring  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet 

"  All  hul !  My  own  inspired  bard  t 
In  me  thy  natiTe  Muse  regard  I 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

Thus  poorly  low  I 
I  come  to  glre  thee  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

"  Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land. 
Has  many  a  light  aerial  band, 

1  Coilui,  king  of  the  Pieti,  from  whom  the  dUtriet  of 
Kyle  ia  Mid  to  take  its  name,  Ilea  baried,  m  kndltieB 
■ayi,  near  the  family  aeat  of  the  Montgomeriee  of  Coili- 
Seld,  where  hie  barial-plaee  ie  itill  ehown. 

f  Bankimming,  the  eeat  oi  the  late  Lord  Jaetiee-Clerk 


Who,  all  beneath  his  high  oonoiind, 

Harmoniously,  ' 

As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Their  labours  ply. 

"  They  Scotia's  race  among  them  share ; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  care. 

The  tuneful  art 

« 'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reekuig  gore, 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits,  pour; 
Or  'mid  the  Tenal  senate's  roar. 

They,  sightiess,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore, 

And  grace  the  hand. 

''  And  when  the  bard,  or  hoaxy  sage, 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  wild,  poetic  rage 

In  energy, 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye. 

*<  Hence  Fullarton,  the  braye  and  young ; 
Hence  Dempster's  seal-inspired  tongue ; 
Hence  sweet  harmonious  Beattie  sung 

His  *  Minstrel'  lays ; 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung, 

The  sceptic's  bays. 

"  To  lower  orders  are  assign'4 
The  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind. 
The  rustic  bard,  the  lab'ring  bind. 

The  artisan ; 
All  choose,  as  yarious  they're  inclin'd 

The  TarlouB  man. 

**  When  yellow  wayes  the  heayy  grain. 
The  threat'ning  storm  some,  atrengl j,  re 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain. 

With  tillag«.«kUl ; 
And  some  instruct  the  shepherd-train, 

Biythe  o'er  the  hilL, 

**  Some  hint  the  lover's  harmless  wile ; 
Some  grace  the  maiden's  artien  auile  ; 

(Sir  Thomas  Miller  of  Glenlee,  aflerwarda  Preakd 
the  Court  of  Seaiion.) 

s  Catrine,  the  eeat  of  Profeiaor  Dugald  Sterirart. 

4  Colonel  FttUarloa. 
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SoBM  soothe  tike  lab'rer's  wetry  toil, 
•  For  humble  gains. 

And  make  his  eottege-seeiies  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

» 

**  Some,  botmded  to  a  distriet-spaoe, 
Bxplore  at  large  man's  infant  race, 
To  mark  the  embiyotie  trace 

Of  nutiobard: 
And  carefU  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

A  gnide  and  guard. 

^Of  these  am  I — Coila  mj  name ; 
And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  of  fame, 

Held  ruling  pow'r : 
I  mark'd  thj  embryo-tuneftil  flame, 

Thj  natal  hour. 

**inth  itetnre  hope,  I  oft  wonld  gase, 

Fond,  on  thy  little  earl j  ways, 

Ihj  mdely  cairolVd,  chiming  phrase, 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 
FSr'd  at  the  simple,  artleas  lays 

Of  other  times. 

*'  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore, 
Ddighted  with  the  dashing  roar ;  • 
Or  vhen  the  north  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  through  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  Nature's  lisage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

''Or  when  the  deep  green-mantled  earth 
Warm  eherish'd  eVry  floweret's  birth. 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

In  ev'ry  grove, 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  boundless  love. 

''When  ripe&'d  fields,  and  asure  skies. 
Called  forth  the  reaper's  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joys. 

And  lonely  stalk, 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise 

In  pensive  walk. 

••  When  youthlU  love,  warm-blushing,  strong, 
Seea-ehivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  gratefUl  to  thy  tongue,  * 

Xh'  adored  Name 
I  tao^t  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

*  To  soothe  thy  flame. 


"  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play. 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  derious  way. 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor^ray, 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  Heaven. 

"I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains. 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains. 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fame  entends ; 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains, 

Beconve  thy  friends. 

"Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show, 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe. 

With  Shenstone's  art ; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow, 

Wann  on  the  heart. 
• 
"  Yet,  all  beneath  the  unrivall'd  rose, 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows ; 
Tho'  large  the  forest's  monarch  throws 

His  army  shade, 
Tet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows, 

Adown  the  glade. 

"  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shine ; 
And,  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard. 
Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatching  thine, 

A  rustic  bard. 

"To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one, 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan ; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  man. 

With  soul  erect ; 
And  trust,  the  universal  plan 

Will  all  protect 

*<  And  wear  thou  this,"— she  solemn  said. 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head : 
The  polish'd  leaves  and  berries  red 

Did  rustling  play; 
And  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away. 


^•» 
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XXV. 

HALLOWEEN.* 

«  Tai !  let  th«  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 
Tlie  umple  pleamres  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more 'dear,  eongenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloM  of  art.'* 

'    GOLMKXTH. 

[Thie  Poem  contains  a  lirely  and  itriking  pietor*  of 
some  of  the  aaperatitioui  obserrancet  of  old  Bcotlaiid : 
on  Halloween  the  derire  to  look  into  futurity  wae  once 
all  bat  nnivenal  in  the  north;  and  the  oharme  and  ipelle 
which  Barna  describee,  form  bnt  a  portion  of  thoee 
employed  to  enable  the  peasantry  to  hare  a  peep  op  the 
dark  vista  of  the  fatnre.  The  scene  is  laid  on  the  romantie 
shores  of  Ayr,  at  a  farmer's  fireside,  and  the  actors  in  the 
rustic  drama  are  the  whole  household,  inelndinff  super- 
numerary reapers  and  bandsmen  about  to  be  disehari^ 
ftom  the  engagements  of  harvest.  "  I  never  can  help 
regarding  this,"  says  James  Hogg,  "  as  rather  a  trivial 
poem!"] 

■ 

Upon  that  niglit,  irhen  fairies  light 

On  CassilU  Downans'  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 
Or  for  Colean  the  rout  is  ta*en, 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 
There,  up  the  Cove,'  to  stray  an'  rove 

Amang  the  rocks  an'  streams 

To  sport  that  night 

Amang  the  bonnie  winding  banks 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimplin*,  clear. 
Where  Bruce^  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 

An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear, 
Some  merry,  friendly,  oountra  folks, 

Together  did  convene. 
To  bum  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks. 

An'  hand  their  Halloween 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 

1  Is  thought  to  be  a  night  when  witches,  devils,  and 
other  mischief-making  beings  are  all  abroad  on  their 
baneful  midnight  errands:  purtienlarly  those  aSrial  people, 
the  Fairies,  ere  said  on  that  night  to  hold  a  grand  anni- 
versary. 

s  Certain  little,  romantic,  rocky  green  hills,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  ancient  seat  of  the  Earls  of  Cassilis. 

*  A  noted  cavem  near  Colean-house,  called  the  Cove 
of  Colean  which,  as  well  as  Cassilis  Downons,  is  famed 
in  country  story  for  beiiy  a  favourite  haunt  of  fairies. 

4  The  famous  family  of  that  name,  the  ancestors  of 
Robert,  the  great  deliverer  of  his  country,  were  Earls 
of  Carrick. 

5  The  first  ceremony  of  Halloween  is,  palling  each  a 
Stock,  or  plant  of  kail.  Tbey  mast  go  out,  hand-in-hand, 
with  eyes  shat,  and  pull  the  first  they  meet  with :  its 
being  big  or  little,  straight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of 
the  size  and  shape  of  the  grand  object  of  all  their  spello— 
the  husband  or  wife.    If  any  yird,  or  earth,  stick  to  the 


The  lasses  feat,  aa'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fiae; 
Their  faces  blythe,  fu'  sweetly  kjthe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin'; 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer  babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  gartea. 
Some  unco  blate^  aa'  aone  wi'  gabs^ 

Oar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin' 

fast  at  night 


Then,  first  and  foremost,  thro'  the  kail, 

Their  stocks^  maun  a'  be  sought  ance; 
They  steek  their  een,  an'  graip  an'  wale, 

For  muckle  anes  an'  straught  anes. 
Poor  barrel  WiU  fell  aff  the  drift, 

An'  wander'd  through  the  bow-k&il, 
An'  pou't,  for  want  o*  better  shift, 

A  runt  was  like  a  sow-tail, 

Sae  bow't  that  night 

Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  aaae. 

They  roar  an*  cry  a*  ihrou'ther; 
The  vera  wee-things,  todl2n%  rin 

Wi'  stocks  out-owre  their  shouther ; 
An'  gif  the  custoc's  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  Joctelegs  they  taste  them ; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  placed  them 

To  lie  that  lught. 

The  lasses  staw  frae  mang  them  a' 

To  pou  their  stalks  o'  com  ;* 
But  Bab  slips  out,  an'  Jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muckle  thorn : 
He  grippet  Nelly  hard  an*  fast; 

Loud  skirVd  a'  the  lasses ; 
But  her  tap-pickle  maist  was  lost. 

When  kinttlin'  in  the  faase-hoiue^ 

Wi'  him  that  mghU 

root,  that  is  tocher,  or  fortune;  and  the  tasta  of  the  cua 
that  is,  the  heart  of  the  stem,  is  indieativB  of  the  hat 
temper  and  disposition.  Lastly,  the  stems,  or,  to 
them  their  ordinary  appellatioa,  the  nmta,  are  pi 
somewhere  above  tlie  heed  of  the  door }  oad  the  Cbri 
names  of  the  people  whom  ehssee  brioga  into  the  h 
ere,  according  to  the  priority  of  placing  the  ruoti 
names  in  question. 

i  They  go  to  tiie  bam-yord,  and  pull  •uch   at 
several  times,  a  stalk  of  oats.    If  the  Uiinl  etalk  % 
the  top-pickle,  thst  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the  > 
the  party  in  question  will  come  to  the  marrijise-be«i 
thioK  bot  a  maid. 

T  When  the  corn  is  in  a  doubtful  state,  by  b«ir 
green  et  wet,  the  stack-builder,  by  meaae  of  old  u 
Jkc,  makes  a  large  apartment  in  his  stack,  with  »n 
log  in  the  side  which  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wrinti 
he  calls  a  fause-house. 
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The  ftold  guidwife's  weel  lioordet  nits' 

Are  round  an*  round  divided. 
An'  monie  Uds*  an'  lasses'  fates 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle,  eouthie,  side  bj  side, 

An'  bum  thegiiher  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa'  wi'  sauey  pride. 

And  jump  ont-oirre  the  chimlie 

Fn'  high  that  mght 

Jean  slips  in  twa  iri'  teniie  e'e ; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Joclc,  an'  this  is  me, 

She  sajs  in  to  hersel' : 
He  bleei'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  him, 

As  they  wad  nerer  mair  part ; 
TQl,  fuff  I  he  started  up  the  lum, 

An*  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

To  see't  that  night. 

Poor  WilUe,  wi'  his  bow-kaU  runt, 

Waa  bnmt  wi'  primsie  MaUie ; 
An'  Mallie^  nae  doabt,  took  the  drunt, 

To  be  compaz'd  to  Willie ; 
Van's  nit  Up  out  wi'  pridef^'  fling. 

An'  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it ; 
WhiU  milie  lap,  and  swoor,  by  jing, 

Twaa  just  the  way  he  wanted 

To  be  that  night. 

KcH  had  the  fause-house  in  her  min', 

She  pita  hersel  an'  Bob  in ; 
la  lonng  bleese  they  sweetly  join, 

Tin  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin' ; 
FeB's  heart  was  dancin'  at  the  riew, 

She  whisper'd  Bob  to  leuk  for't : 
Bob,  stownns,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou', 

Fn'  oode  la  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night. 

But  Verran  sat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell; 
&M  lea'ea  them  gashin'  at  their  oraoks, 

And  slips  out  by  hersel' : 
She  through  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

Aa'  to  the  kila  ahe  goes  then, 

I  Bmlm  the  floti  it  a  fkmonaebann.  Th«y  name  the 
M  «ad  hkOi  to  eieh  partienUr  nut,  u  they  lay  them  in 
^m  Ira,  aad  aeeording  at  they  bum  qaietly  together,  or 
thtt  hem  bnide  one  another,  the  coane  and  iimxe  of  the 
wenttakip  will  be, 

eWboinref  would,  with  suceen,  try  thia  ipell,  mnft 
miis&f  ulieerre  tbeae  directiom:  Steal  out,  all  alouo,  to 
I,  nadf  daridiiif ,  throw  into  the  pot  a  cine  of  blue 
It  ifl  a  due  off  the  old  one ;  and  towarda  the 


An'  darklins  graipit  for  the  banks. 
And  in  the  blue-olue>  throws  then. 

Bight  f ear't  that  night. 

An'  ay  she  win't,  an'  ay  she  swat, 
I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin* ; 
.  'TiU  something  held  within  the  pat, 
Guid  L — dl  but  she  was  quaukin^I 
But  whether  'twas  the  Deil  himsel'. 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  BeU, 
She  did  na  wait  on  talkin' 

To  Bpiet  that  night. 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  grannie  says, 

"  WiU  ye  go  wi'  me,  grannie ! 
m  eat  the  apple*  at  the  glass, 

I  gat  frae  uncle  Johnnie :" 
She  fu9t  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt, 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin'. 
She  notio't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night 

"  Te  little  skelpie-limmer's  face  I 

I  daur  you  try  sic  sportin'. 
As  seek  the  foul  Thief  onie  place. 

For  htm  to  spae  your  fortune : 
Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight ! 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 
For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

An'  liVd  an'  died  deleerot 

On  no  a  night 

<'  Ae  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen, 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  na  past  fifteen : 
The  simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wat. 

An'  stuiF  was  unco  green ; 
An'  ay  a  rantin'  kirn  we  gat, 

An'  Just  on  HaUoween 

It  feU  that  night. 

"Our  stibble-rig  was  Bab  M'Graen, 
A  olerer,  sturdy  feUow: 

latter  end,  aomething  will  hold  the  thread ;  demand  <<  wha 
handa  f  i.  e.  who  hoida  ?  an  answer  will  be  returned  from 
the  kiln-pot,  naming  the  Chriatian  and  aurname  of  your 
future  aponae. 

3  Take  a  candle,  and  go  alone  to  a  looking-glass ;  eat 
an  apple  before  it,  and  some  traditinna  say,  you  should 
comb  yqjir  hair  all  tlie  tiine  ;  the  face  of  your  conjugal 
companion,  to  be,  will  bo  seen  in  the  glaaa,a8  if  peeping 
over  yonr  shoulder. 
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He's  Bin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

ThatliVd  in  Achmacalla: 
He  gat  hemp-seed,'  I  mind  it  weel, 

And  he  made  nnoo  light  o't ; 
But  monie  a  day  was  by  himsel', 

He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

That  yera  night" 

Then  up  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck, 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience. 
That  he  eonld  saw  hemp-seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  bnt  nonsense ; 
The  auld  guidman  ranght  down  the  pock, 

An'  oat  a'  handfu'  gied  him ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk. 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 

An'  try't  Ihat  night. 

He  marches  thro'  amang  the  stackS, 

Tho'  he  was  something  stnrtin ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks, 

An'  haorls  at  his  curpin ; ' 
An'  ev'ry  now  an'  then  he  says, 

«  Hemp-seed,  I  saw  thee. 
An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass. 

Come  after  me,  an'  draw  thee 

As  fast  that  night" 

He  whistl'd  up  Lord  Lennox'  march. 

To  keep  his  courage  cheery ; 
Altho'  his  hair  began  to  arch*, 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie ; 
'Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak. 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  shouther  gae  a  keek, 

An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night 

He  roarM  a  horrid  murder-shout, 

In  dreadfii'  desperation ! 
An'  young  an'  auld  cam  rinnin'  out, 

Ah'  hear  the  sad  narration ; 


1  Staal  oat  onpereeiTed,  end  aow  a  bandlhl  of  hemp- 
Med,  harrowug  it  with  anytUag  700  eaa  conT»iii«Btl]r 
draw  after  you.  Repeat,  now  and  then,  "  Hemp-aeed,  I 
■aw  thee ;  hemp-ned,  I  law  thee ;  and  him  (or  her)  that 
is  to  be  my  true  love,  eome  afler  me  ana  pon  thee." 
Look  over  yonr  left  ehoalder,  and  yon  wilt  lee  the  appear- 
ance of  the  pereon  invoked,  in  the  attitnde  of  palling 
hemp.  Some  traditions  eay,  «  Come  after  me,  and  ehaw 
thee,"  that  is,  show  thyself;  in^rhioh  case  it  sunply 
appears*  Others  omit  the  hanowing,  and  say,  "  Come 
after  me,  and  harrow  thee.** 

*  This  charm  mast  likewise  be  performed,  anpereeived, 
and  alone.  Yoa  go  to  the  bam,  and  open  both  doors, 
takii^  them  off  the  hinges,  if  possible ;  f<»r  there  is  danger 


He  swoor  'twas  hilehin  Jean  M'GrsWi 
Or  crouchie  Merran  Humpbte, 

'Till,  stop  I  she  trotted  thro'  Cbem  a*; 
An'  wha  was  it  but  Grumphie 

Asteer  that  night  1 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  bam  hae  gaeo, 

To  win  three  weehts  o'  naething  f 
But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane. 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in : 
She  gies  the  herd  a  piekle  nits, 

An'  twa  red  cheekit  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  bam  she  sets, 

In  hopes  to  see  Tam  Kipples 

That  vera  night 

She  turns  the  key  wi'  cannle  tfaraw. 

An'  owre  the  threshold  ventims; 
But  first  on  Sawnie  gies  a  ca'. 

Syne  bauldly  in  she  enters : 
A  ratton  rattled  up  the  wa'. 

An'  she  cried,  L— d  preserve  her ! 
An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a', 

An'  pray'd  wi'  seal  and  fervoury 

Fu'  fast  that  night 

They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi  sair  advioe ; 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he  faddom*t  thrice,* 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin' ; 
He  taks  a  swirlie  auld  moss-oak« 

For  some  black,  grousome  carlin ; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke, 

'Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin* 

Aff's  nievea  that  nigh 

A  wanton  widow  Leesie  was. 

As  canty  as  a  kittlin ; 
But,  och  1  that  night,  amang  the  akaws, 

She  got  a  fearfb'  settlin' ! 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn. 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin* 

that  the  being  aboat  to  appear  may  shat  tho  doox 
do  yon  some  mischief.  Then  take  that  iastmmen 
in  winnowing  the  com,  which,  in  onr  eoantry  diale 
call  a  wecht ;  and  go  throagh  all  the  attitttOea  of : 
down  com  against  the  wind.  Repeat  it  three  time 
the  third  time,  an  apparition  will  pnmm  throuf 
bam,  in  at  the  windy  door,  and  oat  at  thm  other, 
both  the  fignre  in  qaestion,  and  the  appe&TKnce  or  1 
markiag  the  employment  or  station  in  life. 

s  Take  an  opportunity  of  going  nnnotleed,  to  ■ 
stack,  and  fathom  it  three  times  roand.    Xh«  Imet 
of  the  last  time,  you  will  catch  in  your  anae  th«  1 
anee  of  yoor  fatnre  coniogal  yoka-feUonr. 
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WHar*  UffM  lairdt*  UndB*m6t  at  a  bum,* 
To  dip  her  left  sark-eleeTe  in. 

Was  bent  that  night 

Whylea  owre  a  linn  the  bnmie  plays, 

As  through  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  ronnd  a  roeky  scaur  it  strays, 

Whyles,in  a  wie}  it  dimprt ; 
Whyles  glittered  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Hn*  bickering,  dancing  dassle ; 
miyles  eookit  vadmneath  the  hfMs, 

Below  the  spreading  haael. 

Unseen  that  night. 

Amang  the  brackens  on  the  brae, 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  deil,  or  else  an  ontler  qney, 

Oat  «p  an'  gae  a  croon : 
Poor  Leesie*s  heart  maist  lap  the  hool  I 

Hear  laVroek-height  she  jnmpit. 
But  mist  a  lit,  an'  in  the  pool 

OatHiwi^  the  logs  she  plnmpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night 

la  otder,  on  the  dean  hearth-stane, 

The  Inggies  three^  are  ranged, 
Awl  ef'ry  tise  great  care  is  ta'en. 

To  aee  them  dvly  changed : 
Aald  vnele  John,  wha  wedlock's  Joys 

Sin  Har's-year  did  desire, 
Because  he  gat  the  toom-dish  thrice. 

He  heaVd  them  on  the  Are 

In  wrath  that  nig^it. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  and  friendly  cracks, 

I-wat  th^  did  na  weary ; 
An'  nnco  tales,  an'  ftmnie  Jokes, 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery; 
Till  bnHsr^d  Boons'  wi'  fragrant  Innt, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a-eteerin' ; 
^yne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  stnint^ 

They  parted  sff  oareerin' 

Fa' bly the  that  night 


go  ovt,  OBt  or  man,  for  thai  Is  m  ■oeial  ipell,  to 
•priiqg  or  rimlet,  when  « three  lairdt* 
w  and  dap  your  left  ■hirt*elMT».  Oo  to  bed 
of  a  Are,  wmd  kaag  yoar  wet  eleere  beforo  it  to 
Urn  swato:  aad,  aone  tine  aeer  midnight,  aa 
itka  havng  the  eaet  figere  of  the  gtead  obieet  in 
will  eons  ead  tarn  the  eleere,  as  if  to  «lrr  the 
of  it. 
three  diehee  i  pttt  cleen  water  in  oae,  foal  water 
,  ead  leave  the  third  empty ;  bUadfold  a  penoa 


^rf. 


•  Tike 
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XXVI.  • 

.     MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN. 

A  DIKQB. 

[The  origin  of  thie  iine  poem  ia  allnded  to  by  Bama  ia 
oae  of  iiie  lettera  to  Mri.  Dnnlop :  **  I  had  an  old  graad- 
oncle  with  whom  my  mother  lived  in  her  girliah  yeara: 
the  good  old  roan  was  long  blind  ere  he  died,  during  which 
time  hie  bigheat  enjoyment  was  to  sit  and  cry,  while  my 
Another  wonld  sing  the  simple  old  §>ng  of  <  The  Life  and 
Age  of  Man.' "  From  that  tnily  venerable  woman,  long 
after  the  death  of  her  distinguished  eon,  Cromek,  in  col- 
lecting the  Reliques,  obtained  a  copy  by  recitation  of  the 
older  strain.  Though  the  tone  and  sentiment  coincide 
closely  with  "  Man  Was  made  to  Monm,'*  I  agree  with 
Iiockhart,  that  Bnma  wrote  it  In  obedience  to  hia  own 
habitual  feelings.] 

Whem  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare, 
One  ev'ning  as  I  wandered  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spy'd  a  man  whose  aged  step 

Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care ; 
His  face  was  forrow'd  o*er  with  years, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

*'Toiuig  stranger,  whither  wand'rest  thou?'' 

Began  the  rev'rend  sage ; 
'<  Does  thirst  of  wealth  tby  step  constrain. 

Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage  ? 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes. 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me  to  mourn 

The  miseries  of  man. 

**  The  sup  that  overhangs  yon  moors. 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride : 
Fve  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return, 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

**  0  man  t  while  in  thy  early  years. 
How  prodigal  of  time  I 

and  lead  him  to  the  hearth  where  the  dishes  are  ranged ; 
he  (or  ahe)  dipa  the  left  hand :  if  by  chance  in  the  eleaa 
water,  the  ftitnre  husband  or  wife  will  come  to  the  bar 
of  matrimony  a  maid ;  if  in  the  foal,  a  widow ;  if  ia  the 
empty  diah,  it  foretells,  with  equni  certainty,  no  marriage 
at  all.  It  ia  repeated  three  times,  and  every  time  the 
arrangement  of  the  dishes  is  altered. 

s  Bowens,  with  batter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  ia  alwara 
the  Halloween  sapper. 
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Misspending  aU  thy  precions  hours, 

Thj  glorious  yonthfol  prime ! 
Alternate  foUies  take  the  sway ; 

Licentious  passions  bum ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  nature's  law, 

That  man  was  made  to  monm. 

**  Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  manhood's  active  might ; 
Man  then  is  nslful  to  his  kind,  « 

Supported  in  his  right: 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life. 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn; 
Then  age  and  want — oh !  ill-match'd  pair  t — 

Show  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

'<  A  few  seem  fayonrites  of  fate, 

In  pleasure's  lap  carest : 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  rich  and  great 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 
But,  oh  I  what  crowds  in  every  land. 

All  wretched  and  forlorn ! 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn — 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

**  Many  and  sharp  the  num'rous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame  I 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame ! 
And  man,  whose  heaven-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  counUess  thousands  mourn  I 

*'See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight. 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile. 
Who  begs  ft  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn, 
Unmindftil,  though  a  weej^g  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

'*  If  Fm  design'd  yon  lordling's  slave- 
By  Nature's  law  design'd — 

Why  was  an  independent  wish 
E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 

If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 
His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 

Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 
To  make  his  fellow  mourn? 

**  Tet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son, 
Disturb  thy  youthfU  breast ; 


This  partial  view  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  best ! 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  nan 

Had  never,  sure,  been  bora, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompeafle 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn! 

•'  0  Death  I  the  poor  man*a  deareit  (tiend- 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  thy  blow, 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn  I 
But,  oh  I  a  blest  relief  to  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn." 


XXVII. 

TO  RUIN.       • 

["  I  have  bean,"  Mya  Barai,  in  hia  eominoa-pli 
book,  "  taking  a  peep  through,  aa  Yonng  finely  aa 
<Th6  dark  poatem  of  time  long  elapsed.*  'Tw&i 
rueful  proapect !  What  a  tissue  of  thonghtleaaui 
weakneaa,  and  folly !  my  life  reminded  me  of  a  run 
temple.  What  atrength,  what  proporttoo  in  aoma  pa^ 
what  unaightly  gapa,  what  proatrate  laina  in  othert 
The  fragment,  To  Ruin,  aeema  to  have  bad  ita  origi 
momenta  auch  aa  iheae.] 

I. 

Auhi^l  inexorable  lord ! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  irord, 

The  mightiest  empires  &11 1 
Thy  cruel,  woe-delighted  train. 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all ! 
With  stem-resolv'd,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie. 
And  quivers  in  my  heart 
Then  low'ring  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread ; 
Though  thick'ning  and  blackening. 
Bound  my  devoted  head. 

u. 
And  thou  grim  pow'r,  by  life  abhorr'd. 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford. 

Oh  I  hear  a  wretch's  prayer  1 
No  more  I  shrink  appaU'd,  aflrnid ; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid, 

To  close  this  scene  of  eare  t 
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Wben  BhaU  my  soul,  in  sUoit  peace, 
Beaigii  life's  joyless  day ;  , 

1^  weaiy  heart  its  throbbings  cease. 
Cold  monld'zing  in  the  clay  t 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face ; 
Bndasped,  and  grasped 
Within  thy  cold  embrace ! 


TO 


J0HN60UDIB  OP  KILMARNOCK. 

ox  TBX  rVBUOATIOir  Of  HIS  SSSATS. 


[TUs  buaiaf  eooBntaUry,  by  Bum,  on  the  Enayi 
of  Goadit  ia  ch«  Maegill  eoBtrormy,  wu  fint  pnbliilMd 
bf  8l*WBit,  with  the  Jollf  Begfan,  in  1801 ;  it  ii  akin  in 
life  aad  ipirit  to  Holy  Willit*i  Pnyar ;  mad  may  b«  eitwt 
as  a  iaapis  of  tbm  wit  and  tha  forea  which  the  poat 
hiofht  to  tha  fxtat,  hnt  now  forgotten,  contfoveny  of 
thaWeat.] 

O  Ooeon !  tenor  of  the  Whigs, 
Dread  of  black  coats  and  reVrend  wigs. 
Sour  Bigotiy,  on  her  last  legs, 

Gimin*,  looks  back, 
Wishaa'  the  ten  Egyptian  plagnes 

Wad  seise  yon  quick. 

Poor  gapin',  glowrin'  Superstition, 

Wacsme!  she's  in  a  sad  condition : 

Pie  I  bring  Black  Jock,  her  state  physician. 

To  see  her  water : 
Alas !  there's  groond  o'  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Anld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple, 
B«i  BOW  she's  got  an  unco  ripple ; 
*  Haste,  gie  her  name  np  i'  the  chapel. 

Nigh  nnto  death ; 
See,  how  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple. 

An'  gasps  for  breath. 

Eathnsiasm's  past  redemption, 

Q«en  in  a  gallopin'  consumption, 

Kot  a'  the  qnacks,  iri*  a'  thdr  gumption, 

Will  erer  mend  her. 
Her  feeble  poise  f^es  strong  presomption 

Death  soon  iHH  end  her. 

lis  jo«  and  Taylor^  are  the  chief, 
Wh*  are  to  btane  fbr  this  mischief. 


Bat  gin  the  Lord's  ain  focks  gat  leaTe, 

A  toom  tar-baxrel. 

An'  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief. 

An'  end  the  qnanel 


i 


I  Dr«  l^lor,  of  Novwieh. 


TO 

J.  LAPBAIK. 

AH    OX.D    SCOTTISH    BABD. 

r 

Afra  lit,  1789. 

(riBST    BPISTLB.) 

[«  The  epiatle  to  John  Lapraik,"  aayi  Gilbert  Barna, 
**  waa  prodneed  exactly  on  the  oceaaion  deaeribed  by  tha 
author.  Becking  ia  a  term  deriyed  from  prioltive  timea, 
when  onr  coontry-women  employed  their  ipare  honre  in 
apinning  on  the  roke  or  distaif.  Thia  nmple  iaatmment 
ia  a  very  portable  one;  and  well  fitted  to  the  aocial  incli- 
nation of  meeting  in  a  neighbonr*a  honae ;  hence  the 
phrmae  of  going  a  rocking,  or  with  the  roke.  Aa  the 
connexion  the  phraie  had  with  the  implement  waa  for- 
gotten when  the  roke  gave  place  to  the  spinning-wheel, 
the  phrase  came  to  be  need  by  both  mxm  on  social  oeca 
aiona,  and  men  talk  of  going  with  their  rokea  aa  well  aa 
woman."] 

Whilb  briers  an'  woodbines  bndding  green, 
An'  paitricks  soraichin'  loud  at  e'en. 
An'  morning  ponssie  whidden  seen. 

Inspire  my  mnse, 
This  freedom  in  an  unknown  frien' 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasten-een  we  had  a  rookin'. 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  weaTO  our  stockin' , 

And  there  iras  muckle  fun  an'  jokin'. 

Ye  need  na  doubt  ,* 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin' 

At  sang  about    * 

There  was  ae  sang^  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best. 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife  i 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  tiie  life. 

Pto  scarce  heard  aught  desoribM  sae  weelf 
What  gen'rous  manly  bosoms  feel. 
Thought  I,  "  Can  this  be  Pope  or  Steele, 

OrBeattie'swarkr 
They  told  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 


.— . 
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It  pat  me  fidgin-fuii  to  hear't, 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o*  Nature's  fire ! 

And  sae  about  him  there  I  spier't, 

That's  a'  the  leampig  I  desire ; 

Then  a'  that  ken't  him  round  declared 

Then  though  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

He  had  iigine, 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 

That,  nane  excelled  it,  few  camnear't, 

Hy  muse,  though  hamely  in  attire, 

It  was  sae  fine. 

May  touch  the  heart 

That,  Bet  him  to  a  pmt  of  ale, 

0  for  a  spunk  o'  Allan's  glee. 

An*  either  douce  or  merry  tale, 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  and  slee, 

Or  rhymes  an'  aangs  he'd  made  himsel*, 

Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  be, 

Or  witty  catches, 

If  I  can  hit  it! 

'Tween  InTemess  and  Tiviotdale, 

That  would  be  lear  enough  for  me, 

He  had  few  matches^ 

If  I  could  get  it 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  aith, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  plough  and  graith, 

Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gie  them  baith 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But,  tni  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough, 
Tet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel'. 

Does  weel  enough. 

I  am  nae  poet  in  a  sense, 

But  just  a  rhymer,  like,  by  chance. 

An'  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence. 

Yet  what  the  matter? 
Whene'er  my  Muse  does  on  me  glance^ 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic-folk  may  cock  their  nose. 
And  say,  "  How  oan  you  e'er  propose. 
You,  wha  ken  hardly  .verse  frae  prose, 

Tomakasang?" 
But,  by  your  leayes,  my  leaijied  foes, 

Ye're  may-be  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  Jargon  o'  your  schools, 
Your  Latin  names  for  boras  an'  stools ; 
If  honest  nature  made  you  fools, 

What  sairs  your  grammtn  f 
Ye'd  better  iaen  up  spades  and  shools. 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  eoneeited  hashes. 
Concise  their  brains  in  college  classes ! 
They  gang  in  stirks  and  come  out  %sses. 

Plain  truth  to  speak ; 
Aaf  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o' Greek! 


Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  ftiends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends,  I  bliere,  are  few. 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fou, 

I'se  no  innst, 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true— 

Pm  on  your  list 

I  winna  blaw  about  mysel; 

As  ill  I  like  my  fauts  to  tell ; 

But  friends  an'  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  sometimes  roose  i 
Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 

I  like  the  lasses — Qude  forgie  me  t 

For  monie  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  me. 

At  dance  or  fMr ; 
May  be  some  ither  thing  they  gie  me 

They  wool  can  spare. 

But  Mauchline  race,  or  Mauchllne  fair ; 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there  I 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care. 

If  we  forgather. 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymin'-ware 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

The  four-giU  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter 

An'  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin'  water ; 

Syne  we'U  sit  down  an'  tak  our  'wMtter, 

To  cheer  our  heart ; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better. 

Before  we  part. 

Awa,  ye  selfish,  warly  race, 

Wha  think  that  hayins,  sense,  an'  grace 

EVji  loTO  an'  friendship,  should  ipre  pi 

To  catch-the-plook 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face. 

Nor  hear  your  cr«« 
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Bnt  ye  whom  social  plcosare  charms, 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

"Each  aid  the  others," 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms. 

My  friends,  my  brothers ! 

Bnt,  to  conclade  my  lang  epistle. 
As  my  anld  pen's  worn  to  the  grissle ; 
Twa  lines  frae  yon  wad  gar  me  flssle. 

Who  am,  most  ferrent, 
While  I  can  either  sing  or  whissle, 

Tonr  friend  and  serra&t 


TO 

J.  LAPRAIK. 

(SSCOXD    SPISTLX.) 

(The  John  Lipraik  to  wliom  theae  •pUUet  are  ■ddrened 
iived  at  DaUram  in  the  naighboarhood  of  Mairkirk, 
utd  wms  n  roitie  worshipper  of  the  Muse :  ha  unlaekily, 
koynrr,  involred  himself  in  that  Westem^babblei  the 
AjT  Bank,  and  ooneoled  himself  by  oomposiof  in  his 
distieas  lluit  aoBig  which  moved  the  heart  of  Bans, 


«  When  I  ^lon  thy  bosom  lean.** 

Ife  aAerwuds  pablished  a  volume  of  verse,  of  a  quality 
which  proved  that  the  inspiration  in  his  song  of  domestic 
sorrow  vras  no  settled  power  of  son. .] 

Ajml  21tt,  1785. 

Wbilk  new-ca*d  ky,  rowte  at  the  stake, 
An*  pownies  reek  in  pleugh  or  braik. 
This  hoar  on  e'enin*s  edge  I  take 

To  own  I'm  debtor, 
To  honest-hearted,  anld  Lapraik, 

For  his  kind  letter. 

Foijesket  sair,  wi*  weary  legs, 
Battlin'  the  com  ont-owre  the  rigs. 
Or  dealing  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Their  ten  hoars'  bite, 
My  awkart  muse  sair  pleads  and  begs, 

I  wonld  na  write. 

The  tapetlesi  ramfeesl'd  hissie, 
8be*s  eaft  at  best,  and  something  lasy, 
Qtio*  she,  "Te  ken,  we're  been  sae  bnsy, 

This  month'  an'  mair. 
That  trontb,  my  head  is  grown  right  dissiei 

An*  something  sair." 


Her  dowff  excnses  pat  me  mad : 

«  Conscience,"  says  I,  "  ye  thowless  Jad  I 

I'll  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  bland. 

This  vera  night; 
80  dinna  ye  affront  yonr  trade, 

Bnt  rhyme  it  right. 

"  Shall  banld  Lapraik,  the  king  0'  hearts, 
Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  0'  cartes, 
Boose  yon  sae  wed  for  yonr  deserts. 

In  terms  sae  friendly. 
Yet  ye'll  neglect  to  show  yonr  parts. 

An' thank  him  kindly  r 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink 

An'  down  gaed  stompie  in  the  ink: 

Quoth  I,  «  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

I  vow  m  close  it ; 
An'  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink. 

By  Jove  m  prose  it!" 

Sae  I've  begnn^  scrawl,  bnt  whether 
In  rhyme  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither. 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

.Just  clean  aff-loof. 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  carp, 
Tho'  fortune  use  yon  hard  an'  sharp ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorlaad-harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch  I 
Ne'er  mind  how  fortune  waft  an'  warp ; 

She's  bnt  a  b-tch. 

She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  an'  fleg. 
Sin'  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But,  by  the  L — d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
m  laugh,  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg. 

As  lang's  I  dow  1 

Kow  comes  the  sax  an'  twentieth  simmer^ 
Tve  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  timmer, 
Still  perseouted  by  the  limmer 

Frae  year  to  year ; 
But  yet  despite  the  kittle  Idmmer, 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 

Po  ye  envy  the  city  gent, 

Behint  a  kist  to  lie  and  sklent,  * 

Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent  per  oent 

And  muckle  wame, 
In  some  bit  brugh  to  represent 

A  bailie's  name  t 
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Or  is't  the  panghty,  feudal  Thane, 
Wi'  rni&'d  sark.an'  glancing  cane, 
Wha  thinks  himsel  nae  sheep-ahank  banc, 

But  lordly  stalks, 
'Whil^  caps  and  bonnets  aff  are  taen. 

As  by  he  walks ! 

«  0  Thou  vha  gies  us  each  guid  gift ! 

Gie  me  o*  -wit  an'  sense  a  lift, 

Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift, 

Thro'  Scotland  wide ; 
Wi'  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

In  a'  their  pride !" 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
"On  pain'  o'  hell  be  rich  an'  great," 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate, 

Beyond  remead ; 
But,  thanks  to  HeaVn,  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
«  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 

Whate'er  he  be, 
'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan. 

An'  none  but  he !" 

O  mandate,  glorious  and  dirine  I 
The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine, 
Poor  thoughtless  devils  I  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  light. 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night 

Tho*  here  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl. 
Their  worthless  nievfa'  of  a  soul 
Hay  in  some  future  carcase  howl 

The  forest's  fright; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light 

Then  may  Lapridk  and  Bums  arise. 
To  reach  their  natiye  kindred  skies. 
And  ^g  their  pleasures,  hopes,  an'  joys, 

In  some  mild  sphere, 
sun  doier  knit  in  friendship's  ties 

Each  pasnng  year ! 


XXXI. 

TO 

J.  LAPBAIE. 

(third    SPI8TX.B.} 

[I  liaye  hterd  one  of  our  moit  dUtii^siifld  English 
poets  recite  with  a  tort  of  •citasy  •one  of  the  yenet  of 
these  epistlei,  and  pialee  the  ease  of  the  langtiai^e  ud 
the  happiaeH  of  the  dicnghta.  fle  avemd,  however, 
that  the  poet,  when  pinched  for  a  word,  heaUted  not  to 
coin  one,  and  instanced, "  tapetless,"  "  ramfeezled,"  ancl 
(*  foijesket,"  as  intmsions  in  onr  dialect.  These  wordi 
seem  indeed,  to  some  Bmitehmen,  strai^  and  unfeooth 
bat  they  are  tme  words  of  the  west] 

Sqtt.  ISO,  1785. 
Quid  speed  an'  forder  to  you,  Johxmy, 
Guid  health,  hale  ban's,  an'  weather  bonny ; 
Now  when  ye're  nickan  down  fu'  canny 

The  staff  o'  bread, 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreas  neyer  thresh-your  rigs. 
Nor  kick  your  rickles  aff  their  legs, 
8endin'  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  an'  haggs 

Like  dririn' wrack; 
But  may  the  tapmast  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 

I'm  bizzie  too,  an'  skelpin'  at  it, 

But  bitter,  daudin'  showers  hae  wat  it, 

Bae  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muokle  wark. 
An'  took  my  Jocteleg  an'  whatt  it. 

Like  ony  dark. 

If  s  now'twa  month  that  Fm  your  debtor 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateleaa  letter, 
Abusin'  me  for  harsh  iU  natore 

On  holy  men. 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel'  ye're  better, 

But  mair  profane. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells. 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  sel's ; 
We'll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  rpose  n^ 
But  browster  wItcs  an'  whiskey  stills. 

They  are  the  xauaes. 

Tour  friendship.  Sir,  I  winna  quat  it 

An'  if  ye  mak'  objections  at  it, 

Then  han'  in  nieve  some  day  we*ll  knot  i 

An'  witness  toke. 
An'  when  wi'  Usquabne  we're  wat  it 

It  Winna  break 
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But  if  the  beset  end  branke  be  epai'd 
Till  kye  be  geim  nithoat  the  herd, 
An'  a'  the  tittel  in  the  yard. 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  jroor  ingle-dde  to  guard 

Ae  winter  night. 

Then  mnse-inBpirin'  aqna-Tita 

ShaO  make  iu  buth  eae  blythe  an'  wittj. 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  anld  an'  gatty. 

An'  be  as  canty, 
Aa  ye  were  nine  year  leea  than  thretty. 

Sweet  ane  an'  twenty! 

Bnt  atooks  are  eowpet  wi'  the  blast, 
An'  now  the  sin  keeks  in  the  west. 
Then  I  mann  rin  amang  the  rest 

An'  qnat  my  chanter; 
See  I  subscribe  myself  in  haste. 

Tours,  Bab  the  Ranter. 


TO 

WILLIAM  SIMPSON, 
ocHiLTmn. 

(Tb»  ponoa  to  whom  thii  epiatle  ia  addresMd,  waa 
ilMWiii— ifw  of  OchUtTM,  Mad  aAanrmrdi  of  New  La- 
he  WBsa  wrifeer  of  reraea  too,  like  maay  more  of 
(to  poet'a  coondea ;— of  Teraea  which  loae  not  abore 
Ite  harrealorel  of  mediocrity :  **  one  of  hia  poeva,"  aaya 
Chaatben,  **  wma  a  laughable  elegy  on  the  death  of  the 
Eiiywi  Find.'*  la  hia  Teraea  to  Bama,  under  the  name 
ef  a  TaBor,  there  ia  nothing  to  laugh  at,  though  thej  axe 
ratended  to  bo  bugbaUe  aa  well  aa  monitory.] 

May,  1785. 

I  CUT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 
in'  gratefii'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie ; 
Tho^  I  mann  eay*t,  I  wad  be  silly. 

An'  vneo  Tain, 
Should  I  belieTe,  my  coazin'  billie, 

Tonr  flatterin'  strain. 

Bnt  rse  belioTe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 
I  end  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Irade  satire,  sidelins  sklented 

On  my  poor  Mosie ; 
Hm^  in  do  phraittn'  tema  ye'Tt  penn'd  it» 

I  searoe  exense  ye. 


tfj  MBses  wad  be  In  a  creel, 
Shoold  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  sped, 


Wi'  AUan,  or  wi'  Gilbertfield, 

The  braes  o'  fame ; 

Or  Fergnsson,  the  writer  chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(0  Fergnsson  I  thy  glorions  parts 

IU  suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts ! 

My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts. 

Ye  Enbmgh  gentry  I 
The  tythe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry  t) 

Tet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head, 
Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed. 
As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead 

(0  sad  disease  I) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed. 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Anld  Goila,  now,  may  fidge  fti'  fidn. 

She's  gotten  poets  o'  her  ain, 

Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain. 

But  tone  their  lays, 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-song  praisei 

Kae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while, 
To  set  her  name  in  measured  stile ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New-Holland, 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Biagellan. 

Bamsay  an'  famous  Fergnsson 
Gied  Forth  and  Tay  a  lift  aboon ; 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tone, 

Owre  Scotiand  risgSy 
While  Lrwin,  Lugar,  Ayr,  an'  Boon, 

Nae  body  sings. 

Th'  Hissus,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Sdne, 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  toneAi'  Une  1 
But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine. 

An'  cock  your  erest» 
Well  gar  our  streams  an'  bumies  shine 

Up  wi'  the  best 

We'U  sing  auld  Coila's  plains  an'  fells. 
Her  moor's  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  an'  dells. 

Where  glorious  Wallaee 
Alt  bvre  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

F^e  southron  billief* 
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At  WallAoe*  name,  what  Scottish  blood 
Bat  boiU  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood  1 
Oft  hare  onr  feirless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side, 
BtiU  presnng  onward,  red-wat  shod. 

Or  glorious  dy'd. 

0  sweet  are  Coila's  hanghs  an'  woods, 
When  lintwhites  chant  amang  the  buds, 
And  jinkin'  hares')  in  amorous  whida 

Their  lores  enjoy, 
While  thro*  the  braes  the  cushat  oroods 

With  wailfti' cry! 

£Vn  winter  bleak  has  oharms  to  me 
When  winds  rare  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray : 
Or  blinding  drifts  wUd-fiirions  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day. 

0  Nature  I  a'  thy  shews  an'  forms 

To  feeling,  penrive  hearts  hae  charms  I 

Whether*  the  snmmer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  life  an*  Ught, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gnsty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night! 

The  mnse,  nae  Poet  erer  fand  her, 
'Till  by  himsel'  he  leam'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trotting  bum's  meander, 

An*  no  think  lang ; 
0  sweet,  to  stray  an'  pensire  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang  I 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jondie,  stretch  an'  strive. 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  descrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Fareweel,  my  *'  rhyme-composing  brither  I" 
We're  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  theglther, ' 

In  lore  fraternal ; 
May  enry  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Black  fiend,  infernal ! 

While  Highlandmen  hate  tolls  an*  taxes ; 
While  moorlan'  herds  like  guid  fat  braxies ; 
While  terra  firma,  on  her  axes 

Diurnal  turns. 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice, 

In  BOBIBT  BUBMS. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen : 

I  had  amalst  forgotten  clean, 

Ye  bade  me  write  you  what  they  mean, 

By  this  New  Light, 
'Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been, 

Must  like  to  fight. 

« 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans, 

At  grammar,  logic,  an'  sic  talents. 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  bslanoe, 

Or  rules  to  gie, 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  Lallan^ 

like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon, 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon, 
Wore  by  degrees,  'till  her  last  roon, 

Gaed  past  their  riewing, 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done, 

They  gat  a  new  one. 

This  past  for  certain — ^undisputed ; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
'Till  chlels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it. 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang  ; 
An'  muckle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  an'  lang. 

Some  herds,  weel  leam'd  upo'  the  beuk. 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  misteuk ; 
For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turned  a  neuk. 

An'  out  0*  sight. 
An'  backlins-comin',  to  the  leak. 

She  grew  mux  bright. 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  affirm'd ; 

The  herds  an'  hissels  were  alarm'd : 

The  reVrend  gray-beards  rar'd  and  Btonn'< 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  informed 

Than  their  auld  daddl 

Frae  less  to  mair  it  gaed  to  stioka ; 
Frae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an*  nicl^. 
An'  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wr  hearty  erunt ; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks. 

Were  hang'd  an'  brux 

This  game  was  play'd  in  monie  lands. 
An'  Auld  Light  caddies  buro  sio  bands. 
That,  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sand 

Wi'  nimble  tbaaks, 
'Till  lairds  forbade,  by  strict  oosomands. 

Sic  bluidy 
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Bat  New  light  herds  gat  sio  a  oowe. 
Folk  thought  them  nim*d  8tick-aii*-Btoire, 
mi  now  amaiat  on  OTery  knowe, 

Tell  find  ane  plao*d ; 
An'  some  their  Xew  Light  fair  avow, 

Just  qnite  barefao'd. 

Xaa  donbi  the  Anld  light  flocks  are  bleatin' ; 
Their  sealovs  herds  are  Tex'd  an'  sweatin' : 
Uyeel',  Vrt  eren  seen  them  greetin' 

Wi*  gimin'  spite. 
To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lie'd  on 

By  word  an'  write. 

Bat  shortly  they  will  oowe  the  loons ; 
Some  Anld  Light  herds  in  neibor  towns 
Are  mind't  in  things  they  oa'  ballooxis, 

To  tak  a  flight, 
An'  stay  ae  month  amang  the  moons 

And  see  them  right 

Goid  obeerration  th^  will  gie  them : 

An*  when  the  auld  moon's  gann  to  lea'e  them, 

The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  ponch, 
An'  when  the  New  Light  billies  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch  I 

Sae,  ye  obeerre  tiiat  a'  this  clatter 

Is  naething  bat  a  ''  moonshine  matter ;" 

Bnt  tho'  doll  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

In  logic  tnlsie, 
I  hope  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sio  bmlsie. 


ADDBESS 


TO  ▲« 


ILLEOITIMATE  CHILD. 

(Tkis  hMt7  and  not  rvrydeeorona  efftarion,  wm  origl- 
«Jlr  mUUmI  ^Tbe  Poet's  Weleoae;  or,  Bab  the 
UMrmmr'9  Aadraaa  to  hia  Baataid  CliUd."  A  copy,  with 
tiM  aaora  aoAaiMd,  bat  lesa  axprauive  title,  wae 
pttbliahed  bf  Stewart,  In  1801,  and  ia'  alluded  to  by 
Borne  hUaeelf,  la  hia  biographical  letter  to  Moore. 
••  Boeaie  Batty,"  the  mother  of  the  <<  aoDate-amirking, 
tfnr-booghi  Beaa,"  of  the  larenlory,  lired  in  Laigie- 
tide :  to  aD|»port  thia  daughter  the  poet  made  over  the 
cepyhgbt  of  hia  worlu  when  he  propoaed  to  go  to  the 
MTeet  ladiea.  She  lived  to  be  a  woman,  and  to  marry 
^mmJotm  Biabop,  oreiaaer  at  Polkemmet,  where  ahe  died 
IB  1917*  It  is  eaid  ahe  teaaadtied  Bomataite  aa  mneh  aa 
asr  o^  tie  Met  of  hie  children.] 

Tbov's  welcome,  wean,  misohanter  fa'  me, 
If  ought  of  thee^  or  of  thy  mammy, 


Shall  erer  dannton  me,  or  awe  me, 

My  sweet  wee  lady, 

Or  if  I  blosh  when  then  shalt  ca'  me 

Tit-ta  or  daddy. 

Wee  image  of  my  bonny  Betty, 
I,  fatherly,  will  kiss  and  dant  thee, 
Aa  dear  and  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  gnde  wiU 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee 

That's  ont  o'  helL 

What  tho'  they  oa'  me  fornicator. 
An'  tease  my  name  in  kintry  clatter : 
The  mur  they  talk  Fm  kent  the  better, 

E'en  let  them  clash ; 
An  anld  wife's  tongae's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 

Sweet  frnit  o'  mony  a  merry  dint, 

My  taanj  toil  is  now  a'  tint, 

Sin'  then  came  to  the  warl  asklent. 

Which  fools  may  scoff  at ; 
In  my  last  plaok  thy  part's  be  in't 

The  better  ha'f  o't 

An'  if  thon  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee, 
An'  tak  the  coonsel  I  sail  gie  thee, 
A  loTin'  father  I'll  be  to  thee. 

If  thoa  be  spar'd ; 
Thro'  a'  thy  childish  years  FU  e'e  thee. 

An'  thilk't  wecl  war'd. 

Gnde  grant  that  thoa  may  ay  inherit 
Thy  mither's  person,  grace,  an'  merit, 
An'  thy  poor  worthless  daddy's  spirit, 

Without  his  failins ; 
'Twill  please  me  mair  to  hear  an'  see  it 

Than  stocket  mailens 


XXXIV. 

NATURE'S  LAW. 
A  rosK  HirxBLT  isacann  to  o.  n.  xao. 

<*  Great  natnre  apoke,  obaervnnt  man  obeyed." 

Pora. 

[Thia  Poem  waa  written  by  Bama  at  Moaq^iel,  and 
« humbly  inaeribed  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Eaq.'*  It  ia  anp- 
poaed  to  allnde  to  hia  interoonrie  with  Jean  Armour, 
with  the  eircumatancea  of  which  he  aeema  to  have  made 
many  of  hia  eomradea  acquainted.  These  veraea  were 
well  known  to  many  of  the  admiren  of  the  poet,  but  they 
remained  in  manuacript  till  ((iven  to  the  woril  by  Sir 
Harria  Nieolaa,  in  Piekering'a  Aldine  Edition  of  the 
Britiah  PoeU.] 

Lbt  other  heroes  boast  their  scars. 
The  marks  of  start  and  strife ; 


104 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


And  other  poeta  idng  of  wan. 

The  plagaee  of  human  life ; 
Shame  fa'  the  fan;  wi'  sword  and  gun 

To  slap  mankind  like  lumber ! 
I  sing  his  name,  and  nobler  fame, 

Wha  multiplies  our  number. 

Great  Nature  spoke  with  air  benign, 

**  Go  on,  ye  human  race ! 
This  lower  world  I  you  resign ; 

Be  firuitful  and  increase. 
The  liquid  fire  of  strong  desire 

Fto  pour'd  it  in  each  bosom ; 
Here,  in  this  hand,  does  mankind  stand, 

And  there,  is  beauty's  blossom." 

The  hero  of  these  artless  strains, 

A  lowly  bard  was  he. 
Who  sung  his  rhymes  in  Goila's  plains 

With  meikle  mirth  an'  glee ; 
Kind  Nature's  care  had  giren  his  share, 

Large,  of  the  flaming  current; 
And  all  dcTOut^  he  neyer  sought 

To  stem  the  sacred  torrent. 

He  felt  the  powerAil,  high  behest, 

Thrill  lital  through  and  through ; 
And  sought  a  correspondent  breast. 

To  giTe  obedience  due : 
Propitious  Powers  screen'd  the  young  flowers, 

From  mildews  of  abortion ; 
And  lo !  the  bard,  a  great  reward. 

Has  got  a  double  portion  I 

Auld  cantie  Coil  may  count  the  day. 

As  annual  it  returns. 
The  third  of  Libra's  equal  sway. 

That  gaTO  another  B[ums], 
With  ftiture  rhymes,  an*  other  times, 

To  emulate  his  sire ; 
To  sing  auld  Coil  in  nobler  style. 

With  more  poetic  Are. 

Te  Powers  of  peace,  and  peaceAil  song. 

Look  down  with  gracious  eyes ; 
And  bless  auld  Coila,  large  and  long^ 

mth  multiplying  Joys : 
Lang  may  she  stand  to  prop  the  land, 

The  flow'r  of  ancient  nations ; 
And  B[ums*s]  spring,  her  fame  to  sing. 

Thro'  endless  generations  I 


XXXV. 

TO  THE  REY.  JOHN  M'MATE 

[Poor  M'BIath  wai  at  the  period  of  this  eputla  udiU 
ant  to  Wodrow,  ministor  of  Tarboltoa :  hi  wu  ■  good 
preacher,  a  moderate  aua  in  nattere  of  dieeipliae,  tad 
an  intimate  of  the  Coiliiield  Moatfomeryi.  Bit  depm- 
deot  oonditioB  depreeaed  hie  epiiita :  he  grewdlnipttMi; 
and  finally,  it  ii  said,  enliated  ai  a  commoa  loklier)  ud 
died  in  a  foreign  land.] 

SipL  nth,  1786. 

Whils  at  the  stock  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin'  show'r. 
Or  in  gulraTage  rinnin'  scow'r 

To  pass  the  time. 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhyme. 

My  music,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an'  ban',  and  douse  black  bonnet, 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it, 

Lest  they  should  blame  her, 
An*  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

And  anatiiem  her. 

I  own  'twas  rash,  an'  rather  hardy, 
That  I,  a  simple  countra  bardie, 
Shou'd  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sac  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  me, 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordie, 

Lowse  hell  upon  me. 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces. 
Their  sighin'  cantin'  grace-proud  faces. 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  and  hauf-mile  grae^ 

Their  raxin'  conscience, 
Whase  greed,  rcTcnge,  an'  pride  disgraces, 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gaun,*  miska't  waur  than  a  beast, 
Wha  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  gnid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  him. 
An'  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  nae^t  hi 

See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentieman  in  word  an'  deed. 
An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleed 

By  worthless  skeUuma, 
An'  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellmna  7 

I  Oavia  HUmiHiin,  Eeq. 
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0  Pope,  had  I  thy  satire's  darts 
To  gie  the  raseals  their  deserts, 
I'd  rip  their  rotten,  hollow  hearts, 

An'  teU  alond 
^  Their  jagglin'  hocus-pocus  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

God  knows,  Tm  no  the  thing  I  shou'd  he, 
Kor  am  I  eren  the  thing  I  con'd  be. 
But  twenty  times,  I  rather  won'd  be 

An  atheist  clean, 
Than  nnder  gospel  colours  hid  be 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass, 
An  honest  man  maj  like  a  lass, 
But  mean  reTenge,  an*  malice  fanse 

He'll  stiU  disdain. 
An*  then  cry  seal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 

Th^  take  religion  In  their  mouth ; 
Thej  talk  o*  mercy,  grace,  an'  truth, 
For  what? — ^to  gie  their  malice  skouth 

On  some  puir  wight. 
An'  hunt  him  down,  o'er  right,  an'  ruth, 

To  ruin  straight. 

AD  h^  BeUgion !  mmd  diTine  I 
Pasdon  a  muse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line, 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee ; 
To  stigmatise  false  ftiends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

T%o^  hloteh'd  an'  foul  nV  mony  a  stain, 

An'  far  wnworthy  of  thy  train, 

mth  trembling  Toice  I  tune  my  strain 

To  Join  with  those, 
Who  boldly  daur  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  o'  foes : 

In  sfiie  e^  crowds,  in  spite  o^  mobs, 
la  spita  of  undermining  Jobs, 
In  cptte  o*  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an'  merit. 
By  Mooadrels,  eren  wi'  holy  robes. 

But  hellish  spirit 

O  Ayr !  my  dear,  my  natire  ground, 
VilhiB  thy  presbyteiial  bound 
A  flMuiid  lih'ral  band  is  found 

Of  pnblie  teachers, 
M  Christians  too,  reaown'd, 

4b' maaly  pVMoheri. 


Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam'd ; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd ; 
An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd, 

(Which  gies  you  honour,) 
Eyen  Sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteem'd, 

An'  winning  manner. 

Pardon  this  freedom  I  have  ta'en. 
An'  if  impertinent  Ptc  been. 
Impute  It  not,  good  Sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  ye, 
But  to  his  utmost  iiould  befriend 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye« 


XXXVI. 

TO  A  MOUSE, 

o>  YVBmiro  BSE  vp  IV  Bxa  xxst  with  TUS  PLOVaH, 

noTKioui,  1785. 

[This  beantifal  poem  wai  imagined  while  the  poet  wae 
holding  the  plough,  on  the  farm  of  Mougiel :  the  field  ie 
itUl  pointed  oat :  and  a  mon  called  Blane  ie  itill  Uvin;, 
who  eaya  he  wae  gandenuui  to  the  bard  at  the  tine,  an 
chaaed  the  mouae  with  the  ploagh-pettle,  for  which  he 
waa  rebnked  by  his  young  master,  wlio  inquired  what 
harm  the  poor  monse  had  done  him.  In  the  night  that 
followed,  Burni  awoke  his  gaudsman,  who  was  in  the . 
same  bed  with  him,  recited  the  poem  as  it  now  stands, 
and  said,  "  What  think  yon  of  oar  mouse  now  ?"] 

Wis,  sleekit,  cow'rin',  tim'rous  beastie, 
0,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breostie  I 
Thou  need  na  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wi*  bickering  brattie ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi*  murd'ring  patUe  1 

Pm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  nature's  social  union. 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion. 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-bom  companion. 

An'  fellow-mortal! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thiere ; 
What  then?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  live ! 
A  daimen  icker  in  a  thraTO 

'S  asma'  request: 
PU  get  a  blessin'  wi'  the  laTC, 

And  ncTor  miss'tl 

Thy  wee  bit  housie,  too,  in  ruin ; 
Its  siUy  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin'  I 
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An'  naathingy  now,  to  big  a  new  uie» 

.   O'foggagegreenl 
An'  bleak  December's  winds  ensuin', 

Balth  snell  and  keen  I 

Then  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  waste, 
An'  weary  winter  comin'  fast, 
An'  cozle  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
'Till,  crash  I  the  omel  oonlter  past 

Ont  thro'  thj  cell. 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leayes  an'  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble  1 
Now  thou's  tum'd  oat,  for  a'  thy  trouble, 

Bat  house  or  hald. 
To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An'  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane. 
In  proTing  foresight  may  be  Tain : 
The  best  laid  schemes  o'  mice  an'  men, 

Qang  aft  a-gley, 
An'  lea'e  us  nohght  but  grief  and  pain, 

For  promis'd  joy. 
• 
Still  thou  art  blest,  compar'd  wi'  me  I 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee : 
But,  Och  I  I  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear! 
An'  forward,  tho'  I  eanna  see, 

I  guess  an'  fear. 


xxxvn. 

SCOTCH  PRINK. 

"  Gie  him  itrong  drink,  until  ho  wink. 

That's  ainking  in  detpair ; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  blnid, 

That's  pratt  wi*  grief  an*  eara ; 
Thara  let  him  bonaa,  an'  deep  earonaa, 

Wi'  bampara  flowing  o'ar, 
Till  ha  forgets  his  loyes  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griafa  no  mora." 

Bolomoh's  Pbotxbb,  zzxi. 


0,7. 


[« I  hare  enclose  yon,"  said  Barns,  90  Alarch,  1786,  to 
his  friend  Kennedy,  "my  Scotch  Drink;  I  hope  aoma 
time  before  we  heor  the  gowk,  to  have  the  pleasnra  of 
aaeing  you  at  Kilmarnock :  when  I  Intend  wa  ahall  have 
a  gill  between  va,  in  a  mntehkin  atonp.'*] 

Lit  other  poets  raise  a  fracas 

*Bout  Tines,  an'  wines,  an'  dm'ken  Bacchus, 


An'  crabbit  names  and  stories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  lag, 

I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak  us, 

In  glass  or  jug. 

Of  thou,  my  Muse  1  guid  auld  Scotch  drink; 
Whether  thro'  wimplin'  worms  thou  jink, 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  the  brink, 

In  glorious  faem, 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  an'  wink. 

To  nng  thy  name  I 

Let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn. 
An'  aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn. 
An'  pease  an'  beans,  at  e'en  or  mom, 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leese  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  I 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  rood, 
In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'  food  I 
Or  tumblin'  in  the  boilin'  flood 

Wi'  kul  8U'  beef; 
But  when  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart*s  blood. 

There  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame  an'  keeps  us  lirin' ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin* 
When  heavy  dragg'd  wi*  pine  an'  grieTia' ; 

But,  oil'd  by  thee. 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrieTin,* 

Wi'  rattlin'  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care  ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerres  o'  Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  CTen  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy,  nller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  head; 
Tet  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need,  • 

The  poor  man*s  wine, 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread. 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o*  public  haunts ; 

But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  an*  rants  ? 

Et'u  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inBpir'd, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents. 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 
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That  Msry  ni^t  ir«  gtt  the  com  m^ 
O  sweetlj  thfta  thoa  Maas  the  horn  in  t 
Or  reeldn'  on  n  new*jear  moniing 

In  eog  or  dicker, 
An'  just  n  wee  drap  Bp'ritnal  bum  in, 

An'  goaty  sneker  I 

Ifhen  Yolean  giea  hia  belloira  breath. 
An'  plonghmsn  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
0  rare !  to  see  thee  fi»  an'  freaUi 

r  th'  lagget  eanpl 
Then  Bamewin  comes  on  like  Death 

At  er'xy  chap. 

Nae  merej,  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  bainie,  ploughman  chiel. 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel. 

The  strong  forehammer, 
TUl  block  an'  stnddie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsome  clamonr. 

When  skirlin'  weenies  see  the  light, 
Thoa  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright, 
IIqw  fomblin'  cnifs  th^  dearies  slight ; 

Wae  worth  the  name.! 
Kae  howdie  gets  a  social  night. 

Or  plack  frae  them. 

When  neibors  anger  at  a  plea. 
An'  jnat  as  wnd  as  wnd  can  be. 
How  easy  can  the  barley-bree 

Cement  the  quarrel  I 
It's  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee. 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  mnse  has  reason 
To  wyte  her  eonntrjmen  wi'  treason ! 
But  monie  dafly  weet  their  wesson 

Wi'  liquors  nice, 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter's  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  trash ! 
Fen  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash  I 
Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  dmken  hash, 

0' half  his  days ; 
An'  acnds,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 

To  her  warst  faes. 

Te  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well, 
Te  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell. 
Poor  placUess  doTils  like  mysel'. 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bttUr,  dearthf  a'  wines  to  mell. 

Or  foreign  gill. 


May  gravela  round  his  blather  wrenohy 
An'  gouts  torment  him  incl^  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

O'  sour  disdain, 
Out  owre.  a  glass  o'  whiskey  punch 

Wi'  honest  men ; 

0  whiskey  I  soul  o'  plays  an'  pranks  I 
Accept  a  Bardie's  gratelii'  thanks  1 
When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks 

Are  my  poor  Tcrses  I 
Thou  comes ^they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 

At  ither's  a^-s ! 


Thee,  Ferintosh !  O  sadly  lost  I 
Scotland  lament  frae  coast  to  coast  I 
Now  colic  grips,  an'  barkin'  hoast. 

Hay  kill  us  a' ; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  charter'd  b&ast. 

Is  ta'en  awa 

Thae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak  the  whiskey  stells  their  prixe ! 
Hand  up  thy  han',  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrice ! 

There,  seise  the  blinkers  I 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d— n'd  drinkers 

Fortune  I  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an'  whiskey  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  raye  at  will, 

Tak'  a'  the  rest. 
An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  best. 


xxxym. 

THE  author's 
EARNEST  CRT  ANB  PRATER 

TO  TBS 

SCOTCH  REPRESENTATIVES 

IR  THS 

HOUSE  OF  COMMONS. 

*  Doar«it  of  diitillation !  ImI  and  beat ! 

How  art  thoa  lo«r! »* 

Pasodt  on  Miltox 

[*<  Thia  Poem  waa  written,"  aaya  Burna,  *<  before  tttm 
aet  anent  the  Seottith  diatillertea,  of  aeaaion  1786,  for 
which  Scotland  and  the  anthor  return  their  moat  grate- 
fol  thanlM.''  Before  the  pauing  of  this  lenient  act,  ao 
aharp  was  the  law  in  the  North,  that  aome  dittiUors 
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relinqnithod  tbeir  trade ;  the  price  of  barley  was  affected, 
and  Scotland,  already  exasperated  at  the  refusal  of  a 
militia,  for  which  she  waa  a  petitioner,  began  to  handle 
her  claymore,  and  was  perhapc  only  hindered  ftom  draw- 
ing it  by  the  act  mentioned  by  the  poet.  In  an  early 
copy  of  the  poem,  he  thus  alladea  to  Colonel  Bogh 
Montgomery,  afterwards  Earl  of  Eglinton  :— 

"  Thee,  aodger  Hugh,  my  WBtchman  atented. 
If  bardies  e'er  are  represented, 
I  ken  if  that  yere  iword  were  wanted 

Ye'd  lend  yere  hand ; 
Bat  when  there's  aught  to  say  anent  it 
Yere  at  a  stand." 

The  poet  waa  not  anie  that  Montgomery  would  think 
the  compliment  to  his  ready  hand  an  excnae  in  full  for 
the  allusion  to  hie  unready  tongue,  and  omitted  the 
stanza.] 

Tk  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  sqnires, 
Wha  represent  our  braghs  an'  shires, 
An'  doncely  manage  our  affairs 

In  Parliament, 
To  yoQ  a  simple  Bardie's  prayers 

Are  humbly  sent. 

Alas  I  my  roupet  Muse  is  hearse  ( 

Tour  honovrs'  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce, 

To  see  her  sittin'  on  her  a — e 

Low  1'  the  dust, 
An*  scriechin'  out  prosaic  Terse, 

An'  like  to  brastl 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direcUon, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  aflUction, 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  aqaaYitn ; 
An'  ronse  them  up  to  strong  conyiction. 

An'  moTe  their  pity. 

Stand  forth,  an'  tell  yon  Premier  youth, 

The  honest,  open,  n^ed  tnith : 

Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth,  * 

His  serrants  humble : 
The  muckie  dcTil  blaw  ye  south. 

If  ye  dissemble ! 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom  ? 
Speak  out,  an'  nerer  fash  your  thumb  I 
Let  posts  an'  pensions  sink  or  soom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em : 
If  honestly  they  canna  come. 

Far  better  want  'em. 

In  gath'rin  Totes  you  were  na  slack ; 
Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack ; 

1  Sir  Adam  Feigoaoa. 


Ke'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back, 

An'  human'  haw; 

But  nose  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a\ 

Paint  Scotland  greetin'  owre  her  thrixxle. 
Her  mutchkin  stoup  as  toom's  a  vhissle : 
An'  damn'd  excisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Seizin'  a  stell. 
Triumphant  crushin't  like  a  mussel 

Or  lampit  sbelL 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 
A  blackguard  smuggler,  right  behint  her, 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuffie  nntner, 

Colleaguingjoia, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  winter 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot. 
To  see  his  poor  auld  mither's  pot 

Thus  dung  in  staTcs, 
An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

By  gallows  knares  ? 

Alas  I  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 

Trode  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight! 

But  could  I  like  Montgomeries  fight, 

Or  gab  Uke  Boswell, 
There's  some  sark-neoks  I  wad  draw  ttght^ 

An'  tie  some  hose  well. 

Qod  bless  your  honours,  can  ye  see't, 
The  kind,  auld,  canty  carlin  greet. 
An'  no  get  warmly  on  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it ! 
An'  tell  them  with  a  patriot  heat, 

Te  winna  bear  it  T 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws. 
To  round  the  period  an'  pause, 
An'  wi'  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues : 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa*8 

Auld  Scotland's  irrani 

Dempster,  a  true  blue  Scot  I*se  wnrran* ; 
Thee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  Kilkerran;* 
An'  that  glib>gabbet  Highland  baron. 

The  Laird  o*  Graham  ; 
An'  ane,  a  chap  that's  damn'd  auldfarrrct 

Dundas  his  name* 

>  The  Dnke  of  Montcoee. 
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Erskiae,  %  rponkie  Norland  bfllie ; 
Tme  Campbells^  Frederick  an*  TLbj  ; 
An'  liringstone,  tbe  bauld  Sir  Willie : 

An'  monie  ithers, 
Whom  anld  Demosthenes  or  Tnlly 

Might  own  for  brithers. 

Arouse,  mj  boys !  exert  yoor  mettle, 
To  get  anld  Scotland  back  her  kettle : 
Or  faith!  Fll  wad  my  new  plengh-pettle, 

Tell  see't  or  lang. 
Shell  teach  yon,  wi'  a  reekin'  wUttle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankons  mood. 
Her  loat  mifitia  fir'd  her  bloid  ; 
(Deil  Ba  they  nerer  mair  do  gold, 

Play'd  her  that  pliskie  I) 
Aa*  worn  she's  like  to  rin  red-wad 

Abont  her  whiskey. 

Aa' L— d,  if  aaee  they  pit  her  till't, 
Her  tartaa  petticoat  shell  kilt, 
Ab*  dork  an*  pistol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak  the  streets, 
Aa'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

r  th'  first  she  meets  I 

For  God  sake,  sirs,  then  speak  her  fair, 
Aa'  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair. 
An'  to  the  mnckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed, 
Aa*  strire,  wi'  a*  your  wit  and  lear, 

To  get  remead. 

Tea  ni-tongn'd  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  jon  wl'  his  Jeers  an'  mocks ; 
B«ii  gie  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks  t 

S'en  cowe  the  cadie ! 
An'  tead  him  to  his  dicing  box. 

An'  sportin'  lady. 

TeQ  jon  gtnd  bloid  o'  anld  Boconnock's 
m  be  his  debt  twa  mashlnm  bonnocks, 
Aa'  driak  his  health  in  anld  Nanse  Tinnook's' 

Kine  times  a-week,    . 
If  he  some  schema,  like  tea  an'  winnocks, 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Coeld  be  some  eommntaUon  broach, 
rs  pledge  my  aith  in  gold  braid  Scotch, 

I A  wortky  old  hoateM  of  tho.avthor*i  in  Mauehliiia, 
he  iOM*tiawa  itadiet  politiea  om  m  gltM  of  gaid 
drink. 


He  need  na  fear  their  fonl  reproach 

Nor  erodition. 

Yon  mixtie-maztie  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition. 

Anld  Scotiand  has  a  rande  tongne ; 
She's  just  a  doTil  wl'  a  rang; 
An'  if  she  promise  anld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung, 

She'll  no  desert 

An'  now,  ye  chosen  Fiye-and-Forty, 
^ay  still  your  mither's  heart  support  ye , 
Then,  though  a  minister  grow  dorty. 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Te'll  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty. 

Before  his  face. 

Qod  bless  your  honours  a'  your  days, 
YHl'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  daise, 
In  spite  o'  a'  the  thieiish  kaes. 

That  haunt  St  Jamie  s  i 
Your  humble  Poet  signs  an'  prays 

While  Bab  his  name  is. 


POSTSCBIPT. 

Lit  half-starr'd  slares  in  warmer  skies 
See  future  wines,  rich  clust'ring,  rise ; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies. 

But  blythe  and  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys, 

Tak  aif  their  whiskey. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms. 

The  scented  grores. 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droTes. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther ; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a'  hank'ring  swither 

To  Stan'  or  rin, 
Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throther 

To  Bare  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  Scotsman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  such  is  royal  Qoorge's  will. 

An'  there's  the  foe. 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 
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Nm  canld  faint-hearted  donbtings  tease  liim ; 
Death,  oomes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wr  blnidy  ban*  a  ireloome  g;iea  him ; 

An'  when  he  fa*B, 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathln'  lea'es  him 

In  faint  hnzzas! 

Sages  .their  solemn  een  may  steek, 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 
An'  physically  causes  seek, 

In  clime  an'  season ; 
But  tell  me  whiskey's  name  in  Greek, 

ril  tell  the  reason. 

Scotland,  my  anld,  respected  mither  1 
Tho'  whiles  ye  moistify  your  leather. 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
Freedom  and  whiskey  gang  thegither! — 

Tak  aff  your  dram  I 


XXXIX. 

ADDRESS  TO  THE  UNCO  GUID, 

OR  THX 

RIGIDLY  RIGHTEOUS. 

('  My  son,  these  maxims  moke  a  rule. 
And  lump  them  ay  thegither; 
The  Rigid  Righteous  is  a  fool, 

The  Rigid  Wise  anither : 
The  cleanest  com  that  e*er  was  dlght 

May  hae  some  pyles  o'  cafl*  in ; 
So  ne'er  a  fellow-creature  slight 
For  random  fits  o'  daflin.** 

BoLOMO!*.— Eccles.  ch.  vii.  yer.  16. 

['(Burns,"  says  Hogg,  in  a  note  on  this  Poem,  "  has 
written  more  from  his  own  heart  and  his  own  feelings 
than  any  other  po^t.  External  nature  had  few  charms 
for  him ;  the  sublime  shades  and  hues  of  heaven  and 
earth  never  excited  his  enthusiasm :  but  with  the  secret 
fountains  of  passion  in  the  human  soul  he  was  welt 
acquainted."  BumS|  indeed,  was  not  what  is  called  a 
descriptive  poet :  yet  with  what  exquisite  snatches  of 
lescriptioa  are  some  of  his  poemi  adomed|  and  in  what 
fragrant  and  romantio  scenes  he  enshrines'the  heroes  and 
heroines  of  many  of  his  finest  songs !  Who  the  high| 
exalted,  virtuous  dames  were,  to  whom  the  Poem  refers, 
we  are  not  told.  How  much  men  stand  indebted  to  want 
of  opportunity  to  sin,  and  how  much  of  their  good  name 
they  owe  to  the  ignorance  of  the  world,  were  inquiries 
in  which  the  poet  fonnd  pleasure.] 

I. 

0  TB  wha  are  sae  gnid  yoursel*, 
Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 


Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  sad  tell 
Your  neibor's  fauts  and  foUy! 

Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 
Snpply'd  wi'  store  o*  water, 

The  heaped  happer's  ebbing  still, 
And  still  the  elap  plays  clatter. 

II. 

Hear  me,  ye  Tenerable  core. 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortalB, 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals ; 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakea, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakti 

Their  failings  and  mischances. 

III. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  theirs  eompar'd, 

And  shudder  at  the  nilFer, 
But  cast  a  moment's  fiiir  regard, 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ  T 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gsTe, 

That  purity  ye  pride  in, 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  laTe) 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

IV. 

Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop. 
What  ragings  must  his  yeins  convulsOi 

That  still  eternal  gallop : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  t«l. 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way  ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  balth  to  sail. 

It  makes  an  unco  lee-way. 

T. 

See  social  life  and  glee  sit  down. 
All  Joyous  and  unthinking, 

'Till,  quite  transmugrify'd,  they're  gi 
Debauchery  and  drinking ; 

0  would  they  stay  to  calculate 
Th'  eternal  consequences ; 

Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  Btate, 

*  Damnation  of  expenses ! 

▼  I. 

Ye  high,  exalted,  Tirtuous  dame«, 

Ty'd  up  in  godly  laces. 
Before  ye  gie  poor  frailty  names. 

Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 
A  dear  loY'd  lad,  cooTenieaoe  aa 

A  treacherous  incUnati<m— > 


OP  BOBBKT  BURNS. 


HI 


Baty  let  me  whisper,  i'  your  log, 
Te*re  aibliiu  nae  temptation. 

TH. 

Then  gently  ecan  your  brother  man. 

Still  gentler  eister  woman ; 
Thongh  they  may  gang  a  kennin'  irrang, 

To  atep  aside  is  human: 
One  point  most  still  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  why  they  do  it : 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark. 

How  far  perhaps  they  me  it. 

VIII. 

Ifho  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  ns. 
He  knows  each  chord — ^its  Tsrions  tone, 

Each  spring — ^its  rarions  bias: 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 

We  nerer  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  eompate, 

Bnt  know  not  what's  resisted. 


M 


XL. 


TAM  SAMSON'S  £LEGT.> 


!*■  the  noblMt  work  of  God." 

Pops. 


^Tmm  ftanwon  was  a  wtt  eoDBtiy  MidmiftD  and  iporti- 
maa,  wbo  lorad  a  food  aoiif ,  a  aoeial  glan,  and  raUihad 
a  ifeot  ao  wall  that  be  axpreaaed  a  wUh  to  die  and  be 
ovried  1a  tbe  moon.  On  thia  hint  Bnrni  wrote  the  Elegy : 
wt>cB  Tarn  haard  o'  thia  he  waited  on  the  poet,  canaed 
kun  lo  recite  it,  and  expreaeed  displeaanre  at  being 
i.BM>ared  with  the  dead :  the  author,  whoae  wit  waa  aa 
fvftljr  aa  bin  rhymea,  added  the  Per  Contra  in  a  moment, 
to  the  delight  of  hla  friend.  At  hia  death  the  four 
\  of  Epitaph  were  cnt  on  hia  graTeatone .  *  <  Thii  poem 
baaelwaya,'*  myt  Hogg,  "  been  a  great  eoantry  faTonr- 
iBi :  It  cbMBda  with  happy  ezpraaaioaa. 

earn*  down  like  wmteri, 
An  aere  braid.* 


•  In  Tain  Cka  bona 


XWhMX  a  picture  of  a  flooded  bam !  any  other  poet  would 
tore  given  «a  a  long  deeeription :  Burea  daahea  it  down 
at  eeco  m  a  atyle  ao  graphie  no  one  can  miatake  it. 

'  Petbape  upon  hia  mouldering  breait 
Some  ^itefo'  noorfowl  biga  her  neat.' 


Matrbtkat 


nee  who  can."] 


s  Wkmi  tbSa  worthy  old  iportanan  went  out  lact  mnir- 
(»«i  faapB,  be  aappoaad  ft  waa  to  be,  in  Oaaiaa'a  phraaOi 
•  itelaat  of  hia  ielda." 

I A  pnacfaer,  a  great  fkroaiite  with  the  mlUioa.   Tid4 

II. 


Has  anld  Kilmarnock  seen  the  deilT 
Or  great  M'Kinlay'  thrawn  his  heel  ? 
Or  Robinson'  again  grown  weel. 

To  preach  an'  read? 
"  Na,  waur  than  a' !"  cries  ilka  chiel, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead  I 

mimamock  lang  msy  gront  an'  grane, 
^'  sigh,  an'  sob,  an'  greet  her  lane, 
An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an  wean, 

In  mourning  weed ; 
To  death,  she's  dearly  paid  the  kane, 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

The  brethren  o'  the  mystic  lerel 
May  hing  their  head  in  woefti'  berel, 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  rerel, 

Like  ony  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  lodge  an  nnco  deyel, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  Winter  muffles  up  his  cloak, 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  lochs  the  curlers  flock, 

Wi'  gleesome  speed, 
Wha  win  they  station  at  the  cock  ? 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

He  was  the  king  o'  a'  the  core, 
To  guard  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore, 
Or  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar 

In  time  o'  need ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  death's  hog-score, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Kow  safe  the  stately  sawmont  sail, 
And  trouts  be-dropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail, 
And  eels  weel  ken'd  for  souple  taU, 

And  geds  for  greed, 
Since  dark  in  death's  fish-creel  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead. 

Rejoice,  jre  birring  patricks  a' ; 
Ye  cootie  moorcocks,  crousely  craw ; 
Ye  maukins,  cock  your  tud  fu'  braw^ 

Withoaten  dread ; 
Your  mortal  fae  is  now  awa'^ 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

That  woefVi'  mom  be  erer  moum'd 
Saw  him  in  shootin'  graith  adom'd, 


s  Another  preacher,  an  equal  faTourite  with  the  few, 
who  wia  at  that  time  ailing.  Forhim  aee  alio  the  Ord»- 
nation,  ataaza  IX. 
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'While  pointers  round  impfttient  bnm'd, 

Frae  ooaplee  freed ; 

Bat,  Och  1  he  gfted  and  ne'er  retum'dl 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

In  run  anld  age  his  body  batters ; 
In  Tain  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters ; 
In  vain  the  bnms  cam'  down  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid  1 
Now  ey'ry  anld  wife,  greeting  clatters, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Owre  many  a  weary  hag  he  Umplt, 
An'  ay  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  death  behind  him  jompit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide ; 
Now  he  proolums,  wi'  tout  o'  tnimpet» 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger. 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle  swagger, 
Bat  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel-aim'd  heed ; 
**  Ir— d,  five !"  he  cry'd,  an'  owre  did  stagger; 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Hk  hoary  hunter  moom'd  a  brither; 
Hk  sportsman  yoath  bemoan'd  a  father ; 
Yon  anld  ^ey  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  oat  his  head, 
Whare  Boms  has  wrote  in  rhyming  blether 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  npon  his  moald'ring  breast 
Some  spitefa*  mnirfowl  bigs  her  nest, 

To  hatch  an'  breed ; 
Alas  I  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  Angost  winds  the  heather  wave. 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave. 
Three  volleys  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

0'  poatiier  an'  lead, 
'Till  echo  answer  frae  her  cave 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

Heav'n  rest  his  soul,  whare'er  he  be ! 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me ; 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  may  be  three. 

Yet  what  remead  ? 
Ae  social,  honest  man  want  we : 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 


BPITAPH. 

Tam  Samson's  weel-wom  clay  here  lies, 
Ye  canting  zealots  spare  him ! 

If  honest  worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ye'll  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 


PEB  GONTBA. 

Go,  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neoks  o'  Eillie, 
Tell  ev'ry  social  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grieTia*, 
For  yet,  nnskaith'd  by  death's  gleg  giolUe, 

Tam  Samson's  Uvin'. 


XLI. 
LAMENT, 

OOOASIOVXD  BT  THS  UKrOnTUNATI  XBSVZ 

OF  A 

FBIEND'S  AMOUR. 

**  Alu !  bow  oft  do«a  goodaoti  wosnd  itaelf ! 
And  iWMt  affsction  prove  the  ipTing  of  woe.' ' 

HOMS 

[The  hero  and  heroine  of  thia  litUe  noomAil  p< 
were  Robert  Bame  end  Jean  ATmour.  *'Thia  wi 
noet  melancholf  ailkir,"  eaya  the  poet  in  hU  leU4 
fifoora,  "  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and 
very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two  of  the  priacip^  qw 
cationa  for  a  place  among  thoee  who  have  loat  the  < 
and  miitaken  the  reckoning  of  rationality.'*  IIog| 
Motherwell,  with  an  ignorance  which  ia  easier  to  1 
at  than  account  for,  aay  this  Poem  was  **^  written  c 
oeoaaion  of  Aleatander  Cunningham^a  darling  aww>tl 
alightiqg  him  and  marrying  another  :—ehe  actvd  « 
part.*'  With  what  care  they  had  read  the>  gr«al 
whom  they  jointly  edited  in  ia  needleaa  to  aay :  aim 
they  coald  read  the  laat  two  linea  of  the  third  ven 
commend  the  lady*a  wiadom  for  alighting  her 
aeems  a  problem  which  deftea  definition.  This  m 
waa  pointed  oat  by  a  friend,  and  corrected  ia  a.  ■ 
iiane  of  the  volume.] 

I. 

0  THOU  pale  orb,  that  silent  shines. 

While  care-antroabled  mortala  sleep  I 
Thou  seest  a  wretch  who  inly  pines. 

And  wanders  here  to  wiul  and  weep  ! 
With  woe  I  nightly  vi|^  ke^, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  nnwaming  bei 
And  moam,  in  lamentation  deep» 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dreuft. 


OF  BOBBBT  BUBNS. 


lit 


1  Jogrkn  Titw  thy  rajs  adorn 

Tht  fkintlj  marked  distant  Mil : 
I  J^len  ^ew  thy  trembling  horn, 

Befleeted  in  the  gurgling  nil : 
My  fondl j-flnttering  heart,  be  still  : 

Thou  bn^f  pow'r,  Remembrance, 
Ahl  must  the  agonising  thrill 

For  erer  bar  returning  peace  I 

III. 
No  idly-fdga'd  poetio  pains, 

My  aad,  love-hm  lamentings  daim ; 
No  sibepherd's  pipe— Arcadian  strains ; 

No  fkbled  tortttree,  quaint  and  tame : 
The  plighted  fkith;  the  mutual  flame; 

Hie  oft-attested  PoVrs  abore; 
The  proBus'd  father's  tender  name ; 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  lore  I 

XT. 

Eoeirelod  in  her  dasping  arms, 

How  haTO  the  raptured  moments  flown  I 
How  haTO  I  wish'd  for  fortone^s  charms, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone ! 
JUd  must  I  think  it  I— is  she  gone. 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  7 

And  is  she  erer,  erer  lost? 


OhI  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth. 
As  from  the  fimdest  lorer  part, 

The  plii^ted  hnsband  of  her  youth ! 
Alas!  life's  path  may  be  unsmooth I 

Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress ! 
Then,  who  her  pange  and  pains  will  soothe, 

Her  soirows  share,  and  make  them  less? 

Te  winged  honn  that  o*er  us  past, 

garaptur'd  more,  the  more  eijoy'd. 
Tear  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast, 

My  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  employed, 
Thai  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  Toid, 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room ! 
Et^  eT*r7  ray  of  hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

▼II. 
Thesom  that  warns  th'  approaeUng  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  wee: 
1  eee  the  boors  in  long  amy. 
Thai  I  Best  itfer,  lingering  slow. 
• 


Fall  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 
Keen  recollection's  direftil  train. 

Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Phoebus,  low, 
ShsH  kiss  the  distant,  western  main. 

▼III. 
And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-harass'd  out  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerres,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nighay  thief: 
Or  if  I  slumber,  fancy,  chief^ 

Bdgns  haggard-wild,  in  sore  alEright: 
EVn  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief, 

From  such  a  horror-breathing  night 

xz. 
01  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th*  expanse 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway  I 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Obsenr'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  stray  t 
The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away, 

While  lore's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silrer-gleaming  ray. 

To  mark  the  mutual  kindling  eye. 

X. 

Oh  I  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set  I 

Scenes  nerer,  nerer  to  return ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget, 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  bum  I 
From  eVry  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 

Life's  weary  rale  Fll  wander  thro' ; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  Fll  mourn 

A  faithless  woman's  broken  tow. 


BSSPONDENCT. 

AH  ODX. 

["  I  tUak,'*  nid  Boras,  «^it  ii  oat  of  thognateit  plta- 
■orM  atttndiag  a  po«tio  genini)  that  wo  can  five  oar 
woot,  caret,  Joyi,  and  lorea  an  embodied  form  in  verae, 
wbieh  to  me  ia  erer  Immediate  eaae.**  He  eleewbere 
eajre,  **  Mf  paerioaa  ng9d  like  ao  many  derils  till  tlie)' 
got  rent  in  rhyme."  That  eminent  painter,  Faeeli,  on 
eeeing  hia  wife  in  a  pacaion,  aaid  eompoaedly,  **  Swear, 
my  love,  awear  heartily :  yoa  know  not  how  maeh  it  will 
eaae  yon !"  Thia  poem  wna  printed  in  the  Kilmarnock 
edition,  and  f  ivea  a  trne  picture  of  thoae  bitter  momenta 
experienced  by  the  bard,  when  love  and  fortoae  alike 
deceived  him.] 

I. 
Omxss'n  with  grief,  oppreas'd  with  Wf% 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  heart       ^ 
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I  Bet  me  down  ud  i^gh : 
0  life  I  thou  SFt  ft  gallisg  load. 
Along  a  roagb,  a  weary  road^ 

To  wretches  snoh  as  II 
Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  Tiew, 
What  sick'ning  scenes  appear  I 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thro' 
Too  jnsUy  I  may  fear  I 
Still  caring,  despairing, 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er 
But  with  the  closing  tomb  I 

II. 
Happy,  ye  sons  of  bnsy  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  liew  regard  I 
EVn  when  the  wished  end's  deny'd, 
Tet  while  the  bnsy  means  are  ply*d. 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Meet  ev'ry  sad  returning  night 
And  joyless  mom  the  same ; 
Tou,  bustling,  and  jnstling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain ; 
I,  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  CTcry  prospect  vain. 

III. 
How  blest  the  solitary's  lot, 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all  forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cayem  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or,  haply,  to  his  CT'ning  thought. 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint  collected  dream ; 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoQghta  to  heaVn  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meand'ring. 
He  TiewB  the  solemn  sky. 

IV. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  plac*d 
Where  nerer  human  footstep  trao'd, 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improTe» 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  moT6t 

With  self-respecting  art : 
Bttt^ah  1  those  pleasures,  lores,  and  joys, 

wlieh  I  too  keenly  taste, 


The  solitary  can  despise. 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest  t 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  lore  or  hate, 
Whilst  I  here,  must  ory  hero 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

V. 

Oh !  enyiable,  early  days. 

When  dancing  thoughtiess  plessve'i  muiy 

To  care,  to  gmlt  unknown  I 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes. 

Of  others,  or  vxy  ownl 
Te  tiny  eWes  that  guiltiess  sport, 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  littie  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  manhood  is  your  wish ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  actiye  man  engage  1 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 
Of  dim  declining  age  I 


XLm. 


COTTER'S  SATURDAY  KIGHT 

-     MSCKIBIS  TO  XOBXBT  AIKSST,  S»Q. 

*^Let  not  ambition  mock  thair  uMfal  toil, 
Their  homelf  joys,  and  deitiny  obaeora : 
Nor  grandeur  hear,  with  a  diadainflil  amila. 
The  short  and  nmple  annali  of  tli«  poor  .'* 

Gkat 

[The  honie  of  William  Banu  waa  the  acano  a| 
fine,  devout,  and  tranqail  drama,  and  William  hm 
wai  the  eaint,  the  father,  and  the  tauaband,  ttHo 
life  and  aentiment  to  the  whole.  <*  Robert  had  fr«o 
ly  remarked  to  me,"   eayi  Gilbert  Bama,    **  th 
thought  there  was  eomethii^  peenliarly  T«ii«rmble 
phrase,  <  Let  ns  worship  God  V  nsed  by  a  decent 
head  of  a  family,  iatrodaeing  family  worahip.*'    1 
sentiment  of  the  author  the  world  is  wdabted  € 
"Cotter^s  Saturday  Night."  He  owed  aome  little 
ever,  of  the  inspiration  to  Fergnssou'a  *'  Fanii*r*B  1 
a  poem  of  great  merit.    The  oalm  ton*  and  holy  c 
aura  of  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  bav«  bean  ml 
by  Hogg  for  want  of  nerre  and  life.  <*  It  la  a  dull . 
lifeless  poem,"  he  says,  "and  the  only  b«mity 
sesses,  in  my  estimation,  is,  that  it  ia  a  aort  of 
picture  of  the  poet's  family.    The  worat  thing  o 
is  not  original,  but  is  a  decided  imitaUon  of  P erg 
beautiful  pastoral,  *The  Farmer's  lagla  :*  X  hav 
feet  contempt  for  all  plagiarisma    aad    imiu 
Motherwell  tries  to  qualify  the  cenaara  of  bia 
editor,  by  quoting  Lockhart*s  opinioa— at  on< 
and  just,  of  this  fine  picture  of  domeatie  bappic 
dCTolion.] 
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Or  tftporito  her  stir  woa  peDny-fee, 
To  ]i«Ip  kcr  parents  dear,  if  the/  in 'htrdahip 
be. 


^  '         •  :  .1-  ^   /v"^   -"10  I'J-l.?  •    • 

Wed  plets'd  to  tlunk  her  baini*!  reeoeoted  like 
the  IftTe. 
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I. 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honeat  pride,  I  soom  each  selfish  end : 
Mj  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and 
praise: 
To  yon  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays, 

The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequestered  soena ; 

The  natiTe  feelings  strong,  the  gnileless  ways ; 

What  Axken  in  a  cottage  wonld  have  heen ; 

Ah !  tho'  hia  worth  nnknowni  far  happier  there, 

I  ween! 

II. 

Noremher  chill  hlaws  loud  wi'  angry  sngh ; 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  plengh: 
The  blaok'ning  triuns  o*  crawd  to  their  re- 
pose: 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labour  goes, 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
CoUeets  his  spades,  his  mattoehs,*and  his  hoes. 
Hoping  ^e  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hame- 
ward  bend. 

hi; 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  «Epectant  wee-things,  toddlin*,  stacher 
thro' 
To  meet  their  Pad,  wi'  flichterin'  noise  an' 
glee. 
Hia'wee  bit  ingle,  blinldn'  bonnily. 
His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thriftie  Wifie's 
smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Poes  a'  his  weary  kiangh  and  care  beguile, 
An'  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his 
toil 

ly. 

Belyre,  the  elder  bairns  come  drapping  in. 
At  service  out  amang  the  farmers  roun' : 
Some  ca' the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town: 
Th^  eldest  hoper  their  Jenny,  woman  grown, 
Inyouthfn'  bloom,  lore  sparkling  in  here'e. 
Comes  hame,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new 
gown. 
Or  deponte  her  sidr  won  penny-fee, 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in 'hardship 
be. 


V. 

With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

An'  each  for  other's  welfare  kindly  spiers : 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotio'd,  fleet; 

Each  tells  the  unco's  that  he  sees  or  hears ; 
The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years; 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 
The  Mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  shears, 

Gkrs  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the 
new; — 
The  Father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 


VI. 

Their  master's  an'  their  mistress's  command. 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 
And  mind  their  labours  wi'  an  eydent  hand, 

An'  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play: 
**  And  0 !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway ! 

And  mind  your  duty,  duly,  mom  and  night ! 
Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray, 

Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
They  never  sought  in  vain,  that  sought  the 
Lord  aright !" 

VII. 

But,  hark !  a  rap  comes  gentiy  to  the  door ; 
Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor. 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  Mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek. 
With  heart-struck  anxious  care,  inquires  his 
name. 
While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak ; 
Weel  pleas'd  the  Mother  hears  it's  nae  wild, 
worthless  rake. 

VIII. 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben ; 
A  strsppan  youth;  he  taks  the  Mother's 
eye; 
Blythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en ; 
The  Father  cracks  of  horses,  ploughs,  and 
kye. 
The  youngster's  artiess  heart  o'erflows  wi' Joy, 
But  blate,  an  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  be- 
have; 
The  Mother,  wi'  a  woman's  vriles,  oan  spy 
What  makes  the  youth  sae  bashfii'  and  sae 
grave; 
Weel  pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  resneoted  like 
the  lave. 
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zx. 

0  bftppy  loTo !  where  lore  like  thla  is  foimd! 
O  heart-felt  raptures  I — bliss  beyond  com- 
pare! 
Tre  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  roond, 

And  sage  experience  bids  nie  this  declare— 
"  If  heayen  a  draught  of  heaTcnly  pleasure 
spare, 
One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  Tale, 
'Tis  when  a  youthftil,  loving,  modest  pair. 
In  other's  arms,  breathe  out  the  tender  tale. 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the 
eVning  gale." 


Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart-* 
A  wretch  I  a  yillidn  1  lost  to  lore  and  truth! 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  onhispeijnr'd  arts!  dissembling  smooth  I 
Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd  ? 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their 
ehUd? 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  mud,  and  their  distrae- 
UonwUd? 

XI. 

But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board, 
The  halesome  parritch,  chief  of  Scotia's 
food: 
The  soupe  their  only  hawkie  does  afford. 
That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her 
oood: 
The  dame  brings  forth  in  eompllmental  mood. 
To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck. 

An'  aft  he's  prest,  an'  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 
The  frugal  wilie,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
now  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  tin'  lint  was  i'  the 
bell. 

ZII. 

The  eheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  Sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace. 
The  big  ha'-Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride ; 
His  bonnet  rey'rently  is  laid  aside. 

His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  an'  bare ; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion 
glide, 
He  wales  a  portion  with  Judicious  care ; 
And  <  Let  us  worship  Qod  1'  he  says,  with  so- 
lemn air. 


ZIII. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  gnise ; 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest 

aim: 

Perhaps  Dundee's  wlld-warbling  measures 

rise. 

Or  plaintiTe  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name; 

Or  noble  Blgin  beets  the  heaten-ward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays : 
Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  tziUs  are  tame ; 
The  tickl'd  ear  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise 

•  XIT. 

The  priest-like  Father  reads  the  sacred  page 

How  Abram  was  the  fHend  of  Qod  on  high 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny ; 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ir< 
Or  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme 
How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  nan  w 
shed; 
How  Hb,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  seoo 
nam^. 
Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  Ids  hes 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped. 
The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  man^ 
land; 
How  he  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished. 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand ; 
And  heard  great  Bab'lon's  doom  pronoimc'd 
Heaven's  command. 

XTI. 

Then  kneeling  down,  to  HsiLVBzr's  btsb 
Knro, 
The  S^t,  the  Father,  and  the  Hnal; 
prays: 
Hope '  springs  exulting  on  triumpliant  vriz 
That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  ftittxre  d 
There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 
^    No  more  to  sigh,  or  shM  the  bitter  tei 
Together  hymning  their  Creator^a  praise 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  deso*: 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eti 
sphere. 

*  Pope. 
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ZVIZ. 

Comptt'd  with  ihis,  how  poor  Roligioa*B  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method  and  of  art. 
When  men  display  to  congregationa  wide, 

]>eTotion'a  eVxy  graee,  exeept  the  heart  I 
The  Pow'r,  incena'd,  the  pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompons  strain,  the  saeerdotal  stole ; 
Bnt  haplj,  in  some  oottage  far  apart, 

hlaj  hear,  well  pleas'd,  the  langoage  of  the 
sonl; 
And  in  His  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enroL 

ZYIII. 

Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  seVral  way ; 

The  y onn^^ing  cottagers  retire  to  rest : 
Their  Parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

Axid  proffer  np  to  HeftTen  the  warn  re<iaest, 
That  Hs,  who  stills  the  raten's  damVons 
nest. 
And  dedu  the  lily  liUr  in  flow'ry  pride. 
Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best. 
For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  proride ; 
Bat»  ehiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  grace  dirine 
preside* 

XIX. 

From  scenes  like  these,  old  Scotia's  grandenr 

springs, 

Thai  makes  her  10^4  *^  home,  rerer'd 

abroad: 

Friaoes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  Ungs, 

**Aa  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of 

And  certes,  in  fair  rirtne's  hea^'nly  road. 

The  cottage  leaTCS  the  palace  hat  behind ; 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  ?  a  cnmbrons  load, 
Disgnlsing  oft  Ae  wretch  of  hnman  kind, 
StniSed  in  arts  of  HeD,  in  wickedness  refln'd  I 


0  Scotia !  my  dear,  my  natiye  s<^  I 
For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Hearen  is 
sent  I 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet 
contctttl 
And,  0 1  may  heaTcn  their  simple  Utcs  prerent 

Vnn  InxQxy's  contagion,  weak  and  rile  I 
Then,  however  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  rirtaons'popnlace  may  rise  the  while, 
Aod  stand  a  wall  of  fire  aronnd  their  mnch- 
loT'dlsle. 


I. 

0  ThonI  who  ponr'd  the  patriotic  tide 
That  stream'd  through  Wallace's  nndannted 
heart: 
Who  dar'd  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 
(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  Thou  art, 

His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward  i) 
0  ncTer,  neyer,  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 
Bnt  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot  bard. 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornament  and 
guardi 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

[Thii  venkm  wufirit  priattd  in  the  geeoad  edittoa  of 
the  poet'a  worki.  It  cmnaot  b«  regwded  •■  one  of  his 
happieit  eompoiitions :  it  in  inferior,  not  indaed  in  ease, 
bnt  in  ■implicity  and  nntiqne  vigoar  of  language,  to  the 
common  reraion  naed  in  tiie  Kirk  of  Scotland.  Bnma 
had  admitted  "Death  and  Dr.  Hombook*>  into  Creech's 
edition,  and  probably  deaired  to  balance  it  with 
thing  at  which  the  devout  coold  not  caiil.] 

Thi  man,  in  life  whereyer-plac'd. 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  thdr  guilty  lore  I 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  soornfrd  pride 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 
But  with  humility  and  awe 

Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  fixm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 

Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast. 
And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 

Before  the  sweeping  blast 

For  why  T  that  Gk>p  the  good  adore 
Hath  glT'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  mm 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest 
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XLT. 
THB  FIRST  BIX  YEftSES 

NINETIETH  FftlLM. 

[Th«  nioAtieth  PMlm  ii  taid  to  lutTa  bmta  a  favoiirit* 
In  the  hooMhold  of  WilliAia  Barni :  the  venioa  need  by 
the  Kirk,  tboagh  oneqDal,  containa  beaatiful  Teneii  and 
poiMHee  the  lame  etrain  of  ■entimeat  and  moral  reaeoa* 
ing  ae  the  poem  of  <  *  Man  was  made  to  Mourn. "  Theee 
renei  first  appeared  in  the  Edinbnrgh  edition ;  and  they 
might  have  been  epared ;  for  in  the  handi  of  a  poet  igao- 
lant  of  the  original  language  of  the  Psalmiet,  how  could 
they  be  eo  correct  in  sense  and  expression  as  in  a  sacred 
itrain  is  not  only  desirable  but  necessary  ?] 

0  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  hmaan  race  I 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  erer  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  plaoe  t 

Before  the  mountains  heaVd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand, 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thj  command ; 

That  PoVr  which  rais*d  and  still  upholds 

This  uniTersal  frame, 
From  countless,  nnbef^nning  time 

Was  OTer  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  Test, 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past 

Thou  giVst  the  word :  Thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  **  Te  sons  of  men, 

Return  ye  into  nought  I" 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  eyerlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  OTerwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flow'r, 

,  In  beauty's  pride  anray'd ; 
But  long  ere  idght,  cut  down*  it  lies 

An  withered  and  dee^d. 


XLVI. 

TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 

ox  TUBjraaa  oirs  dowv  with  tbi  vuiisau  n 

▲pbh,  1786. 

[This  was  not  the  original  title  of  this  sweet  poem :  I 
have  a  copy  ia  the  handwriting  of  Bnms  entitled  "  T1>« 
Oowan."    This  more  natural  name  he  changed  at  he  did 
his  own,  without  reasonable  cause;  and  be  ehsngod  it 
about  the  same  time,  for  he  eeased  to  call  himsslf  Bttrncn 
and  his  poem  <*  The  Oonran,"  in  the  first  editioa  or  h» 
works.    The  field  at  Moesgiel  where  he  turasd  down  tlio 
Daisy  is  said  to  be  the  same  field  where  some  fire  moothi 
before  he  turned  up  the  Mouse;  but  this  sesms  likely 
only  to  those  who  are  little  acquainted  with  tiUs^«->wiio 
think  that  in  time  and  place  reside  the  chief  ehunxu  f\( 
▼erse ;  and  who  feel  not  the  beauty  of  <*  The  Baiiy,"  liU 
tiiey  seek  and  find  the  spot  on  which  it  grew.   Sobiimo 
morality  and  the  deepest  emotions  of  the  soul  piisi  for 
little  with  those  who  remember  only  what  geniua  lores 
to  fozget.] 

Wu,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour ; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stonro 

Tby  slender  stem : 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonnie  gem. 

Alas  I  it*s  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
The  bonnie  lark,  companion  meet ! 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  spreckl'd  breast. 
When  upwardHspringing,  blythe,  to  greet 

The  purpling  east. 

Gauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth ; 
Tet  cheerfully  thou  glinftd  forth 

Amid  the  stortn. 
Scarce  rear'd  abore  the  parent  earth 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flowers  our  gardens  yield. 
High  shelt'ring  woods  and  wa*s  mann  ahiel 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

0*  clod  or  stanci 
Adorns  the  histie  stibble-field. 

Unseat,  alani>. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sunward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  goisa  ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed. 

And  low  then  Ues ! 
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Saeh  ia  the  &te  of  urfleaa  mftid, 
SwMt  iIow*ret  of  the  rural  ehnde ! 
By  lore's  nmplid^  betray'd. 

And  gnildesB  tmsti 
TiU  the»  like  thee,  aU  soird,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Such  ie  the  iWte  of  simple  bard, 

Ob  life's  rough  ocean  InoUeas  stanr'd  I 

l&Bddlfitl  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore, 
*m  hmawv  nge^  and  gales  blow  hard. 

And  whelm  him  o'er  t 

BnA  fate  to  snffering  worth  is  giVn, 
"Wha  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striT'n, 
Sjf  hnman  ^de  or  eanning  driv'n 

To  mie'r/s  brink, 
*!Rn  wrenched  of  every  stay  but  HeaVn, 

He,  rnin'd,  sink ! 

Bv'n  thou  wlio  moom'st  the  Busy's  fate, 
That  fate  is  thine— no  distant  date ; 
Stem  Bnin's  ploughshare  drires,  elate, 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 
Tin  crvshM  beneath  the  fiirrow's  wei^t» 
*  ShaU  be  thy  doom ! 


XLvn. 

SPI8TLB  TO  A  YOUNG  FBIEND. 

MAT,  1786. 

(Andraw  Alkin,  to  whom  this  poem  of  good  eoaiiMl  ia 
mSdtwtmdf  wu  om  of  the  loni  of  Robert  Aiken,  writer  ia 
Ayr,  to  whom  the  Ootter>e  Satarday  Night  ii  inieribed. 
He  eeeane  « laerohaat  m  Liverpool,  with  whet  laecen 
ve  ere  not  iafonaed,  and  died  at  St.  Petersbargh.  The 
putt  has  been  charged  with  a  deiire  to  teach  hypoeriay 
rather  then  truth  to  hia  "Andrew  dear;"  bat  enreljrto 
9«neeaJ  one's  own  tlioaghtB  and  discover  those  of  others, 
oa  soareelf  be  ealted  hypocritical ;  it  is,  la  fact,  a  ver^ 
eMtt  ef  the  eelelimled  precept  of  prudence,  **  Thonghta 
^loae  ami  looks  loose.**  Whether  be  profited  by  all  the 
enaasel  showered  opon  him  by  the  mnse  we  Icnow  notr 
Ic  was  ma  eh  respected— his  name  embalmed,  like  that 
s4Um  father,  ia  the  poetry  of  his  friend,  ia  not  likely  soon 
tspefiah.] 

I. 
I  uufo  ]iae  thought,  my  yonthfu*  friend, 

A  something  to  hate  sent  yon, 
Thongh  it  should  Serre  nae  ither  end 

Than  Jnst  a  kind  memento ; 


Bnt  how  the  subject-theme  may  gang. 
Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 

Perhaps  it  may  torn  out  a  sang. 
Perhaps,  turn  out  a  sermon* 

XL 

Ye'n  try  the  world  soon,  my  lad. 

And,  Andrew  dear,  belioTe  me, 
Ye*ll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 

And  muckle  they  may  grieye  ye : 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Er'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 

Where  er'ry  nerre  is  struned. 

III. 

ril  BO  say  men  are  fillains  a' ; 

The  real,  hardened  wicked, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  but  human  law, 

Are  to  a  few  restricked ; 
But,  och  I  mankind  are  unco  weak. 

An'  Uttle  to  be  trusted ; 
If  self  the  wsTering  balance  shake. 

It's  rarely  right  a^usted ! 

IV. 

Yet  they  whn  fa'  in  Fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure, 
For  still  th'  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him ; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor's  part, 

Yet  hae  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 

Ay  free^  aff  han'  your  story  tell, 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony ; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel' 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel'  as  weel's  ye  can 

Free  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro'  eVry  other  man, 

WV  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 

TI. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plao'd  love, 

Luzuriantiy  indulge  it ; 
But  nerer  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tho'  naething  should  dimlge  it : 
I  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  sin, 

The  hasard  of  concealing ; 
But,  och  I  it  hardens  a'  within. 

And  petrifies  the  feeling  I 
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To  oBich  dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Aeridnone  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  ti*tj  wile 

That's  Justified  by  honour ; 
Kot  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge, 

Kor  for  a  train-attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorions  prinlege 

Of  being  independent. 

Till. 

The  fear  o'  Hell's  a  hangman's  whip. 
To  baud  the  wreteh  in  order ; 

Bnt  where  ye  feel  yonr  honour  grip, 
Let  that  ay  be  yonr  border : 

lU  sUghest  touehes,  instant  pause- 
Debar  ft'  side  pretences ; 

And  resolutely  keep  its  laws, 
TTnoaring  eonsequenees. 

IX. 

The  great  Creator  to  reyere 

Must  sure  become  the  creature ; 
But  stiU  the  preaching  cant  forbear. 

And  eVn  the  ri^d  feature : 
Yet  ne'er  with  wiU  profane  to  range. 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  Atheist  laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  oifended ! 


When  ranting  round  In  pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded ; 
Or  if  she  gle  a  random  sting, 

It  may  be  litUe  minded ; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempestnlriT'n, 

A  conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  flx'd  wi'  Heav'n 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor ! 

XI. 

Adieu,  dear,  amiable  youth ! 

Tour  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting  t 
Hay  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth 

Breet  your  brow  uadaunting  I 
In  ploughman  phrase, '  Ood  send  you  speed,' 

StiU  daily  to  grow  wiser: 
And  may  you  better  reck  the  rede 

Than  erer  did  th'  adyiserl 


XLvra. 

TO  A  LOUSB, 
ov  •oiHo  on  OK  ▲  laot'i  boxvxt,  at  canct. 

[A  BbnebUn*  incident  of  a  KavcMiiM  lady  if  NliM 
in  thii  poem,  'wiUeh  to  nasf  of  the  lofter  ftiendi  of  tbe 
bard  wu  uythlog  but  weleome :  it  appealed  in  th*  Kil* 
maniock  eopy  of  bia  Poemi,  and  remouttanee  and  per* 
■oafioB  were  alike  tried  in  tain  to  keep  it  out  o(  tk* 
Edinbnigb  edition.   I  netead  of  legaiding  it  ea  a  aaaio^ 
able  lebake  to  pride  and  vanitf ,  noma  of  bii  leanid 
eommentatora  called  it  eoaree  and  vnlgaiw-tboaa  cUa^ 
peraona  might  have  remembered  that  Jdiaa,  no  Tulgar 
pereon,  bnt  an  emperor  and  a  aeholar,  wore  a  popolMi 
beard,  and  waa  prond  of  it.J 

Ha  I  where  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlin  ferlie ! 
Your  impudence  protects  you  surly : 
I  oanna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

Owre  gauxe  and  lace ; 
Tho'  futh,  I  fear,  ye  dine  but  sparely 

On  no  a  place. 

Te  ugly,  creepin',  blastit  wonner. 
Detested,  shunn'd,  by  saunt  an'  sinner, 
How  dare^you  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Bae  fine  a  lady  I 
Gae  somewhere  else,  and  seek  yonr  dinner 

On  some  poor  body. 

Swith,  in  some  beggar's  halTet  squatUe ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  sprattl^ 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  oattie. 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Where  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  nnsetUe 

Yonr  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight. 
Below  the  fatt'rells,  snug  an'  tight; 
Na,  fsith  ye  yet!  ye'U  no  be  right 

'TiU  ye're  got  en  it. 
The  Tera  topmost,  tow'ring  height 

0'  Miss's  bonnet 

My  sooth  I  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
As  plump  an'  gray  as  onie  grotet; 

0  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rotet, 

Or  fell,  red  smeddom, 
rd  g^e  you  sic  a  hearty  doie  o't. 

Wad  drees  your  droddix 

1  wad  na  been  surpris'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flainen  toy ; 
Or  Ablins  some  bit  dnddie  boy, 

On*8  wyliecoat ; 
Bat  Bliss's  fine  Lunardit  fie  I 

HowdauryedoHt 


O,  Janjr,  dinnA  toM  jour  head, 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abread ! 
Te  little  ken  what  enned  speed 

The  blastie's  makin'  t 
Thae  inaha  and  finger-ends,  I  dread. 

Are  notice  takin* ! 

0  wad  some  Power  the  giftie  gie  ns 
To  seo  oorsels  as  others  see  nsl 
It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  ns 

An*  foolish  notion ; 
1?hat  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea*e  ns. 

And  ev'n  derotion  I 


EPISTLE  TO  J.  BANKIKE, 

sscLoiiso  Boxs  rosm. 

flW  perwm  to  wtioin  theN  TtnM  art  addrened  llTed 
at  aHimlrill  in  Aynikira,  tad  noritad  the  pialM  of  rouf  h 
Md  medf-wttted,  which  the  poem  beitowi.  The  hn- 
BOfou  drMsi  allodtd  to,  wm  nUtad  byway  of  rabnka 
to  a  Wit  aosBtrf  aarl,  iiHk>  was  ia  tha  habit  of  eaUiof 
all  people  of  low  dagraa  "  Brntaa !  — damned  bratas." 
"  I  draamadthat  1  waa  dead,"  lald  tiia  raatle  Mtiriat  to 
hiaaapaiiort  '^nd  eoadamoad  for  the  eompaajr  I  kept. 
1 1  eama  te  hall-door,  whata  aonjr  of  yoor  lordahip'a 
gaaf ,  I  ehappit,  and  <  Wha  are  ya,  and  where 
d'ye  eoHM  fiaa  ?'  Satan  azclaimad.  I  Jnit  laid,  that  my 
aaaewBS  BaakiDa,aBd  I  eama  fraa  yara  lordihip'a  land. 
*A«awi'fOB,'eiiad8alaa;  <yacannaeomahera:  hall'a 
^  •*  hie  lordihip'B  damned  bmtaa  already.'  'H 

0  SOUOH,  mde,  ready-witted  Rankino, 
The  wale  o*  cooks  for  fan  an*  drinkin* ! 
There's  numie  godly  folks  are  thinkin', 

Tour  dreams*  an'  tricks 
inn  send  70V,  Korah-like,  a-sinkin' 

Stranght  to  auld  Nick's. 

Te  ha«  sac  monie  cracks  an'  cants. 
And  in  yonr  wicked,  dm'ken  rants, 
T«  mnk  a  deiril  V  the  sannts. 

An'  fill  them  fon ; 
Aad  tiboi  tteir  fliiUngs,  flaws,  an'  wants. 

Are  a'  seen  through. 

Hjpoaclsj,  in  merey  spare  it ! 
That  holj  robe,  O  dlnna  tear  it ! 

I A  eertaia  haooroaa'dfeam  of  his  was  thea  maldiif  a 


Spare't  for  their  sakes  wha  aften  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black  1 

Bnt  your  cnrst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  ity 

BiTCs't  aff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  sinner,  wha  ye're  skalthing, 
It's  jnst  the  bine-gown  badge  an'  olaithing 
0'  sannts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething 

To  1^  them  by, 
Frae  ony  nnregenerate  heathen, 

Like  yon  or  L 

Ptc  sent  yon  here  some  rhyming  were, 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair ; 
Sac,  when  yon  hae  an  honr  to  spare, 

I  will  expect 
Ton  sang,'  yell  sen't  wi  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect.    - 

Jho'  fslth,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
My  mnse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wingt 
rve  play'd  mysel'  a  bonnie  spring, 

An'danc'dmyfilll 
rd  better  gaen  an'  sair't  the  king. 

At  Bunker's  Hill. 

'Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  ftin, 

I  gaed  a  roying  wi'  the  gun, 

An'  brought  a  paltrick  to  the  grun', 

A  bonnie  hen, 
And,  as  the  twilight  was  begun. 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor  wee  thing  was  little  hurt ; 

I  straikit  it  a  wee  for  sport, 

Ne'er  thinkin'  they  wad  fash  me  foi't ; 

But,  deil-ma-care  1 
Somebody  tells  the  poacher-court 

The  hale  affair. 

Some  auld  us'd  hands  had  taen  a  note, 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scom'd  to  lie ; 
80  gat  the  whissle  0'  my  groat, 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

But,  by  my  gun,  o'  guns  the  wale. 
An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  hail. 
An'  by  my  hen,  an'  by  her  tail, 

I  TOW  an'  swear  I 
The  game  shall  pay  o'er  moor  an'  dale, 

For  this  niest  year. 

t  A  long  he  had  promited  tha  author. 
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Ab  Boon's  the  elockin-time  la  by, 
An'  the  wee  pouts  began  to  ory,    . 
L— d,  Tse  hae  sportin'  by  an'  by, 

For  my  gowd  guinea ; 
Tbo^  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't,  in  ViJ^iiiia. 

!Fmrth,  they  had  muckle  for  to  blame  I 
Twas  neither  bmken  wing  nor  Hmb, 
But  twa-three  draps  about  the  wame 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathers ; 
An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim. 

An'  thole  their  blethers  I 

It  pits  me  ay  as  mad's  a  hare ; 

Bo  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair  | 

But  pennyworths  again  is  fair, 

When  time's  expedient: 
Meanwfflle  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 


1^. 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BABD, 

OOKB  TO  THE  WS0T  XMSIXS. 

[Bams  in  thii  Poem,  as  well  aa  in  others,  speaks  open- 
\y  or  his  tastes  and  passions :  his  own  fortnnes  are  dwelt 
on  with  painful  minuteness,  and  his  errors  are  recorded 
with  the  aocuracy,  but  not  the  seriousness  of  the  eon- 
fessional.  He  seems  to  have  been  fond  of  taking  himself 
to  task.  It  was  written  when  *<  Hungry  ruin  had  him.in 
the  wind,"  and  emigration  to  the  West  Indies  was  the 
only  refuge  which  he  could  think  of,  or  his  friends 
suggest,  from  the  persecutions  of  fortune.^ 

A*  TB  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come,  mourn  wi'  me  I 
Our  billie's  glen  us  a'  a  jink, 

An'  owre  the  sea* 


Lament  him  a'  ye  rantin'  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random-splore, 
Nae  mair  he'll  join  the  merry  roar 

In  social  key ; 
For  now  he's  taen  anither  shore, 

An'  owre  the  sea  I 

The  bonnie  lasses  weel  may  wiss  him. 
And  in  their  deai  petitions  place  him ; 


The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  bless  hiai, 

Wi'  tearf^'  e'e; 

For  weel  I  wat  they'll  sairly  miss  him 

That's  owre  the  sea! 

0  Fortime,  they  hae  room 'to  gromblet 
Hadst  thou  taen*  aiF  some  drowsy  btnnmle 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  and  funble, 

'Twad  been  nae  plee; 
But  he  was  gileg  as  onie  wumble, 

That's  owre  theses! 

Auld,  cantie  Kyle  may  weepers  wear. 
An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear ; 
'Twill  mak  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear, 

In  flinders  flee; 
He  was  her  laureate  monie  a  year, 

That's  owre  the  sea ! 

He  saw  Ifisfortune's  cauld  nor-west 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

HI  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  mast, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

To  tremble  under  fortune's  cummock. 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  drummock, 
Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach, 

Could  ill  agree ; 
So,  roVt  his  hurdles  ^in  a  hammock, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

He  ne'er  was  gien  to  great  misguiding. 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in ; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hiding : 

He  dealt  it  tree ; 
The  muse  was  a'  that  he  took  pride  in, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  weel, 
An'  hap  him  in  a  cosie  biel ; 
Ye'll  find  him  ay  a  dainty  chlel. 

And  fou  o'  glee ; 
He  wad  na  wrang'd  the  vera  deil. 

That's  owre  the  sea 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme-composing  bilUe ! 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-wiUie  ; 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily, 

Now  bonnUie ! 
ru  toast  ye  in  my  hindmost  gillie^ 

Tho'  owre  the  aea  1 


THE  FABEWELIi. 


«• 


in  hlnMlf,  what  eaa  h«  mattnt 

BvtwhrayBlMl  h«aiiltipU«ihiiiiMir, 

To  daw  aalTaa,  to  tha  lor'd  tandar  titUf 

To  tiioaa  wboaa  bliaa,  whoM  baiagi  hang  vpoii  hisi} 

To  halplaaa  ehfldraa !  than,  O  than !  ha  faala 

Tha  point  of  miaatyftat'iing  in  hii  hawk, 

And  wMklj  waapa  hia  Ibrtnna  Ukaa  oownid. 

,  aneh  ant  I !  ondona."  Tkomior. 


[In  Ihaaa  aariona  ataninnj  whara  tha  conlei  aa  in  tha 
to  tha  Bcottiih  bard,  ara  not  pannittad  to  mingla, 
^ida  iarawaU  to  all  on  whom  hia  haart  had  any 
Ha  aaama  to  hava  lookad  on  tha  aaa  aa  only  a 
piaea  of  paiil,  nndon  tha  Waat  Indiaa  aa  a  eharnal-honaa.] 

I. 
FABswxUy  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains, 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains 

Where  rich  ananas  blow  I 
Farewell,  a  mother's  blessing  dear ! 
A  brother's  sigh !  a  sister's  tear  I 
H/  Jean's  heart-rending  tliroe ! 
Farewell,  my  Bess  1  tho'  thon'rt  bereft 

Of  mj  parental  care, 
A  fiuthAil  brother  I  hare  left, 
My  part  in  him  thon'lt  share  I 
Adiea  too,  to  jon  too, 

Mj  Smith,  my  bosom  frien' ; 
When  kindly  you  mind  me, 
O  then  befriend  my  Jean  I 

II. 

What  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart  I 
Txvn  thee,  my  Jeany,  must  I  part  I 
Thon  weeping  answ'rest — **  No !" 
Alas  I  misfortone  stares  my  face, 
Aad  points  to  rain  and  disgrace, 

I  for  thy  sake  mnst  go  I 
Thee,  Hamilton,  and  Aiken  dear, 

A  gratefal,  warm  adieu; 
1^  with  a  mnch-indebted  tear. 
Shall  still  remember  yon  I 
All-hail  then,  the  gale  then. 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shore  I 
It  mstles,  and  whistles 
ni  nerer  see  thee  more  I 


WRITTEN 

Oir  TBS  VLAXK  LMAM  or  A  OOtT  Of  KT 

•snnn  vo  ah  eLs  awnanxABTt  rasa 


[Thia  ia  anothar  of  tha  poat*a  lamentations,  at  tha 
proipaet  of  "  tonld  elimaa**  and  tha  nan  of  tha  Atlnntic 
To  Bnina,  Sootlaad  wna  tha  land  of  prondaa,  tha  wait  qf 
Scotland  hia  pandiaa ;  and  tha  land  of  dnad,  Jamaica ! 
I  found  thoM  linei  copied  by  tha  poat  into  a  voloma 
which  ha  pratantad  to  Dr.  Gaddaa :  thay  ware  addraiaad, 
it  ia  thonght,  to  tha  "Dear  E.*'  of  hia  aarliaat  com- 
i^ondaaea.] 

(hroi  fondly  loy'd  and  still  remember'd  dear; 

Sweet  early  object  of  my  yonthftil  Towst 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere,— 

Friendship  t  'tis  all  cold  dntj  now  allows. 

And  when  you  read  the  simple  artless  rhymes. 
One  friendly  sigh  for  him — ^he  asks  no  more,— 

Who  distant  bums  in  flaming  torrid  climes. 
Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  AUantic  roar. 


Lin. 
A    BBDIOATION 

TO 

GAVIN  HAMILTON,   ESQ. 

[Tha  gantlaman  to  whom  thaaa  manly  Unas  ara  ad- 
dnnad,  waa  of  good  birth,  and  of  an  open  and  ganaroni 
natnn :  ha  wai  one  of  tha  flrat  of  tha  gantry  of  tha  wait 
to  aneonraga  tha  muia  of  Colla  to  itretch  har  wingi  at 
fall  langth.  His  free  life,  and  fraa  tpaech,  azpoted  him 
to  tha  canrana  of  that  ttorn  divina,  Daddla  Anld,  who 
chaigad  him  with  tha  ain  of  abaanting  himtalf  from 
oharch  for  thraa  raccataiva  daya;  for  having,  without 
tba  faar  of  God's  aarrant  bafon  him,  profanely  aaid 
damn  it,  in  hia  pratanea,  and  for  haying  galloppad  on 
Sunday.  Thaia  ehargas  wan  oontomptuouily  diamlued 
by  tha  pnsbytarial  court.  Hamilton  waa  tha  brother  of 
tha  Charlotto  to  whoia  charraa,  on  tha  banka  of  Bavon, 
Barna,  it  ia  laid,  paid  tha  homage  of  a  lovar,  aa  wall  aa 
of  a  poat.  Tha  poam  had  a  place  in  tha  Kilmamoclc  edi- 
tion, bat  not  aa  an  axpnu  dedication.] 

ExpBOT  na.  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechin',  fleth'rin  dedication, 
To  roose  yon  np,  an'  ca'  yon  gnid. 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an*  noble  blmd. 
Because  ye*re  snmam'd  like  his  Grace ; 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race ; 
Then  when  I'm  tir'd-*and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  moaie  a  fUsome,  sinfa'  lie. 


J 


124 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


Set  up  a  faoe,  how  I  stop  shorti 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  Kurt 

This  may  do— matm  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  irha 
Maim  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefou; 
Forme!  sae l^gh I needna bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  ean  plough ; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shsU  say,  an'  that's  nae  flitt'rln% 
It's  Just  sie  poet,  an'  ^o  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  gold  angel  help  him, 
Or  else,  I  fear  some  ill  ane  skelp  him, 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
Bnt  only— he's  no  Jost  begon  yet. 

The  Patron,  (Sir,  ye  mann  forgie  me, 
I  winna  lie,  eome  what  will  o'  me,) 
On  ey'ry  hand  it  will  aUoVd  be. 
He's  jnst— nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant. 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What* s  no  his  ain,  he  wlnna  tak  it; 
What  anoe  he  says,  he  winna  break  it ; 
Onght  he  can  lend  he'll  no  reftis't, 
'Till  aft  his  gnidness  is  abns'd ; 
And  rasoals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
ET'n  that,  he  does  na  mind  it  lang : 
As  master,  landlord,  hosband,  father, 
He  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that; 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  oan  ea'  that; 
It's  naething  bnt  a  milder  feature. 
Of  onr  poor  sinfti',  cormpt  nature : 
Te'll  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Ckntoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotazi, 
Wha  nerer  heard  of  orthodojqr* 

That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 
It's  no  thro'  terror  of  damnation ; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slmn! 
Vsln  is  his  hope,  whose  stay  and  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth  and  Justice ! 

No— stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plaok; 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back; 


Steal  thro'  a  winnook  frae  a  whors^ 
But  point  the  rake  that  take  the  door; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  onie  whunstancj 
And  baud  their  noses  to  the  gruastaati 
Ply  vt'ry  art  o'  legal  thioTing; 
No  mattei^-4tidk  to  soud  belieilsg. 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs  an'  half-niie  graoM, 
Wi'  wed-spread  Iootos,  and  lang  wry  fscee; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan. 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own; 
111  warrant  then,  ye're  nae  deceiver, 
A  steady,  etnrdy,  staanoh  beUever. 

0  ye  wha  leave  the  springs  o'  CalTin, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin'  I 
Ye  sons  of  heresy  and  enor, 

Ye'U  some  day  squeel  in  quaking  terror  I 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath ; 
When  Buin,  with  his  sweeping  besom. 
Just  frets  'tUl  Heav'n  commission  ^es  him: 
While  o'er  the  harp  pale  Mis'ry  moans, 
And  strikes  Uie  CTer-deep'ning  tones, 
Still  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans  t 

Tour  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digresaon, 

1  maist  forgat  my  dedication; 
But  when  divinity  comes  cross  me 
My  readers  still  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So,  Sir,  ye  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour, 

But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper, 

When  a'  my  works  I  did  review. 

To  dedicate  them.  Sir,  to  you : 

Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 

I  thought  them  something  like  yourseV. 

Then  patromse  them  wi'  your  favour. 

And  your  petitioner  shall  ever — 

I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray. 

But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say : 

For  prayin'  I  hae  Uttie  skill  o' t ; 

I'm  baith  dead  sweer,  anf  wretched  iU  o't 

But  Fse  repeat  each  poor  man's  prayV, 

That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir— 

'*  May  ne'er  mi^ortune's  gowling  bark. 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  Clerk  ! 
May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart. 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart  I 
May  Kennedy's  far-honour'd  aaaae 
Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
Till  Hamiltons,  at  least  a  dis«n« 
Are  frae  their  nuptial  labours  risan  s 


^ 
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Fire  bouile  Uases  nraad  their  taUe, 
And  MTCft  Imw  IUl9ira>  Btont  aa'  able 
To  eerre  ibeir  king  end  eonntiy  weel. 
By  wwdt  or  pen,  or  point<|d  eteel  t 
Hay  kealtli  andpeaoe,  witii  mntoal  raji, 
Sliine  on  tiie  er^iing o'  Ua  days; 
'Tin  hie  wee  enrlie  John'a-ier-oe, 
Wlien  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow, 
The  last,  sad,  moTanAil  rites  bestow." 

I  win  not  wind  a  lang  oonolnsion, 

inth  oompttsMatary  effo^n : 

Bat  whnat  yovr  wishes  and  endeaTOom 

Are  blest  with  Fortone's  smQes  and  faTonrs, 

I  am,  dear  8ir,  with  seal  most  ferrent, 

Your  mvch  indebted,  humble  serrant. 

• 

But  if  (iHiieh  pow'rs  abore  prerent) 

Thai  irai*hearted  caxl.  Want, 

Attended  in  his  grim  adyances 

By  aad  mistakes  and  blaoh  misohances, 

Whfle  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  him, 

Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, 

Tour  hnmble  senrant  then  no  more; 

For  who  would  hnmbly  serre  the  poor  I 

But  by  a  poor  man's  hope  in  HeaVn  I 

Whne  recoUection's  poVr  is  gJTen, 

li,  m  the  Tale  of  humble  life. 

The  vietim  sad  of  fortune's  strife, 

I,  thro'  the  tender  gushing  tear, 

Shoold  reeognise  my  Master  dear. 

If  friendleM,  low,  we  meet  together. 

Then  Sir,  your  haad^my  friend  and  brother. 


UV. 

BLE6T 
on 
DEATH  OP  ROBERT  RUISSEA17X. 


fboMl  ikmmwnmwaaaoag  the  loots  pepen  of 
prialad  Ikan  la  th«  RdiqnM.   ThiyeonteiB 
pofxaoBof  the  ^anct«r  of  the  poot,  roeord  Mb  hAbitoal 
ift  worldly  allfain,  and  hii  dooiro  to  be  di»- 


Kow  BoUa  Bee  in  his  last  lidr, 

Ecni  gabUe  rhjme,  nor  ring  nae  miur, 

CMM  peirerfy,  wi'  hungry  stare, 

Nae  mair  shaB  ftar  him ; 
For  aazious  fear,  nor  eankert  oare, 

E*er  midr  eome  near  him. 


To  teU  the  troth,  they.seidom  fissh't  Urn* 
Bxoept  the  moment  that  they  ernshH  him; 
For  sune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush't  'em, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  short, 
Then  wi'  arhyme  or  song  he  lash't  'em, 

And  thought  it  sport. 

Tho'  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark, 

And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark. 

Yet  that  was  nerer  Bobin's  mark 

To  maka.man; 
But  teU  him  he  was  learned  and  dark, 

Teroos'd  him  than* 


LV. 
LETTER  TO  JAMES  TENNANT, 

or  OLSVOOHHBB. 

[The  wait  country  fanner  to  whom  thU  letter  wai 
■eat,  waa  a  eocial  man.  The  poet  depended  on  hie  Judg- 
ment in  the  choice  of  a  farm,  when  he  reeolved  to  qoit 
the  harp  for  the  ploogh :  bnt  aa  EUialaad  wai  hia  choice, 
hia  ekiU  may  be  qaeetioned.] 

AuLD  comrade  dear,  and  brither  sinner. 

How's  a'  the  folk  about  Glenconnert 

How  d(f  you  this  blae  eastlin  wind. 

That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  blind  T 

For  me,  my  faculties  are  frosen. 

My  dearest  member  neariy  doxen'd. 

Fto  sent  you  here,  by  Johnie  Simson, 

Twa  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on ; 

Smith,  wi'  his  sjrmpathetic  feeling. 

An'  Bdd,  to  oommon  sense  appealing. 

PhUosophers  hare  fought  and  wrangled, 

An'  mdkle  "Greek  and  Latin  mangled. 

Tin  wi'  their  logio-Jargon  tir'd, 

An'  in  the  depth  of  science  mir'd, 

To  oommon  sense  they  now  appeal. 

What  wires  and  wabsters  see  and  feel. 

But,  hark  ye,  friend  t    I  charge  you  strictly. 

Peruse  them,  an'  return  them  quickly. 

For  now  I'm  grown  sae  cursed  douce 

I  pray  and  ponder  butt  the  house, 

My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin',    e 

Perusing  Bunyan,  JBrown,  an'  Boston ; 

Tin  by  an'  by,  if  I  hand  on, 

rU  grunt  a  real  gospel  groan: 

Already  I  begin  to  try  it, 

To  cast  my  e'en  up  like  a  pyet. 

When  by  the  gun  she  tumbles  o'er, 

Flutt'ring  an'  gasping  in  her  gore : 
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Sm  akorOj  yoa  sludl  sm  me  Mf^ 
A  burning  sad  m  shining  light. 

Mj  heart-worm  love  to  goid  anld  Qlen« 
The  ace  an'  wale  of  honest  men: 
When  bending  down  wi'  auld  gray  hairs, 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares, 
May  He  who  made  him  still  support  him, 
An*  Tiews  beyond  the  grare  comfort  him, 
His  worthy  fam'ly  far  and  near, 
God  bless  them  a'  wi'  grace  and  gear  I 

My  anld  schoolfellow,  preacher  WilliOi 

The  manly  tar,  my  mason  Billie, 

An'  Auchenbay,  I  wish  him  joy ; 

If  he's  a  parent,  lass  or  boy, 

May  he  be  dad,  and  Meg  the  mither, 

Jnst  fiye-and-forty  years  thegither  I 

An'  no  forgetting  wabster  Charlie, 

I'm  ianld  he  offers  Tory  fairly. 

An'  Lord,  remember  singing  Sannock, 

Wi'  hale  breeks,  sazpence,  an'  a  bannoeh, 

An'  next  my  anld  acqnaintance,  Nancy, 

Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy ; 

An'  her  kind  stars  hae  airted  till  her 

A  good  ohiel  wi'  a  pickle  siller. 

My  kindest,  best  respects  I  sen'  it, 

To  cousin  Kate,  'an'  sister  Janet; 

Tell  them,  f^ae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautious, 

For^  faith,  they'll  aiblins  fin'  them  flftshious ; 

To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil. 

But  to  grant  the  maidenhead's  the  dcTil. 

An'  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel'. 

May  guardian  angels  tak  a  spell, 

An'  steer  you  seyen  miles  south  o'  hell : 

But  first,  before  you  see  hearen's  glory, 

May  ye  get  monie  a  merry  story, 

Monie  a  laugh,  and  monie  a  drink, 

And  aye  enough,  o'  needfii'  dink. 

Now  fare  ye  weel,  an'  joy  be  wi*  you. 
For  my  sake  this  I  beg  it  o'  you* 
Assist  poor  Simson  a'  ye  can, 
Te'll  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man ; 
9ae  I  conclude,  and  quat  my  chanter. 
Tour's,  sunt  or  sinner. 

Bob  nra  Bahtib. 


OH  THS 

BIRTH  OF  A  POSTHUMOUS  CHILP. 

[From  lettan  addreMed  by  Borai  to  fin.  Danlop,  U 
woald  appear  that  thia  «  Sweat  Flow*refe,  pladga  o*  Bilk  t 
lovai"  waa  the  only  lOBOf  her  daagfcter,  Kn.  Haari,  wbo 
had  marrtad  a  French  fantlemaii.  The  nothat  looi:  fol- 
lowed the  father  to  the  grave :  ihe  died  in  the  looth  of 
France,  whither  she  had  gone  in  search  of  health.] 

SwxKT  flow'ret,  pledge  o'  meiUe  loTe, 
And  ward  o'  mony  a  pray'r. 

What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 
Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  linrl 

NoTomber  hirples  o'er  the  les» 

Chill  on  thy  loTcly  form; 
And  gane,  alas  I  the  shelt'ring  tree. 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  stoan. 

May  He  who  giyes  the  rain  to  pour. 
And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw. 

Protect  thee  frae  the  driTing  show'r. 
The  bitter  firost  and  snawl 

May  He,  the  friend  of  woe  and  want, 
Who  heals  life's  yarious  stounds. 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother-plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds  1 

But  late  she  fiourish'd,  rooted  fhst. 

Fair  on  the  summer-mom : 
Now  feebly  bends  she  in  the  blast, 

Unshelter'd  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  loToly  gem, 

Unscath'd  by  ruffian  hsnd ! 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  stem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land ! 


LVir. 

TO  MISS  GRUIK8HAKK, 

A  TXET  TOUKQ  lADT. 

WBXTTBR  OH  TBS  BLANK  X.XAV  or  A  BOOK,  T. 
TO  BSK  BT  TKB  AVTBOB. 


[The  baaoteooB  nee-bod  of  tUa  poem  waa  eo»  i 
daoghten  of  Mr.  Cmikihank,  a  naetar  ia  tb»  BIgb  C 
of  EdinbuTgh,  at  whoie  table  Buma  wma  a  frc 
gueet  daring  the  year  of  hope  which  he  spent  ' 
aorthera  metropolis.] 
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Bmavtmovb  rose-bud,  joimg  and  gay, 
Blooming  in  thj  earl j  Maj, 
HoTW  ma/st  thon,  lorelj  flowV, 
Chillj  ahrink  in  aleety  show'rl 
Korer  Boreaa*  hoary  path, 
Kerw  Enms'  poiaonona  breath, 
Nertr  baleCiil  ateUav  Hghte, 
Taint  thee  witk  vntimely  blighta  I 
Nerer,  never  reptile  thief 
Riot  oa  thy  Tirgin  leaf  I 
Nor  efen  Sol  too  fiercely  fiew 
By  booom  blushing  stUl  with  dew  I 

May'st  thonhmg,  sweet  crimson  gem, 
Biehly  daok  thy  natiye  stem: 
'Tin  some  erening,  sober,  calm. 
Dropping  dews  and  breathing  balm, 
While  all  around  the  woodland  rings. 
And  ev'iy  bird  thy  reqoiem  sings ; 
Thon,  amid  the  dirgeful  sound, 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round. 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  loTeliest  form  she  e'er  gaye  birth. 


LYin. 

WILLIE  CHALMERS. 

[Loekhaft  int  gave  this  po«tie  enrioaity  to  Uie  world : 
h»  eopiaJ  H  from  a  nadl  mumieript  TolaiM  of  Poema 
ftf«a  by  Bans  lo  Lady  Harriet  Don,  with  sn  ezplanatioB 
la  Ihaaa  wmda :  •'  W.  Chalmara,  a  gaatlaman  in  Ayrahirai 
a  partiraUr  fiiaad  of  miiw,  aaked  ma  to  write  a  poetie 
tplMle  to  a  yoBSf  lady,  hia  Doleinea.  I  had  aeen  her, 
bai  waa  aeafcely  acquainted  with  her,  and  wrote  aa  fol- 
lowB."  Chalnerawaa  a  writer  ia  Ayr.  I  have  not  heard 
that  the  lady  waa  Inflaeaeed  by  thia  Tolnnteer  efihaion : 
ladaaa  aio  aeldom  ihymad  into  the  matrimonial  mare.] 

X. 

Wi'  faraw  new  branks  in  mioUe  pride, 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan. 
My  Pegasus  Vm  got  astride. 

And  up  Parnassus  peehin ; 
*  Whtica  owre  a  bush  wi'  downward  emsh 

Th«  doitie  beastie  stammers ; 
Then  up  he  gets  and  oif  he  sets 

Por  sake  o'  Willie  Chalmers. 

• 

XI. 

J  dovfci  aft,  lass,  that  weel  kena'd  nan* 

Msy  cost  a  pair  o'  blushes ; 
I  am  nae  stranger  to  your  fame, 

Vor  his  warm  urged  wishes. 


Te«r  bonnie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet 
His  honest  heart  enamours. 

And  faith  ye'U  no  be  lost  a  whit, 
Tho'  waired  on  Willie  Chalmers. 


III. 

Auld  Truth  hersel'  might  swear  ye*re  fair, 

And  Honour  safely  back  her. 
And  Modesty  assume  your  air. 

And  ne'er  a  ane  mistak'  her: 
And  sic  twa  loye-inspiring  een 

Might  fire  eren  holy  Palmers ; 
Nae  wonder  then  they'ye  fatal  been 

To  honest  Willie  Chalmers. 


IV. 

I  doubt  na  fortune  may  you  shore 

Some  mim-mou'd  pouthered  priestie, 
Pu'  lifted  up  wi'  Hebrew  lore. 

And  band  upon  his  breastie : 
But  Oh  I  what  signifies  to  you 

His  lexicons  and  grammars ; 
The  feeling  heart's  the  royal  blue. 

And  that's  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 


V. 

Some  gapin'  glowrin'  eountra  laird. 

May  warstle  for  your  fayour; 
May  claw  his  lug,  and  straik  his  beard. 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver. 
My  bonnie  maid,  before  ye  wed 

Sic  clumsy-witted  hammers. 
Seek  Heaven  for  help,  and  barefit  skelp 

Awa'  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 


VI. 

Forgave  the  Bard !  my  fond  regard 

Por  ane  that  shares  my  bosom, 
Inspires  my  muse  to  gie  'm  his  dues, 

Por  de'il  a  hair  I  roose  him. 
May  powers  aboon  unite  you  soon. 

And  fructify  your  amours, — 
And  every  year. come  in  mair  dear 

To  you  and  Willie  Chalmers. 
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LTV*  AT  A  nXWMMMKD  nnilB*t  UOVtM  OXS  SIOET, 
THX  AVTHOS  X.1VT  THS  VOLLOWXNO 

*  VBESKS 

IH  TKX  ftOOK  WBXmi  SI  ILXPT. 

[Or  the  origin  of  thaw  vnau  Gilbert  Baxne  pj—  the 
following  noconnt.  «The  fint  tine  Robert  keex4  the 
■pinnet  played  wae  et  the  home  of  Dr.  Lnwrie,  then 
minister  of  Londonj  now  in  Olaegow.  Dr.  lAwrie  hni 
eereral  dnaghten;  one  of  them  pUyed;  the  father  and 
the  mother  led  down  the  danoe ;  the  reit  of  the  aisten, 
the  brother,  the  poet  and  the  other  gneats  mixed  in  it. 
It  waa  a  delightful  family  acene  for  onr  poet,  then  lately 
introduced  to  the  world :  hia  mind  waa  ronaed  to  a  poetic 
enthuaiaam,  and  the  atanzas  were  left  in  the  room  where 
he  alept."] 

I. 

0  THOU  dread  Power,  who  reign'st  abore  t 

I  know  thou  wilt  me  heart 
When  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  lore 

I  make  my  prayer  rincere. 

XI. 

The  hoary  sirfr— the  mortal  stroke, 
Long,  long,  be  pleased  to  spare ; 

To  bless  his  iiUal  Utfle  flock 
And  show  what  good  men  are. 

XXX. 

She  who  her  loyely  offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
0,  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joys, 

Bat  spare  a  mother's  tears ! 

XT. 

Their  hope— their  stay— their  darling  youth, 

In  manhood's  dawning  blush-* 
Bless  him,  then  God  of  lore  and  tmth,         * 

Up  to  a  parent's  wish  I 

The  beanteoQS,  seraph  tfster-band. 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  eVry  hand*- 

Gnide  Then  thei^  steps  alway. 

TX. 

When  soon  or  late  they  reA>h  that  coast* 

O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driyen, 
May  they  r^oioe,  no  wanderer  lost, 

A  family  In  Hearen! 


LX. 
TO  GAYIN  HAMILTON,  ESa, 

1IAU0H1J5X. 
(EScoKKSirnsso  a  bot.) 

[Vem  aeema  to  haTO  been  the  natural  Uagvf  •  oi 
Bnma.  The  AXaater  Tootie  whoae  akili  he  reeoidi,  Uf« 
in  Manobline,  and  dealt  in  eowa :  he  waa  an  .artfol  •» 
eontriving  peraon,  great  in  bargaining  and  iatioata  witl 
all  the  profenional  tricka  by  which  old  eowi  are  mid 
to  look  yonng,  and  aix*pint  hawkiea  pan  for  tboie  oi 
twelve.] 

Motigid,  May  8, 1786. 

X. 

I  H0ZJ>  it.  Sir,  my  boonden  dnty, 
To  warn  yon  how  that  Biaster  Tootie, 

Alias,  Laird  M'Gann, 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bont  whom  ye  spak  the  Uther  day. 
An'  wad  ha'e  done't  aff  han' : 
.   Bnt  lest  he  leam  the  callan  tricks, 
As,  faith,  I  mnokle  doabt  him^ 
like  scrapin'  ont  anld  Gmmmie's  nicks. 
An'  tellin'  lies  abont  them; 
As  lieye  then,  Td  haye  then. 

Tour  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  sac  be,  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  otherwhere. 

XL 

Altho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough. 

An'  bout  a  house  that's  rude  an*  rough 

The  boy  might  leam  to  swear; 
But  th^  wi'  you,  hell  be  sae  taught, 
An'  get  sic  fair  example  strang^t, 

I  harena  ony  fear. 
Te'll  catechise  him  evexy  quirky 
An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  Hell; 
An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk— 
—Ay  when  ye  gang  yoursel'. 
If  ye  then,  maun  be  then 

Frae  hame  this  comin'  FHdiy ; 
Then  please  Sir,  to  lea'e  Sir, 
The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 

XXX. 

My  word  of  honour  I  hae  gien. 

In  Paisl^  John's,  that  id|^t  at  e^D, 

To  meet  the  Warld's  worm; 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree, 
An'  name  the  airles>  an'  the  ft^ 

In  legal  mode  an'  form : 
I  ken  he  weel  a  snick  can  draw, 

1  The  airlee   enmeat  mooay. 


OF  BOBBBT  BUBNS. 
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Vrhn.  ample  bodies  let  him ; 
An'ifftDerUbeAta*, 
In  fftitk  We  fore  to  get  him. 
To  phnse  yon,  an'  praise  xon. 
Ye  ken  yonr  Lanreat  ■cons : 
The  pra7*r  ttill,  Ton  ihare  still, 
Of  grateAil  UursnxL  Buans. 


LXI. 
TO  MB.  M'ADAM, 

QW  CmAIOXS-OXLLAJI. 

(It  BMBi  tlMk  Bmiu,  dolightad  with  the  pniie  wkich 
ihm  Leiid  of  Crmig«a-OiUui  bellowed  on  bis  Ttnee,— 
probably  the  J0U7  Begfmra,  thee  in  the  bande  of  Wood- 
bum,  hie  elewerd,— ^eied  out  thii  little  ntapremeditated 
jelBxel  eekaeirledgmeet.] 

SiXy  o'er  a  gOl  I  gat  jonr  oard, 

I  trow  it  made  me  prond ; 
See  wha  tak'e  notice  0'  the  bard 

I  lap  and  eiT'd  Ai'  lond« 

Now  deil-ma-eare  abont  their  jaw. 
The  eenselese,  gawky  million :    - 

rn  oook  my  nose  aboon  them  a' — 
rm  rooi'd  by  Craigen-Qiilan  I 

Twaa  BobUp  Sir;  'twas  like  yonisel', 

To  grant  yonr  high  protection : 
A  great  man's  smile,  ye  ken  tn'  weSU 

Is  ay  a  blest  infection. 

Tho*  by  his*  banes  who  in  a  tab 

Mateh'd  Maoedonian  Sandy ! 
On  my  ain  legs  thro'  dirt  and  dnb, 

I  independent  stand  ay.— 

And  when  those  l^gs  to  gnde,  warm  kail, 

Wi*  weleoBM  eaana  bear  me ; 
A  laa  djkd'Mitf  a  sybow-tail. 

And  bsriey-soone  shall  oheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  yon  lang  to  kiss  the  breath 

C  many  floir>y  skunets  t 
And  bless  yovr  bonale  Ismss  baith, 

rm  tanld  they're  Ioosobm  lommerst 

And  God  bless  yomg  Dnnaskin'fl  laird, 

The  Uoason  of  oar  gentiy  1 
And  may  he  wesir  an  avid  man's  beard* 

A  oredit  to  his  conntry. 


Lxn. 

ANSWER  TO  A  POETICAL  EPISTLE 

IXICT  TO  TBS  AITTBOS  BT  ▲  TAXLOS. 

[The  paraoB  who  ia  tfie  name  of  a  Tailor  look  the 
liberty  of  admoniihing  Bunia  about  his  errora,  ia  gene* 
rally  baliored  to  baTo  been  WUliam  Simpaoa,  the  ■ebool- 
maiter  of  Ochiltree :  the  Tenet  Mem  about  the  meaaure 
of  his  eapaeity,  and  were  attribatad  at  the  time  to  hie 
hand.  The  natoiul  poet  took  adrantage  of  the  maik  ia 
which  the  made  poet  concealed  himself,  and  rained 
such  a  mereiless  storm  upon  hin|,  as  would  haTe  extin- 
guished half  the  Tailors  in  Ayrshire,  and  made  the 
amaxed  dominie 

"  Strangely  fidge  and  fyke." 

It  was  first  printed  in  1801,  by  Stewart.] 

What  ails  ye  now,  ye  lonne  b — h. 
To  thresh  my  baok  at  sie  a  pitch  T 
Losh,  man  I  hae  merey  wi'  yonr  natch. 

Tour  bodkin's  banld, . 
I  didna  snifer  ha*f  sae  mneh 

Frae  Daddie  Anld. 

What  tho'  at  times  when  I  grow  eronse, 
I  gie  their  wames  a  random  poase» 
Is  that  enough  for  yon  to  sonse 

Tonr  serrant  sae  t 
Gae  mind  yonr  seam,  ye  piiok-tiie-lonse^ 
•      An' jag-the-ilae. 

Eing  David  0'  poetio  brief, 

Wronght  'mang  the  lasses  sic  miscliiefy 

As  lUl'd  his  after  life  wi'  grief. 

An'  blnidy  rants. 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  chief 
,  0*  lang-syne  sannts. 

And  maybe,  Tam,  for  a'  my  cants. 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an'  dmken  rants, 
m  ^e  anld  doven  Clootie's  hannts 

An  nnco'  slip  yet, 
An'  snngly  sit  among  the  sannts 

At  Baiie's  hip  get 

Bnt  fogs,  the  Sestion  says  I  matm 
Gae  fa'  npo*  anither  plan, 
Than  ganin  lasses  oowp  the  eran 

GUan  heels  owre  body, 
And  sidrly  thole  their  mither's  ban 

Afore  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on,  to  tell  for  sport, 
How  I  did  wi'  the  Session  sort, 
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Avid  Clinlniin  at  the  inner  port 

Cried  three  times— "Bobint 
Come  hither,  lad,  an'  answer  for't, 

Te're  blamed  for  jobbin'." 

Wi*  pinch  I  pat  a  Sunday's  face  on. 
An'  snooT'd  away  before  the  Session ; 
I  made  an  open  fair  confession — 

I  Bcom'd  to  lee ; 
An'  syne  Mess  John,  beyond  expression, 

Fell  fonl  o'  me. 


Lxm. 

TO  J.  BANKINE. 

[With  the  Lftird  of  Adamhill'i  penomd  ehanteter  the 
reader  ii  already  acquainted:  the  lady  aboat  whoae 
frailtiea  the  ramoar  alladed  to  waa  abont  to  riae,  haa  not 
been  namedf  and  it  wonld  neither  be  delicate  nor  polite 
to  gncM.] 

I  AM  a  keeper  of  the  law 

In  some  sma'  points,  altho'  not  a' ; 

Some  people  tell  me  gin  I  fa' 

Ae  way  m  ither, 
The  breaking  of  ae  point,  thongh  sma', 

Breaks  a'  thegither. 

I  hae  been  in  for't  ance  or  twice. 
And  winna  say  o'er  far  for  thrice. 
Yet  never  met  with  that  surprise 

That  broke  my  rest, 
Bnt  now  a  rumour's  like  to  rise, 

A  whanp's  i'  the  nest 


Lzir. 

LINES 

WmiTTIH  OH  ▲  BAVK-MOTS. 

[The  bank-note  on  which  theee  oharaeterlrtic  Uoes 
were  «iadoraed,  came  into  the  handa  of  the  late  lamat 
Oracle,  banker  in  Dnmfriet:  he  knew  the  handwritiag 
of  Bama,  and  kept  it  aa  a  eorioaity.  The  eonelndiiy 
Unea  point  to  the  year  1788,  aa  the  date  of  the  eompo- 
■tioa.] 

Wai  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf; 
Fen  source  o'  %'  my  woe  an'  grief; 


For  lack  o'  thee  Tye  lost  my  lass, 
For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glass. 
I  see  the  children  of  affliction 
Unaided,  through  thy  cursed  restrictioo 
I'to  seen  the  oppressor's  cruel  smile 
Amid  his  hapless  rictilm's  spoil : 
And  for  thy  potence  Tunly  wished, 
To  crush  the  rillain  in  the  dust. 
For  lack  o'  thee,  I  leave  this  much-lor'd  shore, 
Neyer,  perhaps,  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 

B.B. 


LXV. 

A  DBEAM. 

"  Thooghta,  worda,  and  deed*,  the  atatate  blanei  wx 
reaaon; 
Bat  sarely  dreama  were  ne'er  Indicted  treaaon.'* 

t>n  reading,  in  the  pablie  papera,  the  "Lanieati 
Ode,"  with  the  other  parade  of  June  4, 1788,  the  aotb 
waa  no  moner  dropt  aileep,  than  ha  imagined  hiniM 
tranaported  to  the  birth-day  ievee ;  and  in  hia  dreami 
fancy  made  the  following  t'Addren.** 

[The  prudent  friends  of  the  poet  remoMtmted  with  I 
about  thii  Poem,  which  they  appeared  to  think  wo 
injure  hia  fortunea  and  atop  the  royal  booaty  to  which 
waa  thought  entitled.  Sire.  Punlop,  and  lira.  Stewi 
of  Stair,  aolicited  him  in  Tain  to  omit  it  lathe  Edinba 
edition  of  hia  poemi.  I  know  of  no  poem  for  whie 
claim  of  being  prophetic  would  be  ao  attcceaifullj 
up :  it  ia  full  of  point  aa  well  aa  of  the  fttture.  Th«  a 
aiona  require  no  comment.] 

GuiD-x OBvnr'  to  your  Migesty  I 

May  Heayen  augment  your  blisses. 
On  ey'ry  new  birth-day  ye  see, 

A  humble  poet  wishes  t 
My  hardship  here,  at  your  leree, 

On  sio  a  day  as  this  is. 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Amang  thae  birth-day  dresses 

Sae  fine  this  day, 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thnag, 

By  many  a  lord  an'  lady; 
«  Ood  saye  the  king  t"  'a  a  cuekoo  nn^ 

That's  unco  easy  said  ay ; 
The  poets,  too,  a  Tenal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-tum'd  and  ready. 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne*er  do  wrang. 

But  ay  unerring  steady, 

On  sio  a  day. 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 
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For  me,  before  a  monarch's  face, 

£T*n  there  I  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  pension,  post,  nor  place. 

Am  I  yonr  hnmble  debtor : 
So,  nae  reflection  on  yonr  grace, 

Your  kingship  to  bespatter ; 
There's  monie  waur  been  o'  the  race, 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  yon  this  day. 

'Tis  Texy  tme,  my  soT'reign  king. 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted : 
Bat  facts  are  duels  that  winna  ding. 

An'  downa  be  disputed : 
Tour  royal  nest  beneath  your  wing. 

Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted. 
And  now  the  third  part  of  the  string. 

An'  less,  will  gang  about  it 

Than  did  ae  day. 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  legislation. 
Or  Bay,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire. 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation. 
Dot  faith !  I  muckle  dpubt,  my  sire, 

Te*Te  trusted  ministraUon 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  bam  or  byre. 

Wad  better  fiU'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  ye're  g^en  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  pluster ; 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece. 

Tin  she  has  scarce  a  tester ; 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster, 
Or,  faith!  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

I'  the  craft  some  day. 

rm  no  mistrusting  Wniie  Htt, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An*  WHl'j  a  true  guid  fallow!s  get, 

A  name  not  envy  spairges,) 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges ; 
But,  0-4-«aket  let  nae  saring-fit 

Abridge  yonr  bonnie  barges 

An'  boats  this  day. 

Adieu,  my  laegel  may  freedom  geek 
Beneath  your  high  protection; 

An'  may  ye  rax  corruption's  neck, 
And  gle  her  for  dissection  1 


But  since  I'm  here,  m  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  affection, 
To  pay  your  Queen,  with  due  respect, 

My  fealty  an'  subjection 

This  great  birth-day 

Hail,.  Mugesty  Most  Excellent ! 

While  nobles  striye  to  please  ye, 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simple  poet  gi'es  ye  7 
Thae  bonnie  baimtime,  HeaVn  has  lent, 

Still  higher  may  they  heeie  ye 
In  bliss,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent, 

For  CTcr  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driring  rarely ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails. 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly. 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 

Or  ratti'd  dice  wi'  Charlie, 

By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  coin's  been  known 

To  mak  a  noble  aiver ; 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  throne. 

For  a'  their  cUsh-ma-claTer: 
There,  him  at  Agincourt  wha  shone. 

Few  better  were  or  brarer ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John, 

He  was  an  unco  shaTcr 

For  monie  a  day. 

For  you,  right  rer'rend  Osnaburg, 

Nane  sets  the  lawn-sleere  sweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribbon  at  your  lug. 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith  1  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug. 

Or,  trouth  I  ye'll  stain  the  mitre 

Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  Tarxy  Breeks,  I  learn, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her ; 

A  glorious  galley,'  stem  an'  stent, 
Weel  rigg'd  for  Yenua*  barter; 

But  first  hang  out,  that  shell  discern 
Your  hymeneal  charter. 


1  Allading  lo  the  newipaper  eeooont  of  a  eertda  voja 
nilor's  amoor 
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Then  heave  aboard  joor  grapple  airD, 
An*f  large  upon  her  quarter, 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye^  iMtljr,  bonnie  blossoms  a*, 

Ye  royal  lasses  dainty, 
HeaVn  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

An'  gie  you  lads  a-plenty : 
But  sneer  na  British  Boys  awa*, 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  ay ; 
An'  German  gentles  are  but  sma', 

They're  better  just  than  want  ay 

On  onie  day. 

• 

God  bless  yon  a'  I  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  thro', 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet:       « 
An'  I  hae  seen  their  coggie  fou, 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it ; 
Bnt  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  they  hae  clautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 


LXVT. 

A  BABFS  EPITAPH. 

[This  beftutifal  and  alfootiag  poem  was  printed  in  the 
Kilmarnoek  edition :  Wordiworth  writei  with  hie  amial 
taite  and  feeling  about  it :  «  Whom  did  the  poet  intend 
should  be  thought  of,  aa  occupying  that  grave,  over 
which,  after  modeitlj  setting  forth  the  moral  discernment 
and  warm  aflbctione  of  the  *  poor  inhabitant*  it  ii  supposed 
to  be  inecribed  that 


( Thonghtlees  follies  laid  him  low, 
And  stained  his  name !' 

Who  but  himself— himself  anticipating  the  but  too  pro- 
bable termination  of  his  own  course  ?  Here  is  a  sincere 
and  solemn  avowal— a  confession  at  once  devout,  poeti- 
cal, and  human— a  history  in  the  shape  of  a  prophecy ! 
What  more  was  required  of  the  biographer,  than  to  have 
put  his  seal  to  the  writing,  testifying  that  the  foreboding 
had  been  realized  and  that  the  record  was  authentic  ?**] 

Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule, 

Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool. 

Let  him  draw  near ; 
And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool. 

And  drap  a  tear. 

is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 

"Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among, 


That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

0,  pass  not  by  I 

But  with  a  frater-feeling  strong, 

Here  heave  a  sigh. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment  clear, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave ; 
Here  pause— and,  through  the  starting  tear, 

Surrey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know, 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame. 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  Btain'd  his  namet 

Reader,  attend — whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole. 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole, 

In  low  pursuit ; 
Enow,  prudent,  cautious  self-control, 

Is  wisdom's  root 


Lxvn. 

THE  TWA  DOQS. 

ATAI.1. 

[Cromek,  an  anxious  and  curious  inquirer,  inforco 
me,  that  the  Twa  Pogs  was  in  a  half-i&nished  state,  wl 
the  poet  consulted  John  Wilson,  the  printer,  aboai  < 
Kilmarnock  edition.  On  looking  over  the  maiiuscT\^ 
the  printer,  with  a  sagacity  eommoa  to  his  prores&i 
said,  "The  Address  to  the  DeU"  and  *^  The  Holy-  Fa 
were  grand  things,  bnt  it  woald  be  as  well  to  hnv 
calmer  and  sedater  strain,  to  put  at  the  front  of 
volume.  Bums  was  struck  with  the  remark,  and  on 
waj  home  to  Mossgiel,  completed  the  Poem,  aud  toe 
next  day  to  Kilmarnock,  much  to  the  aatisfokctioa 
<*  Wee  Johnnie.''  On  the  17th  of  February  Bums  i 
to  John  Richmond,  of  Mauchline,  **l  have  eomp) 
mj  Poem  of  the  Twa  Dogs,  but  have  not  shown  it  Cc 
world."  It  is  difflcnit  to  fix  the  dates  with  anything 
accuracy,  to  compositions  which  are  not  stnicic  <« 
one  heat  of  the  fancy.  <*Luath%vas  ine  of  tb*  pt 
dogs,  which  some  person  hod  wantonly  killed," 
Gilbert  Boms;  "but  Csssar  was  merely  the  er«nt«ii 
the  imagination."  The  Ettrick  Shepherd,  a  iuvlg- 
collies,  says  thift  Lnath  is  true  to  the  life,  ond  Lha.t  i 
a  hundred  times  he  has  seen  the  dogs  bark  for  very 
when  the  cottage  children  were  merry.] 

'TwAS  in  that  place  o'  Scotland*8  isle 
That  bears  the  name  o*  Ati!d  King  Coil, 
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Upon  a  boxmie  daj  in  Jane, 

Wben  wearing  through  the  afternoon, 

Twa  dogs  that  irere  na  thrang  at  hame^ 

Forgathered  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  111  name,  they  oa'd  him  Cttsar, 

Was  keepit  for  his  honour^e  pleasure ; 

Hia  h^r,  his  sise,  his  mouth,  his  Ings, 

Show'd  he  was  nane  o*  Scotland's  dogs ; 

Bat  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 

Khere  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  ood. 

His  locked,  letfcer'd,  braw  brass  collar 
Showed  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar ; 
But  though  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  piide — ^nae  pride  had  he ; 
Bat  wad  hae  spent  an  hour  earessin', 
Er'n  wi*  a  tinkler-gypseT's  mesaan*. 
At  Idrk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  though  e'er  sae  duddie, 
But  he  wad  stan't,  as  glad  to  see  him. 
And  stroan't  on  stanes  and*hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tither  was  a  ploughman's  collie^ 

A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 

Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him^ 

And  in  his  fireaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 

After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang,* 

Was  made  laog  syne^Lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faithAil  tyke. 
As  eter  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
Bis  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face, 
Ay  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place. 
His  breast  was  white,  his  tousie  back 
Weel  dad  wi'  eoat  o*  glossy  black ; 
His  gaucie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl. 
Hang  o'er  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swirl. 

• 
Nae  doabt  but  they  were  fain  o'  Ither, 
An'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither; 
WI*  social  nose  whyles  snuff 'd  and  snowkit, 
Whyles  mice  and  moudieworts  they  howkit; 
Whyles  sooor'd  awa  in  lang  ezcurnon. 
An*  worry*d  ither  in  dirersion; 
VnlO  wi'  daffin  weary  grown, 
Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  them  down. 
And  there  began  a  lang  digression 
About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 

CiBSAB. 

Tit  aflen  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 

What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have ; 

■  ■  ~  —  -  -  ■  ■■  I       I 

f  Cachnllia'i  dog  in  Onltta*s  Fii^. 


An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw, 
What  way  poor  bodies  liy'd  ara. 

Our  laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents. 

His  coals,  his  kain,  and  a'  his  stents; 

He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel' ; 

His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell ; 

He  ca's  his  coach,  he  ca's  his  horse; 

He  draws  a  bonnie  silken  purse 

As  lang's  my  tail,  whare,  through  the  steeks, 

The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  mom  to  e'en  its  nought  but  toiling^ 
At  bal^g,  roasting,  frying,  boDing; 
An'  though  the  gentry  first  are  stechin. 
Yet  OTon  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  peehaa 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic  like  trashtri.e^ 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  waMrie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee,  blastit  wonner. 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  honour  has  in  a*  the  Ian' ; 
An'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  thdr  psiaeh  lUf 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 

LVATH. 

Trowth,  Cnsar,  whyles  they're  fash't  eneugh  t 

A  cotter  howkin  in  a  sheugh, 

Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin'  a  dyke. 

Baring  a  quarry,  and  sic  like ; 

Himself,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 

A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans. 

An'  nought  but  his  han'  darg,  to  keep 

Them  right  and  tight  in  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters. 
Like  loss  o'  health,  or  want  o'  masters. 
To  maist  wad  think  a  wee  touoh  langer 
An'  they  maun  starre  o'  cauld  and  hunger ; 
But,  how  it  comes,  I  never  kenn'd  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderAi'  contented : 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  an'  dever  hiisies, 
Are  bred  in  no  a  way  as  this  is. 

OJMAB. 

But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit, 
How  huff'd,  and  ouff'd,  and  disrespeekUt 
L — d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  Uttle 
For  delvers,  ditchers,  an'  rio  cattle; 
They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinking  brock. 

I've  notic'd,  on  our  Laird's  court^ay, 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  WM^ 
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Poor  tenant  bodies,  ecant  o'  cash. 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash : 
Hell  stamp  an'  threaten,  corse  an'  swear, 
Hell  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maon'stan',  wl'  aspect  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble  I 

I  see  how  folk  Uto  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poojr  folk  maun  be  wretches ! 

LUATH. 

They're  no  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think ; 
Tho*  constantly  on  poortith's  brink : 
They're  sae  accnstom'd  wi'  the  sight* 
The  Tiew  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 
Then  chance  an'  fortune  are  sae  guided. 
They're  ay  in  less  or  mair  prorided ; 
An*  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  eigoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  liyes, 
Their  grushie  weans,  an'  faitliAi'  wiyes ; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side ; 
An'  whyles  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy 
Can  mak'  the  bodies  unco  happy ; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs : 
Theyll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priests ; 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts ; 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin'. 
And  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 

As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmass  returns. 
They  get  the  jorial,  ranting  kirns, 
When  rural  life,  o'  er'ry  station. 
Unite  in  common  recreation ; 
LoTO  blinks.  Wit  slaps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantiing  ream, 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam ; 
The  luntin  pipe,  an  sneeshin  mill. 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will ; 
The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin'  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantin'  thro'  the  house, — 
My  hesrt  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  Joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 

8tiU  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  said. 
Bio  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd. 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 
0'  decent,  honesty  fawsont  folk, 


Are  riven  out  baith  root  and  branch 
Borne  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  qneneli, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel'  the  fattir 
In  favour  wi*  some  gentie  master, 
Wha  aiblins,  thrang  a  parliameatin', 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin'— 

CiBSAB. 

Huth,  lad,  ye  littie  ken  about  it  I 

For  BriUOn's  guidl  guid  faitii,  I  doubt  ill 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him, 

An'  saying,  aye  or  no's  they  bid  him; 

At  operas  an'  plays  parading, 

Mortgapng,  gambling,  masquerading; 

Or  may  be,  in  a  frolic  daft, 

To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft, 

To  mak  a  tour,  an*  tak*  a  whirl. 

To  learn  bon  ton,  an'  see  the  worl'. 

There,  at  Vienna  or  Versailles, 

He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails ; 

Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout, 

To  thrum  guitars,  an'  fecht  Tki'  nowt; 

Or  down  Italian  vista  starties, 

Wh-re-hunting  amang  groves  o'  myrtles; 

Then  bouses  drumly  Oerman  water, 

To  mak'  himsel'  look  fair  and  fatter, 

An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 

Love-gifts  of  carnival  signoras. 

For  Britain's  guid ! — ^for  her  destruction  1 

Wi^issipation,  feud,  an'  faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech,  man  I  dear  sirs !  is  that  the  gate 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  an'  harass'd 
For  gear  t9  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

0,  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts, 
An'  please  themsels  wi'  country  sports. 
It  wad  for  eVry  ane  be  better. 
The  Laird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Cotter ! 
For  thae  frank,  rantin',  ramblin'  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows ; 
Except  for  breakin'  o'  their  timmer. 
Or  speakin'  lightiy  o'  their  limmei^ 
Or  shootin'  o'  a  hare  or  moor-coek. 
The  ne'er  a  bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  Master  Ci»8ar» 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure 
Nae  cauld  or  hunger  e'er  can  steer  thei 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them 
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If— <dv  naiiy  were  ye  bnt  wliylefl  irliare  I  am. 
The  gtatles  ye  wtA  ne'er  tairj  'em. 

It*B  true,  thej  needna  etiurve  or  sweat, 
Thro'  winter's  eanld,  or  simmer's  heat ; 
They're  nae  sair  wark  to  craze  their  banes. 
An'  fill  anld  age  wi*  grips  an'  granes : 
But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools. 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 
They  mak  enow  themsels  to  Tex  them ; 
An'^y  the  less  they  hae  to  start  them, 
In*lLke  proportion,  less  will  hurt  them. 

A  country  fellow  at  the  plengh, 
His  acres  till'd,  he's  right  enengh; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel. 
Her  dii^n's  done,  she's  nnoo  weel : 
Bat  Gentlemen,  >n'  Ladies  warst, 
Wi'  er'n  down  want  o'  wark  are  corst 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  a*'  lazy ; 
The'  deal  haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy ; 
Their  days  insipid,  doll,  an'  tasteless ; 
Thar  nights  unquiet,  lang,  an'  resUess ; 
An'  ercn  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  races. 
Their  gallopiDg  thro'  public  places. 
There's  aie  parade,  no  pomp,  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart 
The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches. 
Then  eowther  a'  in  deep  debauches ; 
Ae  night  th^re  mad  wi'  drink  and  wh-riug, 
Rieet  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 
The  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 
As  great  and  gracious  a'  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  thdr  absent  thoughts  6'  ither, 
They're  a'  run  deils  an'  Jads  thegither. 
IVhyles,  o'er  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty ; 
Or  le«-laag  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuka 
Fore  owre  the  devil's  pictor'd  beuks ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 
An'  cheat  like  oide  unhang'd  blackguard. 

There's  some  exception,  man  an'  woman ; 
But  this  is  Oentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  o'  idght, 
An'  darker  gloaming  brought  the  night: 
The  bun-ctock  humm'd  wi'  lasy  drone; 
Tha  kye  stood  row^  i'  the  loan; 
When  up  they  gat,  aad  shook  their  lugs, 
tJ^cU^d  they  were  na  men,  but  dogs ; 
AaT  each  took  alf  his  sereral  way, 
BeodlT'd  to  meet  feme  ithtr  day. 


Lxvm. 
LINES 

ON 

MEETIKO  WITH  LO 


TtJ> 


DAEB. 


[«  The  fint  tima  I  saw  Bob«rt  Bnnu,"  nyi  DngaM 
BtAwmit,  **\n»  on  th«  93d  of  Oetober,  1786|  when  h« 
diiMd  at  my  honae  in  Ayrahiro,  together  with  oar  com* 
mon  friend,  John  Bfackenzie,  anrgeon  in  Manehline,  to 
whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  pieaanre  if  hia  aeqnaint- 
anee.  My  excellent  and  mach-lamented  friend,  the  late 
Baail,  Lord  Daer,  happened  to  arrive  at  Catrine  the  aame 
day,  and,  by  the  kindneaa  and  frankneaa  of  hia  mannera, 
left  an  unpreuion  on  the  mind  of  the  poet  which  waa 
never  effaced.  The  Teriea  which  the  poet  wrote  on  the 
oecaaion  are  among  the  moat  imperfect  of  hia  piecea,  bat 
a  few  atanaas  may  perhapa  be  a  matter  of  enrioaity,  b6th 
on  account  of  the  character  to  which  they  relate  and  the 
light  which  they  throw  on  the  aitoation  and  the  feeliofa 
of  the  writer  before  hia  name  waa  known  to  the  public." 
Baail,  Lord  Daer,  the  nnele  of  the  present  Earl  of  Sel- 
kirk, waa  bom  in  the  year  1700,  at  the  family  aeat  of  St. 
Blary'a  lale :  he  diatingniahed  himaelf  early  at  achool, 
and  at  college  excelled  in  litemtnre  and  acience ;  he  had 
a  greater  regard  for  democracy  than  waa  then  reckoned 
conaiatent  with  hia  birth  and  rank.  He  waa,  when  Boma 
met  him,  in  hia  twenty-third  year ;  waa  very  tall,  some- 
thing caxeleaa  in  his  dress,  and  had  the  taste  and  talent 
common  to  hia  diatingniahed  family.  H9  died  in  Iiia 
thirty-third  year.] 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I,  Rhymer  Bobin,  alias  Bums, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  ne*er-to-be-forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  I  sprachled  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner'd  wi'  a  Lord. 

Fre  been  at  druken  writers'  feasts, 
Kay,  been  bitoh-f on'  'mang  godly  priests, 

Wi'  rey'rence  be  it  spoken : 
Fto  etfn  join'd  the  honour'd  jorum. 
When  mighty  squireships  of  the  quorum 

Theur  hydra  drouth  did  sicken. 

But  wi'  a  Lord — stand  out,  my  shin ! 
A  Lord-*a  Peer-^an  Earl's  son  t— 

Up  higher  yet,  my  bonnet! 
And  sic  a  Lord !— lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a'. 

Am  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet 

But,  oh !  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'r  I 
To  show  Sir  Bardie's  willyart  glow'r. 

And  how  he  star'd  and  stammered, 
When  goayan,  as  if  led  wi'  branks, 
An'  stumpan  on  his  ploughman  shanks. 

He  in  the  parlour  haauuer'd. 
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I  sidling  ihelter'd  in  ft  nook, 
An'  at  his  lordship  steal't  a  look, 

Like  some  porientoos  omen; 
Except  good  sense  and  social  glee. 
An'  (what  soxpns'd  me)  modesfy, 

rlbarked  nought  uncommon. 

I  wateh'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  greats 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state, 

The  arrogant  assuming ; 
The  fient  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he, 
Kor  sance,  nor  state,  that  I  oonld  see, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

Then  from  his  lordslup  I  shall  leam, 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 

One  rank  as  weel's  another ; 
Nae  honest  worthy  man  need  care 
To  meet  with  noble  youthful  Daer, 

For  he  but  meets  a  brother. 


LXIX. 

ADDRESS  TO  EDIKBUBGH. 

I"  I  andoM  yon  two  poaint,'*  Mid  Bnrni  to  hii  fritnd 
Chalmerti  "  which  I  hare  carded  aod  ■pan  unce  I  paned 
Olanback.  One  blank  in  the  Addreea  to  Edinbaifh, 
<  Fair  B— ,*  ia  the  heavenly  Miaa  Burnet,  danghter  to 
Lord  Monboddo,  at  whoae  honae  I  have  had  the'hononr 
to  be  more  than  once.  There  haa  not  been  anything 
nearly  like  her,  in  all  the  eombinationa  of  beantyi  grace, 
and  goodneaa  the  great  Creator  haa  formed,  atnee  Bfilton'a 
£ ve,  on  the  flrat  day  of  her  exiatence ."  Lord  Monb<fi!do 
made  himaelf  ridienlona  by  hia  apecnlatioaa  on  hnman 
nature,  and  acceptable  by  hia  kindly  mannera  afed  aop- 
pera  in  the  manner  of  the  aneienta,  where  hia  Tianda  were 
apread  under  ambroatal  lighta,  and  hia  Falemian  waa 
wreathed  with  flowera.  At  theae  anppera  Bnma  acme- 
timea  made  hia  i^ipearanee.  The  "  Addreaa"  waa  firat 
printed  in  the  Edinbnigh  edition :  the  poet'a  hopea  were 
then  high,  and  hia  eomplimenta,  both  to  town  end  people, 
were  elegaat  and  happy.] 

I. 

BnziAl  flootia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
yfhwt  once  beneath  a  monarch's  fliet 

Bat  Legislation's  soVreign  pow'rs  I 
Fkem  marking  wildly-seatter'd  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hoony 

I  sMier  in  thy  honoured  shade. 


IL 

Here  wealth  stiB  swells  the  golden  tide^ 

As  bu^  Trade  his  labour  plies; 
There  Arddtecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise; 
Here  Justice,  firom  her  native  skiei^ 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  ^es, 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 

XII. 

Thy  sons,  Edina  1  soda!,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ; 
Their  views  enlarg'd,  their  libersl  mind. 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  rale ; 
Attentive  still  to  sorrow's  wsB, 

Or  modest  merit's  silent  daim ; 
And  never  may  thdr  sources  fail  t# 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name  I 

•  IV. 

Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn. 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky, 
Sweet  as  the  dewy  milk-white  tiiom, 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  Joy  I 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th'  adoring  eye/ 

Heav'n's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine ; 
I  see  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high. 

And  own  his  work  indeed  divine  I 

▼. 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 

Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleams  afar; 
Like  some  bold  vet'ran,  gray  in  arms. 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar  : 
The  poud'rouB  wall  and  massy  bar. 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rook, 
Have  oft  withstood  assailing  war. 

And  oft  repeU'd  th'  invader's  shoelc 

Vt. 
With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tear^ 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome, 
Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 

Mm^d  heroes  I  had  their  royal  home  : 
Alas,  how  ohang'd  the  times  to  come  1 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  duat  1 
Their  iiapless  race  wild^wand'iing  roan, 

Tho*  rigid  law  eries  out,  'twas  Jiksi ! 

TII. 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps* 
Whose  anseslon,  to  days  of  yore. 
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Thro*  hostile  ranks  and  ruin*d  gaps 
Old  Seotia's  bloody  lion  bore : 

BVn  I  who  nng  in  mstio  lore, 
Hapljy  my  sires  have  left  their  shed, 

JUd  fao'd  grim  danger's  loudest  roar, 
Bold-foUowing  where  yonr  fathen  led  1 

Till. 

Edinm!  Seotia's  darling  seat  I 

All  hall  thy  palaces  and  towers. 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Bat  Legislation's  sov'reign  powers  I 
From  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flow'rs, 

Am  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd. 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  honrs^ 

I  shdter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 


EPISTLE  TO  MAJOB  LOGAN. 

pi^gor  LogaB,  of  Camkiy,  liyedy.whea  this  haity 
Towm  was  writt«n,  with  Itii  moUiar  ud  listor  at  Pafk- 
kmaa,  aaar  Ajr.  He  was  a  ^ood  maaiciaiii  a  Joyoas 
•oapnufoa,  and  aoimthiiif  of  a  wit.  The  Epiitle  wai 
priotad.  Sot  tfaeint  time,  ia  my  edition  of  Banii,  in  ISM, 
aad  MBoa  thiaao  othor  edition  haa  wanted  it.] 

Hail,  tiiairm-fiiBpirin',  rattlin'  Willie  I 
Though  fortnne's  road  be  rough  an'  hilly 
Te  ereiy  Bddling,  rhyming  billie. 

We  never  heed, 
0at  takf  il  lika  the  unbaek'd  filly, 

Proud  o'  her  speed. 

Whea  idly  goavan  whyles  we  saunter 
TifT,  faney  barks,  awa'  we  canter 

0 

Uphill,  down  brae,  till  some  mishanter. 

Some  black  bog-hole, 

Arreala  Hi,  then  the  scathe  an'  banter 

We're  forced  to  thole. 

Hal«  be  your  heart !  Hale  be  your  fiddle  I 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdle 

0'  this  wUd  war!', 
17ntil  yon  on  a  orummoek  driddle 

A  gray-hair'd  carl. 

Cmb»  vealtih,  eome  poortith,  late  or  soon, 
Bawvft  Mnd  jov  heart-strings  ay  Sa  tnaob 
And  wrtw  your  temper  pins  aboon 

A  fiftii  or  mair, 
Xka  aMbmeholloaa,  lasy  croon 

OP  eaakrie  eara. 


May  still  your  life  from  day  to  day 
Nae  *'  lento  largo"  in  the  play, 
But  "  allegretto  forte"  gay 

Harmonious  flow : 
A  sweeping,  kindling,  bauld  strathspey^ 

Encore!  Bravo! 

A  blesring  on  the  oheery  gang 
Wha  dearly  like  a  Jig  or  sang. 
An'  never  think  o'  right  an'  wrang 

By  square  an'  rule. 
But  as  the  degs  o'  feding  stang 

Are  wise  or  fool. 

My  hand-waled  curse  keep  hard  in  chase 
The  harpy,  hoodock,  purse-proud  race, 
Wha  count  on  poortith  as  disgrace— 

Their  tuneless  hearts  I 
May  fireside  discords  jar  a  base 

To  a' their  parts! 

But  come,  your  hand,  my  careless  brither, 
r  th'  ither  warl',  if  there's  anither. 
An'  that  there  is  I've  little  swither 

About  the  matter ; 
We  cheek  for  chow  shall  jog  the^^ther, 

I'se  ne'er  bid  better. 

We've  faults  and  failings— granted  clearly, 
We're  frul  backsliding  mortals  merely. 
Eve's  bonny  squad,  priests  wyte  them  sheerl^ 

For  our  grand  fa' ; 
But  still,  but  still,  I  Hke  them  dearly— 

God  bless  them  a'  I 

/)chon  t  for  poor  Gastalian  drinkers. 
When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  jinkers, 
The  wishing  curs'd  delicious  blinkers 

Hae  put  me  hyte, 
And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrifo  winkers, 

Wi'  giman  spite. 

But  by  yon  moon ! — and  that's  high  swearin** 
An'  every  star  within  my  hearin*  I 
An'  by  her  een  wha  was  a  dear  ane  I 

ril  ne'er  forget ; 
I  hope  to  gie  the  jads  a  clearin' 

In  fair  play  yet 

My  loss  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  it, 
I'll  seek  my  pursie  whare  I  tint  it, 
Ance  to  the  Indies  I  were  wonted. 

Some  cantraip  hour, 
By  some  sweet  elf  I'll  yet  be  dinted. 

Then,  vkm  Famimri 
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I^tiUt  mei  bauemami  retpectueutef 

To  sentimental  eister  Sofiie, 

An'  honest  Lucky ;  no  to  roose  yon, 

Te  may  be  proud. 
That  eio  a  couple  fate  allows  ye 

To  grace  your  Uood. 

Nae  mair  at  present  can  I  measure, 

An'  trowth  my  rhymin'  ware's  nae  treasure ; 

But  when  in  Ayr,  some  half-hour's  leisure, 

Be't  Ught,  be't  dark, 
Sir  Bard  will  do  himself  the  pleasure 

To  oaU  at  Park. 

ROBIBT  BUBHS. 

Mmgiel^  80(A  October^  1786. 


LXXI. 
THE  BRIGS  OF  AYB, 

A  POXM, 
XRICRIBXD  TO  J.  BALLANTTNS,  SSq.|  ATB. 

[Bnnis  took  th«  hint  Kii  thii  Poem  tnm.  the  Planaitiiiiei 
tnd  CaoMway  of  FeigUMon,  bat  all  that  lendi  it  life  and 
fMling  belongs  to  hii  own  heart  and  hii  native  Ayr :  he 
wrote  it  for  the  Mcond  edition  of  hie  Foemi,  and  in  com- 
pliment to  the  patrone  of  his  genias  in  the  west.  Balloa- 
tyne,  to  whom  the  Poem  is  inscribed,  was  generous  when 
the  distresses  of  his  fanning  specalationM*  pressed  upon 
him:  others  of  his  friends  figure  in  the  scene:  Mont- 
gomery's courage,  the  learning  of  Dogald  Stewart,  and 
condescension  and  kindness  of  Mrs.  General  Stewart, 
of  Stair,  are  gratefully  recorded.]  ^ 

Thx  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  ulough. 
Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ey'ry  uough; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush, 
Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green  thorn 

bush; 
The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill, 
Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  gray,  wild-whistling  o'er 

the  hiU ; 
Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  peasant's  lowlj  shed. 
To  hardy  independence  brayely  bred. 
By  early  poverty  to  hardship  steel'd, 
And  train'd  to  arms  in  stem  misfortune's  field — 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes, 
The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  T 
Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  close, 
With  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  prose  T 

I A  noted  tavern  at  the  auld  Brig  end. 


No  I  though  his  artless  straias  ha  rudely  gisfi, 
And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  fame,  his  great,  his  dear  revftrd* 
Still,  if  some  patron's  gen'rons  care  he  trse«, 
Skill'd  in  the  secret  to  bestow  with  grace ; 
When  Ballantyne  befriends  his  humble  aami, 
And  hands  the  mstio  stranger  up  to  fame, 
With  heartfelt  throes  his  grateftil  boiom  twdlii 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  wiater  bsp, 
And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  cr^ ; 
Potato-bings  are  snugged  up  firae  skaith 
Of  coining  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer  toils, 
Unnumber'd  buds,  an'  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
SealVl  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive  waxen 

piles. 
Are  doom'd  by  man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak, 
The  death  o'  devils  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  ev'xy  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatttf  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tic 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  Ue : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bleeds, 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds!) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings. 
Except,  perhaps,  the  robin's  whistling  glee» 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree 
The  hoary  moms  precede  the  sunny  days. 
Mild,  oalm,  serene,  wide  spreads  th«  noon-U 

blase, 
While  thick  the  gossamer  wnves  wanton  Sn  t 

rays. 
'Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  tard» 
Unknown  and  poor,  simplicity'B  rewnrd, 
Ae  night,  vrithin  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr, 
By  whim  inspired,  or  haply  prest  wi'  cskre. 
He  left  his  bed,  and  took  his  waywsird  rout. 
And  down  by  Simpson's'  wheel'd  the  left  aba 
(Whether  impell'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 
To  witness  what  I  after  shaU  narrate ; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  Ugfa, 
He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  wb 
The  drowsy  Bungeon-clock,'  had  nninber'd  ( 
And  Wallace  ToVr^  had  sworn  the  fiao^  was  ti 
The  tid^-swol'n  Firth,  with  sullen  s<mndiag  r 
Through  the  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  sdoD^ 

shore. 

t  The  two  steeples. 
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An  6l8a  Wfts  huih*d  as  Nature's  closed  e*e : 
ne  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tow'r  and  tree : 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 
Crept,    gentiy'^emsting,    o*er    the -glittering 
stream. — 

Wh«B«  loi  OB  dther  hand  the  llst'ning  Bard, 
The  i?U"g'"g  SQgh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard; 
Two  dosky  fonu  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  as  the  gos  >  driTss  on  the  wheeling  hare ; 
Ane  on  th'  Anld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uproars, 
The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers : 
Omt  warlock  Bhymer  instantly  descry'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  brigs  of  Ayr  predde. 
(That  Bards  are  second-sighted  is  nae  joke, 
And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritoal  folk; 
Fays,  Spvnkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain 

them, 
Anfer'n  the  t era  deils  th^  brawly  ken  them.) 
Anld  Brig  appesr'd  of  ancient  Piotish  race. 
The  Tsry  wrinkles  gothio  in'  his  face : 
He  seem'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  warstl'd  lang, 
Tet,  tenghly  donre,  he  bade  an  nnco  bang. 
New  Brig  was  bnskit  in  a  braw  new  coat, 
That  he  at  Lon'on,  frae  ane  Adams  got ; 
In's  hand  fire  taper  staTOS  as  smooth's  a  bead, 
Wi'  rirls  and  whirlygigvms  at  the  head. 
The  Ooth  was  stalking  ronnd  with  anzions 

search, 
Spjing  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch  ;— 
It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  e'e, 
And  e'en  a  Tex'd  and  angry  heart  had  he  I 
Wi'  thieT€3es8  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien. 
He,  down  the  water,  gies  him  this  gnid-e'en : — 

AVLD  BBIO. 

I  donbt  na*,  frien',  y e'll  think  ye're  nae  sheep- 
shank, 
Anee  ye  were  streekit  o'er  frae  bank  to  bank  I 
Bat  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  anld  as  me, 
Tho'  faith,  that  day  I  donbt  ye'll  never  see; 
ThereTll  be,  if  that  date  come,  I'U  wad  a  boddle. 
Some  fewer  whigmeleeries  in  your  noddle* 

MW  BBIO. 

Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  little  mense, 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense ; 
WQl  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street, 
Where  twa  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  they 


I  Th*  f  o«-httvrii  or  falcon. 
S  A  aotad  foft^jast  abo^a  the  Aold  Brig, 
a  Th«  boiika  of  Carpal  Water  !■  oue  of  the  few  plaeaa 
ia  Cbe  Woft  of  Scotland,  where  ihoie  fnaoy-searing  be- 


Tour  ruin'd  formless  bulk  o'  stane  an'  lime, 
Compare  wi'  bonnie  Brigs  o'  modem  time  t 
There's  men  o'  taste  wou'd  tak  the  Ihicai- 

stream,* 
Tho'  they  should  east  the  vera  sark  and  swim. 
Ere  they  would  grate  their  feelings  wi'  the 

riew 
Of  rio  an  ugly,  Gothio  hulk  as  you. 

AULD  BUO. 

• 

Conceited    gowk!     puffd    up  wi'   windy 

pride  !— 
This  mony  a  year  Fto  stood  the  flood  an'  tide ; 
And  tho'  wi'  crasy  eUd  Fm  sair  forfaim, 
I'll  be  a  Brig,  when  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn ! 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter, 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling 

Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil. 
Or  where  the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland 

course. 
Or  haunted  Garpal*  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  blustering  winds  an'  spotting  thowes. 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  the  snaw-broo  rowes ; 
While  crashing  ice  bom  on  the  roaring  speat. 
Sweeps  dams,  an*  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenbuck,*  down  to  the  Ratton-key,' 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd  tumbling  sea- 
Then  down  ye'll  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise ! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  Jaups  up  to  the  pouring 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost,      [skies. 
T]iat  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost ! 

HEW  BRia. 

Fine  Architecture,  trowth,  I  needs  must  say't 

o'tl 
The  L — d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate 

o't! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices. 
Hanging  with  threat'nlng  jut  like  precipices ; 
O'er-arching,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves. 
Supporting  roofs  fantastic,  stony  groves ; 
Windows  and  doors,  in  nameless  sculpture  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest; 
Forms  Uke  some  bedlam  Statuary's  dream, 
Th^  cras'd  creations  of  misguided  whim ; 

inga,  known  by  the  name  of  Ghaiiti,  itill  continae  per* 
tinaeioualy  to  inhabit. 

4  The  eoaree  of  the  river  Ayr* 

ft  A  ■mall  landing-place  abore  the  large  key. 
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Forma  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee, 
And  still  the  lecond  dread  command  be  free, 
Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or 

sea. 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace   the   building 

taste 
Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird  or  beast; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  monkish  raoe. 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace ; 
Or  cuifs  of  later  times  wha  held  the  notion 
That  sollen  gloom  was  sterling  tme  devotion ; 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Bmgh  denies  protection ! 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  nnblest  with  resur- 
rection I 

AULD  snio. 

0  ye,  my  dear-remember'd  ancient  yealings. 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feel- 
ings! 
Ye  worthy  ProTCses,  an'  mony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toU  ay; 
Te  dainty  Deacons  and  ye  douce  Conreeners, 
To  whom  our  modems  are  but  causey-cleaners: 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  blest  this  town; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  o'  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gie  your  hurdles  to  the  smiten ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  godly 

writers; 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I'tc  borne  ab6on  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do  I 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deq>  Tcza- 

tion. 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 
And,  agonising,  curse  th«  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  rev'rend  men,  their  country's  glory, 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid 

story! 
Nae  langer  thrifty  citisens  an'  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  council-house ; 
But  staumrel,  corky-headed,  graceless  gentry. 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three  parts  made  by  tiulors  and  by  bar- 
bers, 
Wha  waste  your  weel-hain'd  gear  on  d--d  new 
Brigs  and  Harbours ! 

HEW  BRia. 

Now  baud  you  there!  for  faith  ye're  said 
enough, 
And  muokle  mair  than  ye  can  mak  to  through ; 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little. 
Corbies  and  Clergy,  are  a  shot  right  kittle: 


But  under  faTour  o'  your  langer  betrd, 
Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weel  be  sptt^d: 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 
I  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 
In  Ayr,  wag-wits  nae  mair  can  haye  a  handle 
To  mouth  '  a  citisen,'  a  term  o'  scaadil; 
Nae  ttiair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit; 
Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin'«  owre  hops  sa' 

ralrins, 
Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  bonis  and  sebuis, 
If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  trainp, 
Had  shor'd  them  with  a  gflimmer  of  Ids  Ump^ 
And  would  to  Common-sense  tot  OBce  betrty'd 

them. 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  aid  then 


What  farther  clishmaclaTsr  might  been  Add, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Spiritea  had  blood  to  shed 
No  man  can  teU ;  but  all  before  thor  sight, 
A  fkiry  tridn  appear'd  in  order  bright: 
Adown  the  glitt'ring  stream  they  featly  danc*d 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  yarious  dresses  glanced 
They  footed  owre  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet: 
While  arts  of  minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul-ennobling  bards  heroic  ditties  sung.- 
0  had  M'Lauchlan,'  thairm-inspiring  Sage, 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heaTcnly  band  engage 
When  thro'  his  dear  strathspeys  they  bore  wi 

highland  rage ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia'a  meltinig  ahi 
The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  earee ; 
How  would  his  highland  lug  been  nobler  fir*! 
And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  toi 

inspir'd ! 
No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appear* 
But  all  the  soul  of  Munc's  self  was  heard. 
Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part. 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on 

heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  stream  in  fhint  appeal 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  yeara  ; 
ffis  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  erovm*d. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  boand. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring. 
Sweet  Female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  wi  tb  Spt 
Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Kural 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  evo 


I A  well  known  perfonner  of  SoottUh 
violin. 
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AU-eheering  Plenty,  irith  her  flowing  horn. 
Led  yeUov  Antunn,  wresth'd  with  nodding 

.    eom; 
Then  Winter's  time-bleach'd  looks  did  hoary 

show, 
By  Hospitality  with  dondless  brow. 
Next  foUoVd  Coorage,  with  his  martial  stride, 
From  where  the  Feal  wild  woody  coverts  hide ; 
Benerolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  f^om  the  tow*rs  of  Stair: 
Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode 
From  simple  Catrlne,  their  long-lov'd  abode : 
Last,  whit^-roVd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  haxel 

wreath. 
To  rastie  Agrlonltore  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  death ; 
At  nght  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kind- 
ling wrath. 


•       OJI 

THB  DEATH  OF  BOBEBT  DUNDAS,  ESQ., 

or  A&XISTOV, 

a^n  homh  rmutoatn  or  trx  covxt  or  iBitxoH. 

[At  th*  raqiMifc  of  Advocate  Hay,  Bams  eompofed  this 
Pbinn,  in  the  hope  that  it  might  interest  the  powerfal 
Cmilv  of  Baadee  ia  his  fortsnes.  I  foand  it  inserted  in 
the  haadwritiof  of  the  poet,  in  an  interleaved  copy  of 
his  Poems,  which  be  presented  to  I>r.  Oeddes,  aeeompa-' 
Bind  by  the  following  surly  note : — «  The  foregoing  Poem 
has  some  to(erable  lines  in  it,  hot  the  incurable  wound 
ef  my  pride  will  not  ealTerme  to  correct,  or  even  pemse 
it.  I  seat  a  eopy  of  it  with  my  best  prose  letter  to  the 
son  of  the  great  man,  the  theme  of  the  piece,  by  the 
hands  of  one  of  the  noblest  men  in  God^s  world,  Alexan- 
der Wood,  surgeon:  when,  behold!  his  solicitorsbip 
took  no  aiof*  notice  of  my  Poem,  or  of  me,  than  I  had 
ben  a  strolling  fiddler  who  had  made  free  with  his  lady's 
name,  for  a  silly  aew  reel.  Bid  the  fellow  imagine  that 
t  looked  for  any  dirty  gratuity  f*  This  Robert  Dnndas 
wae  the  elder  brother  of  that  Lord  Melville  to  whose 
hands,  soon  after  these  lines  were  written,  all  the  govem- 
nsnt  pattonage  ia  Scotland  was  confided,  and  who,  when 
the  asme  of  Bams  was  mentioned,  pushed  the  wine  to 
Pitt,  sod  said  nothing.  The  poem  was  first  printed  by 
me,  tnlSH.] 

Lo5B  on  the  bleaky  hills  the  straying  flocks 
Shun  the  fierce  storms  among  the  sheltering 

rocks ; 
Down  tmm  the  rivulets,  red  with  dashing  rains. 
The  gathering  floods  burst  o*er  the  distant  plains ; 


Beneath  the  blasts  the  leafless  forests  groan ; 
The  hollow  oaves  return  a  sullen  moan. 

Te  hills,  ye  plains,  ye  forests  and  ye  eaves, 
Te  howling  winds,  and  wintry  swelling  waves  1 
Unheard,  unseen,  by  human  ear  or  eye. 
Sad  to  your  sympathetio  scenes  I  fly ; 
Where  to  the  whistling  blast  and  waters'  roar 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  may  deplore. 

0  heavy  loss,  thy  country  ill  could  bear  I 
A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair! 
Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  Qod, 
Her  doubtfU  balance  ey'd,  and  sway'd  her  rod ; 
Hearing  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow 
She  sunk,  abandon'd  to  the  wildest  woe. 

Wrongs,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den, 
Now  gay  in  hope  explore  the  paths  of  men : 
See  from  this  cavern  grim  Oppression  rise. 
And  throw  on  poverty  his  cruel  eyes ; 
Keen  on  the  helpless  victim  see  him  fly. 
And  stifle,  dark,  the  feebly-bursting  cry : 

Mark  ruffian  Violence,  distain'd  with  crimes. 
Bousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  times; 
View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey. 
As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way: 
While  subtile  Litigation's  pliant  tongue 
The  life-blood  equal  sucks  of  Bight  and  Wrong: 
Hark,  iigur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlisten'd  tale. 
And  much-wrong'd  Mis'ry  pours  th'  unpitied 
wail  I 

Te  dark  waste  hills,  and  brown  unrightly  plains, 
To  you  I  sing  my  grief-inq»ired  strains: 
Ye  tempests,  rage  I  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll  I 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  soul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign. 
Be  nameless  wilds  and  lonely  wanderings  mine. 
To  mourn  the  woes  my  country  must  endure. 
That  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure. 


Lxxni. 


ON  &BADIKQ  IN  ▲  NIWSPAPI& 


THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  M'LEOD,  ESa 

BBOVnm  TO  A  TOVNO  L4DV,  ▲  PABTlCVLAa  rBIBSTD 

ov  TUX  A.UTnoa*s. 

[John  M'Leod  was  of  the  ancient  fsmily  of  Raan,  and 
brother  to  that  Isabella  M'Lcod,  for  whom  Bums,  in 
his  correspondence,  expressod  great  regent.    The  little 
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Poem,  when  Ant  printed,  oonnsted  of  lix  Tenet :  I  found 
A  eeventh  in  the  Bi'Mardo  Mannicripti,  Uie  fifth  in  this 
edition)  along  with  an  intimation  in  prose,  that  the 
M'Leod  family  had  endured  many  unmerited  misfortnnes. 
I  observe  that  Sir  Harris  Nicolas  has  njected  this  new 
▼erse,  because,  he  says,  It  repeats  the  same  sentiment  as 
the  one  which  precedes  it.  I  think  differently,  and  have 
retained  it.] 

8ad  thy  tale,  thon  idle  page, 

And  rueful  ihj  alarms : 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  loye 

From  Isabella's  arms. 

Sweetly  deok*d  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning  rose  may  blow ; 

But  cold  successive  noontide  blasts 
May  lay  its  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  mom 

The  sun  propitious  smil'd ; 
But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  douda 

Succeeding  hopes  beguiled. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 

That  nature  finest  strung : 
So  Isabella's  heart  waa  formM, 

And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Were  it  in  the  poet's  power, 
Strong  as  he  shares  the  grief 

That  pierces  Isabella's  heart, 
To  give  that  heart  relief! 

Dread  Omnipotence,  alone. 
Can  heal  the  wound  He  gave ; 

Can  point  the  brimfiil  grief-wcrn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow. 
And  fear  no  withering  blast ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
ShaU  happy  be  at  last 


LXXIV. 

TO  MISS  LOGAN, 
WITH  bbattib's  pobms  roB  ▲  mw  txab's  qot. 

Jam.  1, 1787. 

[Bnms  was  fond  of  writing  eompliments  la  books,  and 
giving  them  in  presents  among  his  fair  ftienda.  Miss 
Lc^an,  of  Park  house,  was  sister  to  Major  Logan,  of 
Camlarg,  and  the  "sentimental  sister  Susie,"  of  the 
Epistle  to  her  brother.  Both  these  names  were  early 
dropped  out  of  the  poet's  eorrespondenre.l 


Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  drif*!!, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  miuden  prime, 
Are  so  much  nearer  HeaVo. 

No  giftfl  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail : 
I  send  you  more  than  Indik  boasts 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 

Our  sex  with  guile  and  faithless  love 
Is  charged,  perhaps,  too  true ; 

But  may,  dear  maid,  each  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  still  to  you  I 


THE  AMERICAN  WAR. 

A  rRAOMXlTT. 

[Dr.  Blair  said  that  the  politics  of  Bums  smelt  of  t 
smithy,  which,  interpreted,  means,  ihj0  they  were  t 
statesman-iike,  and  worthy  of  a  country  ale-bouse,  a 
an  audience  of  peasants.  The  Poem  gives  ns  a  »triki 
picture  of  the  humorous  and  familiar  way  in  whirb  i 
hinds  and  husbandmen  of  Scotland  handle  national  topL 
the  smithy  is  a  favourite  resort,  during  the  winter  evi 
ings,  of  rustic  politicians ;  and  national  affairs  and  pai 
scandal  are  alike  discussed.  Bums  was  in  those  da 
and  some  time  after,  a  vehement  Tory :  hia  admlrat 
of  "  Chatham's  Boy,''  called  down  on  him  the  dusty 
dignation  of  the  republican  Ritson.] 

X. 

Whik  Guildford  good  our  pilot  fitood» 

And  did  our  hellim  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 

Within  America,  man: 
Then  up  they  gat  the  maskin-pat. 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  less  in  fiiU  Congraas, 

Than  quite  reftue  our  law,  man. 


XL 

Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomeiy  takes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man ; 
Down  Lowrie's  bum  he  took  » tam^ 

And  Carleton  did  ca',  man; 
But  yet,  what-reck,  he,  at  Quebec, 

Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  hi?  en'mies  a',  men. 


III. 

Poor  Tammy  Gag^f  within  a  cage, 

Was  kepi  at  Boaton  ha',  man ; 
Tin  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  knows 

For  Philadelphia,  man ; 
VfV  sword  an'  gnn  he  thought  a  sin 

Ooid  Christiaa  hlood  to  draw,  man: 
But  at  New  York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork. 

Sir-loin  he  hacked  sma',  man. 

XT. 

Bnrgoyne  gaed  np,  like  spnr  an'  whip, 

Tin  Fraser  braye  did  fa',  man, 
Then  loet  hit  waj,  ae  misty  day, 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Comwallis  fonght  as  lang's  he  donght, 

An*  did  the  bnckskina  olaw,  man ; 
Bnt  Clinton's  glaiTO  frae  mst  to  sare. 

He  hong  it  to  the  wa',  man. 

T. 

Then  Montagne,  an'  Gnilford,  too, 

B^an  to  fear  a  fa',  man ; 
And  Saekrille  door,  wha  stood  the  stonre, 

The  German  Chief  to  thraw,  man ; 
For  Paddy  Borke,  like  ony  Tork, 

9ae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
An*  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box, 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

TI. 

Then  Rockingham  took  np  the  game. 

Tin  death  did  on  him  ca',  man ; 
When  Shelbome  meek  held  np  his  cheek, 

Conlbrm  to  gospel  law,  man ; 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise. 

They  did  his  measures  thraw,  man, 
F«r  Korth  an'  Fox  united  stocks, 

Aa'  bore  him  to  the  wa*,  man. 

▼iz. 

Then  ehibs  an'  hearts  were  CharUe^i  earteSi 

He  swepi  the  stakes  awa',  man, 
131  Hm  diamond's  ace,  of  Indian  race, 

Ltd  him  a  sair /«»  pM,  man ; 
Ibc  Saxon  lads,  wi'  loud  placads, 

On  Chatham's  boy  did  ca',  man ; 
An*  Scotland  drew  her  pipe,  an'  blew, 

•«  Up,  WiUie,  wsnr  them  a',  man  I'* 

VIII. 

BcUebI  die  throne  then  GreuTiUe's  gone, 
A  secret  word  or  twa,  man; 


Wlule  slee  Dundas  arons'd  the  class. 
Be-north  the  Boman  wa',  man : 

An'  Chatham's  wraith,  in  heaTenly  graith, 
(Inspired  Bardies  saw,  man) 

Wi'  kindUng  eyes  cr/d  «WiUie,  rise  I 
Would  I  hae  fear'd  them  a',  mant' 

IX. 

But,  word  an'  blow,  North,  Fox,  and  Co., 

Gowff 'd  WiUie  like  a  ba',  man. 
Till  Suthron  raise,  and  coost  their  daise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man ; 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone. 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blood 

To  make  it  guid  in  law,  man. 
*       *       «       «       « 


•  Lxxvn. 

THE  DEAN  OF  FACULTY. 

A  raw  BALLAD. 

[The  Hal  and  Bob  of  thaaa  tatirio  linea  were  Haarj 
Erakina,  and  Robart  Dundaa :  and  thair  eontantion  waa, 
aa  tha  varaaa  intiinatai  for  tha  plaea  of  Daan  of  the  Fa- 
culty of  Advocatai :  Erakina  waa  aaecaMfnl.  It  ia  anp- 
poMd  that  in  charaetariziog  Dnndaa,  tha  poat  ramam- 
bared  *'  tha  incarabla  wound  which  hia  prida  had  got*' 
in  tha  allair  of  tha  elegiac  varaaa  on  tha  death  of  tha  aider 
Dundaa.  Tha  poem  firat  appeared  in  the  Reliquea  of 
Buma.] 

I. 

BnuB  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Scot  to  Soot  did  carry ; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langside  saw, 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary : 
But  Scot  with  Soot  ne'er  met  so  hot. 

Or  were  more  in  turj  seen.  Sir, 
Than  'twixt  Hal  and  Bob  for  the  famous  Jobi— 

Who  should  be  Facul^s  Bpan,  Sir.— 


zi. 

This  Hal  for  genius,  wit,  and  lore, 

Among  the  first  was  number'd ; 
But  pious  Bob,  'mid  learning's  store, 

Commandment  tenth  remember'd. — 
Tet  simple  Bob  the  Tictory  got^        * 

And  won  his  heart's  desire ; 
Which  shows  that  heaven  can  boil  the  pot, 

Though  the  devil  p— s  in  the  fire. — 
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III. 

Squire  Hal  besides  hftd  in  this  case 

PretensloiiB  rather  brassj. 
For  talents  to  deserre  a  plaee 

Are  qaalifications  saucy ; 
So,  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quite  sick  of  merit's  mdeness, 
Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all,  d*ye  see, 

To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness.^ — 

XT. 

As  once  on  Pisgah  pnrg'd  was  the  sight 

Of  a  son  of  Gironmeision, 
So  may  be,  on  this  Pisgah  height, 

Bob's  purblind,  mental  yision : 
Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  open'd  yet 

Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him, 
And  swear  he  has  the  angel  met 

That  met  the  Ass  of  Balaam. 


Lxxvn. 

TO  A  LADT, 

WITH  ▲  raUXXT  OV  a  PAIK  OV  DEIVK»«-»LAttU. 

[To  Mm.  M'L«liOM,  of  Edivboigh,  the  poet  preteoted 
Ihe  drinkiiig-glanei  ■ilndad  to  in  the  renei :  thoj  an, 
it  wanM,  itill  preierved,  aad  the  ladj  on  ocoaiionf  of  high 
fettiTHi,  indnlgti,  it  it  nid,  favonrito  vititeri  with  a 
draught  from  them  of  "The  blood  of  8hiiac>  leorahed 
Tine."] 

Faib  Empress  of  the  Poet's  soul, 

And  Queen  of  Poetesses ; 
Clarinda,  take  this  little  boon. 

This  humble  pair  of  glasses. 

And  All  them  high  with  generous  juice, 

As  generous  as  your  mind ; 
And  pledge  me  in  the  generous  toast — 

«  The  whole  of  human  kind !" 

"  To  those  who  love  us  I" — second  fill ; 

But  not  to  those  whom  we  love ; 
Lest  we  1ot6  those  who  1ot«  not  us  I-^ 

A  third — **  to  thee  and  me,  lore !' 


-a. 


rM 


Lxxvin. 

TO  CLARINDA-    , 

[This  !■  the  lady  of  the  drinUng-gtaaiM ;  tht  Mn.  Mae 
of  many  a  toaet  among  the  poet'e  aeqwiiBteiicoi.  Sb« 
waa,  in  thoae  daye,  yoong  aad  beantifol,  nvd  we  (nx  i 
little  f  iddy,  since  the  indulged  in  that  eeatiDeBtal  asc 
platonio  flirtation  with  tlie  poet,  eontaiaed  ia  tb«will 
known  lettera  to  Clarinda.  The  lettm,  after  Ui  pott' 
death,  appeared  in  print  without  her  pentiiiira :  rii*  ob 
tained  an  injunetion  agaiaet  the  pubUcaUoa,  which  sUl 
remain!  in  force,  but  her  anger  eeemi  to  haTe  b«M  In 
a  matter  of  taste  than  of  whim,  for  the  inJnaettOB  bi 
been  allowed  to  alnmber  In  the  case  of  some  sditon 
though  it  haa  been  eaforeed  agaiaat  otheii.] 

CLABnn>A,  mistress  of  my  soul. 
The  measur'd  time  is  run  t 

The  wretch  beneath  the  dreaiy  pole 
So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  caTe  of  ftoien  night 

Shall  poor  Sylrander  hie ; 
DepriT'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part—but,  by  these  predous  drops 

That  fill  thy  lovely  ^es  1 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  ttept 

^ill  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  8es« 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day ; 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


LXXIX. 

VEBSES 
waiTTX]i  uKDxa  tbx  portsjlit  or  FZBomao? 

POST,   HI   A  OOPT   OP   THAT   AVTBOK'a  WOKKfl 

nvsmo  TO  a  tovxo  ijlst. 

pVbo  the  young  lady  was  to  whom  th«  poet  pn 
the  portrait  and  Foema  of  the  Hl-ikted  Per^aa 
have  not  been  told.  The  Tertea  are  dated  Bdis 
March  10th,  1787.] 

Cu&sn  on  ungrateAil  man,  that  can  be  pl< 
And  yet  can  starre  the  author  of  the  plea 
0  thou  my  elder  brother  in  misfortone* 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  moseSy 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate  1 
Why  is  the  bard  unpitied  by  Ihe  world, 
Tet  has  so  keen  a  relish  of  ita  pl< 
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LXXX. 
PROLOGITE 

•fOKD  BT  KB,  WOODS  02C  BIB   BUfXTXT  nOBT, 
MoXDAT,  16  Aprili  1787. 

[Tb4  Wood*  for  whom  thia  Prologna  waa  written,  was 
la  tboM  dayi  a  popolar  motor  in  Edinboiigb.  He  had 
olhar  ciaima  on  Bnraa :  he  had  been  the  friend  aa  well 
M  ooBatada  of  poor  Feifpiaion,  and  poiaeaaed  eome 
poeticai  talent.  He  died  in  Edinbnivh,  December  14th, 
^3 


Wsur  by  a  geiieroiis  Pnblio's  Jand  acclaim, 
That  dearett  mead  la  granted— honeBt  fame ; 
When  k^re  your  faTour  is  the  actor's  lot, 
Kor  eren  the  man  in  private  life  forgot; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heaTcnly  Tirtue's  j^low, 
Bat  hearea  Impassion'd  with  the  grateM  throe  7 

Poor  is  tha  taak  to  please  %barbaroii0  throng, 
It  needs  no  Siddons*  powers  in  8oatheme's  song ; 
But  here  aa  anoient  nation  fam'd  afar. 
For  gtnina,  learning  high,  as  great  in  war — 
Hail,  Calxdobia,  name  for  CTer  dear  I 
Bdbra  whose  eons  I'm  hononred  to  appear! 
Where  crexy  seienoe— eyery  nobler  arU- 
Thai  can  inform  the  mind,  or  mend  the  heart. 
Is  known ;  as  grateftil  nations  oft  hare  found 
Far  aa  the  rude  barbarian  marks  the  bound. 
Philosophy,  no  idle  pedent  dream. 
Here  holds  her  search  by  heaTen-tanght  Bea- 
ton's beam; 
Hne  History  paints,  idth  elegance  and  force. 
The  Ude  of  Empires'  flactoating  coarse ; 
Here  Pooglas  forms  wild  Shakspeare  into  plan, 
And  Harley'  roases  all  the  god  in  man. 
When  weH-form'd  taste  and  sparkling  wit  unitCi 
Wittf  manly  lore,  or  female  beaaty  bright, 
<Bcaaty,  where  faultless  symmetry  and  grace, 
Can  only  charm  as  in  the  second  place,) 
Witness  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear, 
Xi  on  this  night,  pTe  met  these  judges  here ! 
Box  aiiU  the  hope  Experience  taught  to  lire, 
£>|vaJ  to  Jodge— you're  candid  to  forgiye. 
5fr  hundred-headed  Biot  here  we  meet, 
WMb  decency  and  law  beneath  his  feet : 
Xmt  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name ; 
lika  Calcdoxiabs,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

Oneu  dread  Power !  whose  Empire-giying  hand 
oft  been  stretch'd  to  shield  the  honour'd 
land  I 

1  The  Maa  of  Fee.ii«,  b^  Mackeasie. 
10 


Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire: 
May  eyery  son  be  worthy  of  his  sire ; 
Firm  may  she  rise  with  generous  disdain 
At  Tyranny's,  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain; 
Still  selfHiepettdent  in  her  natiye  shore. 
Bold  may  she  braye  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar, 
Till  Fate  the  curtain  drop  on  worlds  to  be  no 
more. 


LXXXI. 
SKETCH. 

[This  Sketch  ia  a  portion  of  a  lonf  Poem  which  Bama 
propoaed  to  eall  "  The  Poet'a  Profreaa."  He  communi- 
eated  the  little  he  had  done,  for  he  waa  a  conrter  of 
opinions,  to  Dagald  Stewart.  "  The  Fragment  forma,'* 
aaid  he,  **  the  poatulata,  the  axioma,  the  definition  of  a 
character,  which,  if  it  appear  at  all,  ahall  be  placed  in  a 
yariety  of  lighta.  Thia  particular  part  I  aend  jon,  merely 
aa  a  aample  of  my  hand  at  portrait-aketching."  It  ia  pro- 
bable that  the  profeaaor*a  reaponae  waa  not  fayoarable 
for  we  het^  no  more  of  the  Poem.] 

A  LiTTLS,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight. 
And  still  his  precious  self  his  dear  delight ; 
Who  loyes  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets : 
A  man  of  fashion,  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Leam'd  yiye  la  bagatelle,  et  yiye  I'amour : 
So  trayeird  monkeys  their  grimace  improye, 
Polish  their  grin,  nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  loye. 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  understood ; 
Veneering  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood : 
His  solid  sense — ^by  inches  you  must  tell, 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  old  Scots  ell ; 
His  meddling  yanity,  a  busy  fiend. 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  crtfft  must  mend. 


TO   MBS.    SCOTT, 

or  wAucnopB. 

[The  lady  to  whom  thia  epiatle  ia  addreaaed  waa  a 
painter  and  a  poeteaa :  her  pencil  aketchea  are  aaid  to 
have  been  beantifal ;  and  ahe  had  a  ready  akill  io  rhyme, 
as  the  yeraea  add  reaaed  to  Bnma  fully  teatify .  Tuate  and 
poetry  belonged  to  her  family :  ahe  waa  the  niece  of  Mr%- 
Cockbnm,  nuthoreaa  of  a  beautiful  yariatioa  of  The 
Flowera  of  the  Foreat.] 

I  MiBD  it  weel  in  early  date. 
When  I  was  beardless,  young  and  blate, 
An'  first  could  thresh  the  bam ; 
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Or  baud  a  yokin  at  the  pleugh ; 
An'  tho'  forfonghten  sair  enongl^ 

Tet  nnco  proud  to  learn : 
When  first  amang  the  yeUow  eom 

A  man  I  reckoned  was, 
An'  wf  the  lare  ilk  merry  mora 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass, 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing. 

The  tither  stooked  raw, 
Wi'  claiTers,  an'  haivers, 
Wearing  the  day  awa. 

E'en  then,  a  wish,  I  mind  its  pow'r, 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heaye  my  breast, 
That  I  for  poor  aold  Scotland's  sake 
Some  nsefn'  plan  or  benk  conld  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least. 
The  rough  burr-thistle,  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 
I  tnm'd  the  weeder-dips  aside. 
An'  spar'd  the  symbol  dear : 
No  nation,  no  station. 

My  envy  e'er  could  ruse, 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  nae  higher  praise. 

But  still  the  elements  o'  sang 
Ip/formless  jumble,  right  an'  wrang. 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain ; 
'TUl  on  that  har'st  I  said  before, 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core. 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain : 
I  see  her  yet,  the  sonsie  quean, 

That  lighted  up  her  jingle, 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pauky  een 
That  gert  my  heart-strings  tingle: 
I  fired,  inspired, 

At  every  kindling  keek. 
But  bashing  and  dashing 
I  feared  aye  to  speak. 

Health  to  the  sex,  ilk  guid  ohiel^ays, 
Wi'  merry  danoe  in  winter  days, 

An'  we  to  share  in  common : 
The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  woe, 
The  saul  o'  life,  the  heaven  below. 

Is  rapture-giving  woman. 
Te  surly  sumphs,  who  hate  the  name. 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  mither: 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 

Ihftt  ye're  oenneoted  with  her. 


Te're  wae  men,  ye're  nae  men 
That  slight  the  lovely  dears; 

To  shame  ye,  disclaim  ye. 
Ilk  honest  birkie  swears. 

For  you,  no  bred  to  bam  and  byre, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre, 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line : 
The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare. 
By  me  should  gratefUly  be  ware ; 

*Twad  please  me  to  the  nine. 
I'd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap. 

Douce  hin(pn'  owre  my  ouiple 
Than  ony  ermine  ever  lap, 
Or  proud  imperisl  purple. 
Fareweel  then,  lang  heel  then. 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa' ; 
May  losses  and  crosses 
Ne'er  at  your  hallan  ca*. 


LXXXni. 

EPISTLE    TO   WILLIAM   GBEBCI 

[A  Btorm  of  rain  detained  Bnrna  one  day,  daring  ! 
border  tour,  at  Selkirk,  and  he  employed  hli  time 
writing  thie  cbaracteriitio  epletle  to  Creech,  his  boc 
eeller.    Creech  wae  a  pereon  of  edacatioo  and  taite : 
waa  not  only  the  moat  popalar  pabliaber  ta  the  nor 
but  he  wae  intimate  with  almost  all  the  diatin^uiai 
men  who,  in  thoae  daye,  adorned  Scottiah  liter^tn 
But  though  a  Joyone  man,  a  lover  of  sociality,  and 
keeper  of  a  good  table,  he  waa  close  and  parslnMnid 
and  lored  to  hold  money  to  the  last«DOiniiit  that  Ui«  I 
allowed.] 

Sdkiik,  18  if<gf,  1787 
AuLB  ohukie  Beekie'8>  sair  distreet,       * 
Down  droops  her  ance  weel-bunlsht  oreari 
Nae  joy  her  bonnie  buaUt  nest 

Can  yield  ava. 
Her  darling  bird  that  she  lo'es  best» 

Willie's  awa  I 

0  WlUie  was  a  witty  wight. 
And  had  o'  things  an  unco  slight; 
Auld  Beekie  ay  he  keepit  tight, 

An'  trig  an'  braw : 
But  now  they'll  busk  her  like  a  fright, 

WiUie^s  awat 

The  stUTest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd; 
The  bauldest  o'  them  a'  he  eow'd; 

I  Edittbnif h. 
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Thej  dnxBt  lue  mair  than  ho  alloVd, 

That  was  a  law ; 
We*Te  lost  a  birkie  weel  worth  gowd, 

WUUe's  awa ! 

Now  gawldcsy  tawpios,  gowks,  and  fools, 
Frae  colleges  and  boarding-schools, 
Maj  sprout  like  simmer  puddook  stools 

In  glen  or  shaw-; 
He  wha  conl^bmsh  them  down  to  mools, 

WiUie'sawa! 

The  brethren  o'  the  Commeroe-Chanmer' 
Maj  monra  their  loss  wl*  doof^*  clamour ; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 

Amang  them  a* ; 
I  fear  th^H  now  mak  mony  a  stammer, 

Willie's  awa  I 

Kae  mair  we  see  his  leyee  door 
Philosophers  and  poets  ponr,' 
And  toothy  critics  bj  the  score 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjatant  o*  a'  the  core, 

WiUie's  awa  I 

Now  worthy  Gregory's  Latin  face, 
TyUer's  and  Greenfield's  modest  grace ; 
MackflBiie,  Stewart,  sic  a  brace 

As  Rome  n*er  saw ; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ither  place, 

Willie's  awa ! 

Poor  Boms— e'en  Scotch  drink  canna  qnioken, 
He  eheepa  like  some  bewilder'd  chicken, 
Seat'd  frae  its  minide  and  the  cleckin 

By  hoodie-craw ; 
Griefs  gtea  his  heart  an  unco  kickln', 

WiUie'sawal 


eVry  sonr-moa'd  ^min*  blellam, 
AndCalTin'sfockarefittofellhim;  • 
And  self-eoneeited  critic  skellum 

His  qnill  may  draw ; 
He  wha  could  brawUe  ward  their  bellnm, 

WDHe'sawa! 

rp  wimpling  stately  Tweed  I'tc  sped, 
Asd  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Xtfcrick  banks  now  roaring  red. 

While  tempests  blaw ; 
Bui  «Tery  joy  and  pleaaore's  fled, 

Willie's  awa ! 


ChBmber  of  CooBBeree  la  Edialmigh,  of  which 


May  I  be  slander's  conunon  speech ; 
A  text  for  infamy  to  preach; 
And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 

In  winter  snaw ; 
When  I  forget  thee  I  Willie  Creech, 

The' far  awa  I 

May  neTCr  wicked  fortune  tousle  him ! 
May  never  wicked  man  bamboozle  him  I 
Until  a  pow  as  auld's  Methusslem 

He  canty  claw  I 
Then  to  the  blessed  New  Jerusalem, 

Fleet  wing  awa  I 


LXXXIT. 


HUMBLE  PETITION  OF  BBUAE  WATER 

TO  THX 

NOBLE  DUKE  OF  ATHOLE. 

[The  Falla  of  Braar  in  Atbole  an  •zeaedingiy  bean- 
tiful  and  pictareiqae;  and  thair  affaot,  when  Boni' 
Tiaited  them,  was  mneh  impaired  by  want  or  thrabi  and 
trees.  This  was  in  1787 :  the  poet,  accompanied  by  hia 
future  biographer,  Professor  Walkeri  went,  when  cloee 
on  twHight,  to  this  romantic  scene :  "  he  threw  himself," 
said  the  Professor,  "on  a  heathy  seat,  and  gave  himself 
up  to  a  tender,  abstracted,  and  voluptuous  enthusiasm 
of  imagination.  In  a  few  days  I  received  a  letter  from 
Inverness,  for  the. poet  had  gone  on  his  way,  with  the 
Petition  enclosed."  His  Grace  of  Athole  obeyed  the 
injunction:  the  picturesque  points  are  now  crowned 
with  thriving  woods,  and  the  beauty  of  the  Falls  is  much 
increased.] 

I. 

Mt  Lou),  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain ;  * 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  sUve  complain. 
How  saucy  Phcebus'  scorching  beams 

In  flaming  summer-pride, 
Dry-withering,  waste  my  foamy  streams, 

And  drink  my  crystid  tide. 

II. 

The  lightly-jumpin*  glowrin'  trouts. 

That  thro'  my  waters  play. 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts. 

They  near  the  margin  stray; 


s  Many  Uteinry  geatlsoieB 
at  Mr.  Crtech*s  hoasa  at  braaUhat. 
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If,  hapless  ohance  1  thej  linger  Imkg, 
Vm  scorching  up  so  shallow,     • 

They're  left  the  whitening  stanes  amang. 
In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

III. 
Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen, 

Ab  Poet  Bums  came  by, 
That  to  a  bard  I  should  be  seen 

Wl'  half  my  channel  dry : 
A  panegyric  rhyme,  I  ween. 

Even  as  I  was  he  shor'd  me  ; 
But  had  I  in  my  glory  been. 

He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

IT. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  rocks, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokes, 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn : 
Eigoying  large  each  spring  and  well. 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  mysel', 

Worth  gaun  a  mUe  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  please 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes. 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'ring  trees, 

And  bonnie  spreading  bushes. 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Eetum  you  tuneful  thanks. 

VI. 

The  sober  layerock,  warbling  wild, 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  child. 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir : 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  clear, 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  cheer. 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

VII. 

This,  too,  a  covert  shall  insure 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm ; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure. 

Low  in  her  grassy  form : 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat, 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flow'rs ; 
Or  find  a  shelt'ring  safe  retreat 

From  prone-descending  show'rs. 


VIII. 

And  here,  by  sweet,  endearing  stealth, 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair. 
Despising  worlds  with  all  their  wealth 

As  empty  idle  core. 
The  flow'rs  shall  vie  in  all  their  charms 

The  hour  of  heaVn  to  grace, 
And  birks  extend  their  fragrant  arms 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

IX. 

Here  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn, 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray. 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  mountain  gray ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild-chequering  thro'  the  trees, 
Have  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-swelling  on  the  breese. 

X. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed  I 
Let  fragrant  birks  in  woodbines  drest 

My  craggy  cliffs  adorn ; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  nest, 

The  close  embow'ring  thorn. 

XI. 

So  may  old  Scotia's  darling  hope, 

Your  little  angel  band. 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land  ! 
So  may  thro'  Albion's  farthest  ken. 

To  social-flowing  glasses, 
The  grace  be — ^'Athole's  honest  men. 

And  Athole's  bonnie  lasses  ?" 


LXXXY. 
ON  SCARING  SOME  WATER-FO 

IN  LOOH-TUBIT. 

[Whan  Barns  wrote  these  tooching  lines,  ha  >r9*  j 
ing  with  Sir  William  Mnmiy,  of  Ocbtertyra,  durinti 
of  his  Highland  tonra.    Loch-Turit  is  a  wild  lako  «i 
the  recesses  of  the  hills,  and  was  welcome  from  1 1» 
linets  to  the  heart  of  the  poet.] 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsako  ? 
Tell  me,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
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ifhj  diBiarb  your  social  joys. 
Parent,  fiUal,  Idndred  ties  7 — 
Common  ftiend  to  yon  and  me. 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free : 
Peaeef 111  keep  your  dimpling  waye, 
Bnsy  feed,  or  wanton  lave : 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 

Conseions,  bloshing  for  our  race. 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe, 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below  : 
Flumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride, 
Tjrru^t  stem  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow, 
Marking  you  his  prey  below. 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells. 
Strong  neoeesity  compels : 
But  man,  to  whom  alone  is  giy'n 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  heaVn, 
Glories  in  his  heart  humane— 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain. 

In  these  sarage,  liquid  plains. 
Only  known  to  wand'ring  swains, 
Where  the  mossy  riy'let  strays, 
.Far  trdk.  human  haunts  and  ways ; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend,  f 

And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  inrade  your  natiye  right, 
Od  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  you  scorn ; 
flwifUy  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  foe  you  bannot  braye, 
Seom  at  least  to  be  his  slaye. 


LXXXYI. 

WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

nm  cauisiT-fixcs,  »  ras  rABi.ova  or  tub 
nnr  at  xzviioas,  tatmovth. 

XT%m  eastla  ot  Tkynrath  ii  U10  T0«id«ae«  of  the  £«rl 
•C  Bicadatbnw:  it  li  a  ins|:iiifieeat  ■trnetare,  contoiM 
fiae  petartags:  1ms  tMn*  splendid  old  trees  and 


Nature  In  her  wildest  grace, 
BflTthem  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace ; 


O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  coyey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  sayage  journey,  curious  I  pursue, 
'Till  fam'd  Brieadalbane  opens  to  my  yiew. — 
The  meeting  cliffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  diyides. 
The  woods,  wild  scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample 

sides ; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  emboSom'd  'mong  the 

hills. 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills ; 
The  Tay,  meand'ring  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace,  rising  on  its  yerdant  side; 
The  lawns,  wood-fring'd  in  Nature's  natiye 

taste; 
The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste ; 
The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-bom  stream ; 
The  yillage,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam — 

*  *  •  «  « 

Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell. 

Lone  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell : 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  han|^g  woods ; 

Th'  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbling  floods— 

*  «  «  *  « 

Here   Poesy  might  wake  her   heaVn-taught 

lyre, 
And  look  through  Nature  with  creatiye  fire ; 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  fate  half  recondl'd, 
Misfortune's    lighten'd   steps    might   wander 

wild; 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
Find  balm   to   soothe   her   bitter — rankling 

wounds : 
Here   heart-struck   Orief    might   heaVnwiid 

stretch  her  scan. 
And  iiyur'd  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 

*  *        •  *  «  * 


Lxxxvn. 

WBITTKH  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

STANDING  BT  THE  FALL  OF  F7EBS, 

HSAK  LOCB-RXtS. 

[Thif  it  one  of  the  miiay  fine  icenet,  in  the  Celtie 
Parnawna  of  Oarian :  bat  when  Ban»  nw  it,  the  High* 
lend  poesion  of  the  itream  was  abated,  for  there  had 
been  no  rain  for  aome  time  to  iwell  and  aend  it  pouring 
down  iu  preeipieei  in  a  way  worthy  of  the  scene.  The 
deicent  of  the  water  ia  about  two  hundred  feet.  There 
is  another  fali  farther  np  the  stream,  yerj  wild  aal 
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■iTig«i  OB  wUoh  the  Fyen  iiMkMtbrw  prodigioot  1m^ 
into  a  dMp  gulf  where  nothing  con  bo  Mon  for  the  whirl- 
lag  fbam  and  agitated  niit.] 

Amokq  tbe  heathy  hills  ud  ragged  woode 
The  roazing  Fyen  ponra  his  mos^  floods ; 
Till  tvHX  he  dashes  on  the  rochy  mounds, 
Where^  thro'  a  shapeless  breaoh,  his  stream  re- 

sonnds, 
Aa  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow. 
As  de^p-recoiling  surges  foam  below. 
Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  de- 
scends, 
And  Tiewless  Echo's  ear,  astonish'd,  rends. 
Pirn  seen,  through  rising  mists  and  ceaseless 

show'rs, 
The  hoary  cayem,  wide  surronnding,  low'rs. 
Still  thro'  the  gap  the  straggling  river  toils. 
And  still  below,  the  horrid  cauldron  boils — 


Lxxzvni. 


POXnOAL  ADDBBSS 

TO  MB.  W.  TTTLBR, 

WITR  THS  PaUXNT  OF  TBB  BABO'S  PICTUBB. 

p¥hea  theae  Teraea  were  written  there  wae  ranch 
stately  Jaoobitiom  about  Edinbnrgh,  and  it  ii  likely  that 
Tytler,  who  laboured  to  dispel  the  cloud  of  ealamay 
which  hnng  over  the  memory  of  Queen  Mary,  had  a 
bearing  that  way.  TUte  and  talent  have  now  deicended 
in  the  Ty tiers  through  three  generations:  an  uncommon 
event  in  families.  The  present  edition  of  the  Poem  has 
been  completed  from  the  original  in  the  poet's  hand- 
writing.] 

• 

Bivsun  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 
Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 

A  name,  which  to  love,  was  once  mark  of  a  true 
heart. 
But  now  'tis  despis'd  and  neglected. 

The'  something  like  moisture  conglobes  in  my  eye. 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal ; 
A  poor  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a 

Still  more,  if  that  wand'rer  were  royal. 

My  fathers  that  name  haye  rerer'd  on  a  throne. 
My  flikthers  hare  fallen  to  right  it ; 

Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son. 
That  name  should  he  scoffingly  slight  it 


Still  in  prayers  for  King  Qeorge  I  aust  ttirti]] 
join. 

The  Queen  and  the  rest  of  the  gantrjrl 
Be  they  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine 

Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 

But  why  of  that  epocha  make  such  a  ftus, 
That  gave  us  th'  Electoral  stem  t 

If  bringing  them  over  was  lucky  for  us, 
I'm  sure  'twas  as  lucky  for  th^ 

But  loyalty  truce !  we're  on  dangerous  groond 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter ! 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  the  head  of  a  bard, 
A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care ; 

But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 
Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chiUy  evening  dim  shades  on  your  ej 
And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night ; 

But  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  els 
Tour  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 

«  •  *  »  * 


LXXXIX. 

WBITTEK  IX 

FBIABS-CABSE  HEBMITAGE 

ON  THB  BANKS   OF  IfXXB. 

Jirxx,  1789. 

[first  COPT.] 

[The  interleaved  volame  presented  by  Bums  \< 
G^es,  has  enabled  me  to  present  the  reader  vrit 
rongh  draught  of  this  tralf  beautiful  Poem,  the 
fruits  perhaps  of  his  intercourse  with  the  masoa  of 
side.] 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead. 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed. 
Be  thou  decked  in  silken  stole, 
Qrave  these  maxims  on  thy  soul. 
Infe  is  but  a  day  at  most. 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darlouaas  lost ; 
Bay,  how  rapid  in  its  flight — 
Bay,  how  few  must  see  the  nigbt ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower. 
Happiness  is  but  a  name, 
Make  content  and  ease  thy  ai>n« 


Amhition  it  a  metaor  gleun; 

Fame,  a  restless  idle  dream : 

P&aaares,  Inseeta  on  the  wing 

Boimd  Peace,  the  tenderest  flower  of  Spring ; 

Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone, 

Hake  the  butterflies  thy  own ; 

noee  that  wonld  the  bloom  detour, 

Gmsh  the  loensts — saTo  the  flower. 

For  the  Aitore  be  prepared. 

Guard  w^ererer  thoa  canst  guard ; 

Bat,  thj  ntmost  dnly  done. 

Welcome  what  thou  canst  not  shnxL 

Follies  past,  gire  thoa  to  air, 

Make  their  consequence  thy  care : 

Keep  the  name  of  man  in  mind, 

And  dishononr  not  thy  kind. 

Bererence  with  lowly  heart 

Him  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art ; 

Keep  His  goodness  still  in  view, 

Thy  trust — and  thy  example,  too. 

Stranger,  go  I  HeaTen  be  thy  guide  1 
Qiod  the  Beadsman  on  Nithside. 


aitW 
00117. 


wKiTTijr  nr 
FBIABS-CABSE  HEBMITAGE, 

OH   VITHSinS. 

DscBHBBa,  ins. 

(Of  this  IPona  Bonn  thooght  to  wtll  tliat  he  gmve 
■ay  coptM  ia  km  own  handwriting:  I  hsTe  teen 
Wh«s  eomctod  to  hii  iiiIjk!,  And  the  nmnoMripts 
mmnj  ehanyaa  and  eorrectiona,  he  pablishad  it 
aditioa  of  hia  Poems  aa  it  atanda  ia  thia  aacoad 
Tbe  littla  Hanaitaga  where  thaaa  linaa  wera 
WtittcB,  atood  ia  a  loaalj  plaatatioa  balongiag  to  the 
of  Fiiara-Caraa,  and  cloaa  to  the  mareh-dyka  ot 
;  a  mall  door  in  tha  fancei  of  which  the  poat 
the  key,  admitted  him  at  plaaaura,  and  thara  ha  fonad 
li  aa  he  liked,  with  flowara  aad  ihniba  all 
The  fint  twalve  liaaa  of  tha  Poam  ware 
tljr  oa  one  of  the  window-panaa,  by  the 
paocil  of  tha  bard.  On  Riddara  daath,  the 
Bavnjtaga  waa  allowed  to  go  qaiatly  to  decay :  I  ramam- 
la  1603  coraiag  Kra  oatlyar  atota  oat  of  tha  iatarior.] 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thoa  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  tboa  deek'd  in  silken  stole, 
Orare  these  counsels  on  thy  souL 

life  is  hot  a  day  at  most, 

Sprang  from  ai^t,  in  darkaees  lost; 


Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 
As  Youth  and  Love  with  sprightly  dance 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance, 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair: 
Let  Prudence  bless  ei^oyment's  cup, 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 

Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh. 

Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  rale  ? 

Life's  proud  summits  would'st  thou  scale  T 

Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate, 

Eyils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 

Dangers,  eagle-pinion'd,  bold, 

Soar  arouiid  each  cliffy  hold, 

While  cheerful  peace,  with  linnet  song. 

Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

As  the  shades  of  eVning  close, 

Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose ; 

As  life  itself  becomes  disease. 

Seek  the  chimney-nook  of  ease. 

There  ruminate,  with  sober  thought, 

On  all  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought; 

And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round. 

Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 

Say,  man's  true  genuine  estimate. 

The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 

Is  not — ^Art  thou  high  or  low  ? 

Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  t 

Wast  thou  cottager  or  king? 

Peer  or  peasant  T — no  such  thing  I 

Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span  7 

Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one? 

Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 

As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find, 

The  smile  or  frown  of  awAil  HeaVn, 

To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giVn. 

Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise. 

There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies ; 

That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways 

Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus,  resign'd  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er,  awake, 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  nerer  break, 
Till  future  life,  future  no  more, 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore, 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  befnre. 

Stranger,  go  I  Hea'vn  be  thy  guide  I 
Quod  the  beadsman  of  Nithside 
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XGI. 
TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL, 

or  GLENBIDDSL. 
■ZTXMPORX  LIKZa  OST  KXTUKKIKO  ▲  XBWIPAPSB. 

[Coptain  Riddel,  the  Laird  of  Frlara-C«ne,  wms 
Barm's  neighbour,  at  EUisland :  he  was  a  kind,  hospi* 
table  man,  and  a  good  antiquary.  The  ''News  and 
Review"  which  he  sent  to  the  poet  contained,  I  have 
heard,  some  sharp  strictures  on  his  works :  Bums,  with 
his  usual  strong  sense,  set  the  proper  value  upon  all 
contemporary  criticism;  genius,  he  knew,  had  nothing 
to  fear  from  the  foUy  or  the  malice  of  all  such  nameless 
<'  ohippers  and  hewers."  He  demanded  trial  by  his  psars, 
and  where  were  such  to  be  found  ?] 

EUUlandf  Monday  Evening. 
TouK  news  and  review,  Sir,  I've  read  through 
and  through.  Sir, 
With  little  admiring  or  blaming ; 
The  papers  are  barren  of  home-news  or  foreign, 
No  murders  or  rapes  worth  the  naming. 

Our  friends,  the  reviewers,  those  ohippers  and 
•  hewers. 

Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  Sir, 
But  of  meet  or  unmeet  in  9^  fabric  complete, 

m  boldly  pronounce  thej  are  none,  Sir. 

My  goose-quill  too  rude  is  to  tell  all  your  good- 
ness 

Bestowed  on  your  servant,  the  Poet ; 
Would  to  God  I  had  one  like  a  beam  of  the  sun. 

And  then  all  the  world.  Sir,  should  know  it! 


XCII. 

A  mother's  lament 

FOR  TBB  DSATB  OF  BKE  SON. 

["  The  Mother's  Lament,"  says  the  poet,in  a  copy  of 
the  verses  now  before  me,  "  was  composed  partly  with 
a  view  to  Mrs.  Feigusson  of  Craigdarroch,  and  partly  to 
the  worthy  patroness  of  my  early  unknown  muse,  Mrs. 
Stewart,  of  Afton."] 

Fati  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped, 

And  piero'd  my  darling's  heart ; 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 

Life  oan  to  me  impart. 
By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops, 

In  dust  dishonoured  laid : 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes. 

My  age's  future  shade. 


The  mother-linnet  in  the  brake 

Bewails  her  ravishM  young ;      , 
So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake, 

Lament  the  lire  day  long. 
Death,  oft  Fre  feared  thy  fatal  blow, 

Now,  fond  I  bare  my  breast, 
0,  do  thou  kindly  lay  m^  low 

With  him  I  love,  at  rest ! 


xcin. 

ri&ST  EFXSTLS 

TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ. 
or  rnrTBxr. 

[In  his  manuscript  copy  of  this  Epistle  the  poet  sayi 
"  accompanying  a  request."  What  the  request  wsa  tli 
letter  which  enclosed  it  relates.  Graham  was  oae  of  U 
leading  men  of  the  Excise  in  Scotland,  and  had  promuM 
Bums  a  situation  as  exciseman:  for  this  the  poet  hi 
qualified  himself;  and  as  he  began  to  dread  that  fatinij 
would  be  unprofitable,  he  wrote  to  remind  his  patron  i 
his  promise,  and  requested  to  be  appointed  to  a  diriaii 
in  his  own  neighbourhood.  He  was  appointed  in  d 
time:  his  division  was  extensive,  and  included  i 
parishes.] 

When  Nature  her  great  master-piece  designs 
And  fVam'd  her  last,  best  work^  the  human  mil 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan, 
She  form'd  of  yarious  parts  the  Tarious  man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth ; 
Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth : 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  eai 
And  merchandise*  whole  genus  take  their  biz 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  finds, 
And  all  mechanics'  many-apron'd  kinds« 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net ; 
The  caput  mortuum  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squi 
The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  flow. 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dougb. 
Then  marks  th'  unyielding  mass  with  graT< 

signs,  • 

Law,  physic,  politics,  and  deep  dirines  : 
Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  pol«s. 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  stood. 
Nature,  well  pleasM,  pronounc'd  it  very  g< 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o*€r. 
Half-jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  moi 
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Home  sponiy,  fierj,  ^nit/atuuM  matter, 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scat- 
ter; 
With  arch  alacrity  and  conscioQs  glee 
(Nature  may  bare  her  whim  as  well  as  we, 
tHr  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it) 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it — a  Poet. 
Creature,  tbo'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  blest  to-day,  unmindful  of  to-morrow. 
A  being  formVi  t'amuse  his  graver  friends, 
Admir'd  and  prals'd — and  there  the  homage 

ends: 
A  mortal  quite  unfit  for  fortune's  strife, 
Tet  oft  the  sport  of  all  the  ills  of  life ; 
Prone  to  cigoy  esieh  pleasure  riches  give, 
Tet  haply  wanting  wherewithal  to  live ; 
Longing  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groan, 
Tet  frequent  all  unheeded  ix\  his  own. 

But  honest  Nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor 

work. 
Rtying  the  propless  elimber  of  mankind. 
She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find ; 
Andj  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  state, 
Attached  him  to  the  generous  truly  great, 
A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim. 
To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Qraham. 

Pity  the  tunefal  muses'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main ! 
Thdr  hearts  no  selfish  stem  absorbent  stuff, 
That  BtTer  giyes — ^tho'  humbly  takes  enough ; 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon, 
Unlike   sage  proTcrb'd  wisdom's    hard-wrung 

boon. 
The  world  were  blest  did  bUss  on  them  depend, 
Ahy  that   "the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a 

friend  !'* 
let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son 
Who  fife  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 
Wbe  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule, 
f Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool !) 
Who  make  poor  wiU  do  wait  upon  /  tihould — 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're 

good? 
Te  vise  ones,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ! 
GwTi  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  I 
Bol  oome  ye  who  the  godlike  pleasure  know, 
Hevra&'s  attribute  distinguished— to  bestow ! 

arms  of  lore  would  grasp  the  human  race : 

thon  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace ; 
Prtcpd  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rbymes ! 
id  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 


Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afraid. 
Backward,  abash'd  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid? 
I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 
I  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command ; 
But  there  are  such  who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 
Heavens!    should  the  branded  character   be 

mine! 
Whose  verse  in  manhood's   pride   sublimely 

flows, 
Tet  vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  prose. 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 
Soars  oh  the  spuming  wing  of  injured  merit! 
Seek  not  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find  v 
Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind ! 
So  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  as- 
cends. 
But  grovelling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends. 
In  all  the  clam'rous  cry  of  starving  want. 
They  dun  benevolence  with  shameless  front ; 
Oblige  them,  patronise  their  tinsel  lays, 
They  persecute  you«ll  your  fixture  days ! 
Ere  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain. 
My  homy  fist  assume  the  plough  again  ; 
The  pie-bald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more ; 
On  eighteen-pence  a  week  I've  liv'd  before. 
Tho',  thanks  to  Heaven,  I  dare  even  that  last 

shift! 
I  tmst,  meantime,  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift : 
That,  plao'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height. 
Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight, 
My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublimer 
flight 


xcrv. 

ON  THB  DXATH  OT 

SIR  JAMES  HUNTER  BLAIR. 

[I  found  tbeia  lines  written  with  n  pencil  in  one  of 
Bums*!  memorandam-booka :  he  said  he  had  just  com- 
poaed  them,  and  pencilled  them  down  leat  tliey  ahonld 
eacape  from  hia  memory.  They  dilTered  in  nothing  from 
the  printed  copy  of  the  firat  Liverpool  edition.  That 
they  are  by  Burna  there  cannot  be  a  doubt,  though  they 
were,  I  know  not  for  what  reaaon,  excluded  from  aeveraj 
editiona  of  the  Poathnmoua  Worka  of  the  poet.] 

Thb  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presoging  glore, 
Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  western  wave ; 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  darkening 
air, 
And  hollow  whlsUed  in  the  rocky  cave. 
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Lone  as  I  wander'd  by  each  oliff  and  dell. 
Once  the  lor'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train  ;^ 

Or  mus'd  irhere  limpid  streams  once  haUoVd 
well," 
Or  mouldering  ruins  mark  the  sacred  £ane.s 

Th*  increasing  blast  roared  round  the  beetling 
rocks, 
The  clouds,  swifl-wing'd,  flew  o'er  the  starry 
sky, 
The  groaning  trees  untimely  shed  their  locks, 
.And  shooting  meteors  caught  the  startled  eye. 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  liTid  east, 
And  'mong  the  cliffs  disclos'd  a  stately  form. 

In  weeds  of  woe  that  frantic  beat  her  breast. 
And  mix'd  her  wailings  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 
'Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  yiew'd: 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensiTC  woe, 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imbued. 

Reyers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war. 
Reclined  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurl'd, 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar, 
And   braT'd   the  mighty  monarchs  of  the 
world. — 

*<  My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grare  I" 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms-Hshe  cried ; 

<*  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  was  streteh'd  to  save, 
<*  Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest 
pride. 

*' A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear, 
The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry ; 

The  drooping  arts  surround  their  patron's  bier, 
And  grateful  science  heares  the  heart-felt  sigh ! 

**  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire ; 

I  saw  fair  freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow : 
But  ah !  how  hope  is  bom  but  to  expire  I 

Relentless  fate  has  laid  their  guardian  low. 

"My  patriot  falls,  but  shall  he  lie  unsung, 
While  empty  groatness  sayes  a  worthless  name ! 

No ;  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 

**  And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares. 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last; 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Bloirs  1"— 
She  said,  and  vanish'd  with  the  sweeping  blast. 

I  Ta«  King's  Park,  at  Holxrood-honia.. 
3  St.  Anthony-'a  Well. 


xcv. 

SPISTLE  TO  HUGH  PARKER. 

fThia  little  lively,  biting  epistle  vras  addmied  to  oit 
of  the  poet's  Kilmarnock  companiona.  Bugh  Parktr 
was  the  brother  of  William  Parker,  one  of  tbs  nb> 
seribera  to  the  Edinbaigh  edition  of  Bams's  Poeiu:  Its 
has  been  dead  many  yeacs :  the  Epistle  was  rseorstid, 
luckily,  from  his  papers,  Kid  printed  for  the  lint  tiois  is 
1891.] 

In  this  strange  land,  this  uncouth  dime, 

A  land  unknown  to  prose  or  rhyme; 

Where  words  ne'er  crost  the  muse's  heck]e^ 

Nor  limpet  in  poetic  shackles: 

A  land  that  prose  did  never  view  it, 

Except  when  drunk  he  stacher't  thro'  1^ 

Here,  ambush'd  by  the  chimla  cheek, 

Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  reek, 

I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  1'  the  neuk, 

I  hear  it — for  in  vain  I  leuk. — 

The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fiery  kernel, 

Enhusked  by  a  fog  infernal : 

Here,  for  my  wonted  rhyming  raptures, 

I  sit  and  count  my  sins  by  chapters ; 

For  life  and  spunk  like  ither  Christians, 

I'm  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence, 

Wi'  nae  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kend  face  but  Jenny  Geddes.* 

Jenny,  my  Pegasean  pride ! 

Dowie  she  saunters  down  Nithside, 

And  ay  a  westlin  leuk  she  throws. 

While  tears  hap  o'er  her  auld  brown  nose ! 

Was  it  for  this,  wi'  canny  care. 

Thou  bure  the  bard  through  many  a  ahire ! 

At  howes  or  hillocks  never  stumbled^ 

And  late  or  early  never  grumbled  t — 

O  had  I  power  like  inclination, 

I'd  heeze  thee  up  a  constellation^ 

To  canter  with  the  Sagitarre, 

Or  loup  the  ecliptic  like  a  bar ; 

Or  turn  the  pole  like,  any  arrow ; 

Or,  when  auld  Phoebus  bids  good-morrow, 

Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race. 

And  cast  dirt  on  his  godahip's  fao^ ; 

For  I  could  lay  my  bread  and  kail 

He'd  ne'er  cast  saut  upo'  thy  tail.^ 

Wi'  a'  this  care  and  a'  this  grief, 

And  sma,'  sma'  prospect  of  relief. 

And  nought  but  peat  reek  i'  my  head. 

How  can  I  write  what  ye  con  read  ?— • 

Tarbolton,  twenty-fourth  o'  June, 

Ye'll  find  me  in  a  better  tune ; 

s  St.  Anthony's  Chspei. 
^Hjemare. 


OF  BOBEBT  BUBNS. 


15) 


Bat  tfll  wp  meet  mud  weet  our  whiatie, 
T»k  this  exense  for  nae  epUUe. 

BOBSBT  BuBirs. 


XOVI. 

LINES 

uiTxarBXB  TO  Bi  wKiTTxir  vmn 

A  KOBLE  EABL'S  PICTUBE. 

{Bona  placed  tfa«  portnits  of  Dr.  Blacklock  and  the 
Cart  of  Glaneaim,  oyer  bia  parlovr  chinmoy-pioea  at 
Ellialaad :  bonaath  the  head  of  the  latter  he  wrote  lome 
venea,  iHiieh  he  Mot  to  the  Earli  and  lequef  ted  leave  to 
make  pablie.  TUa  Mema  to  hare  been  refaaed ;  and,  aa 
tke  feiaaawere  UmI  for  yeara,  it  waa  believed  they  were 
daetrnytiil :  a  rough  copy,  howerer,  ia  preaerred,  and  ii 
now  ia  the  aafe  keepiBg  of  the  EorP*  name-aooi  Major 
JaaeB  Glcneaim  Bami.  James  Canningham,  Earl  of 
Olf  aim,  died  90th  Jannary,  1791,  aged  49  yean :  he  was 
saccaeded  by  his  only  and  childleas  brother,  with  whom 
cBCieai  race  waa  closed.] 

Whosb  is  that  noble  dauntless  brow  ? 

And  whose  that  eye  of  fire? 
Aad  whose  that  generous  princely  mien, 

£*en  rooted  foes  admire  ? 
Stranger !  to  Justly  show  that  brow, 

And  mark  that  eye  of  fire, 
Would  take  JSu  hand,  whose  temal  tints 

His  other  works  inspire. 

Bri^t  as  ft  eloudleas  summer  sun, 

With  stately  port  he  moyes ; 
Hb  goftrdia&  seraph  eyes  with  awe 

The  noble  ward  he  loTes — 
Among  th'  illnstrious  Scottish  sons 

That  chief  thou  may'st  discern ; 
hCsrk  Scotia's  fond  returning  eye-^ 

It  dwells  upon  Qlenoaim. 


XOVII. 

ELEGY 

ON  THE  TEAR  1788 

▲    SKETCH. 


(Tkis 


^eam  was  first  printed  by  Stewart,  In  1801 .    The 
to  indulge  la  sack  sarcastic  sallies :  it  is  full 
,  and  reflecta  a  distinct  image  of  those  yeasty 


MeJ 

Fiyn  Lords  or  Kings  I  dinna  mourn, 
ITca  let  them  die— for  that  they're  born. 


But  oh  I  proiigious  to  refleo*  t 
A  Towmont,  Sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck  1 
0  Eighty-eight,  in  thy  sma'  space 
What  dire  eyents  ha'e  taken  place  I 
Of  what  eigoyments  thou  hast  reft  ns  I 
In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us  I 

The  Spanish  empire's  tint  a-head, 
An'  my  auld  teethless  Bawtie's  dead ; 
The  tulsie's  sair  'tween  Pitt  and  Fox, 
And  our  guid  wife's  wee  birdie  cocks ; 
The  tane  is  game,  a  bluidie  dcTil, 
But  to  the  hen-birds  unco  ciTil : 
The  tither's  something  dour  o'  treadin'. 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  midden — 
Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the  pu'pit, 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hearse  an'  roupet. 
For  Eighty-eight  he  wish'd  you  weel, 
An'  gied  you  a'  baith  gear  an'  meal ; 
E'en  mony  a  plack,  and  mony  a  peck, 
Te  ken  yoursels,  for  little  feck ! 

Te  bonnie  lasses,  dight  your  e'en. 
For  some  o'  you  ha'e  tint  a  frien' ; 
In  Eighty-eight,  ye  ken,  was  ta'en. 
What  ye'll  ne'er  ha'e  to  gle  again. 

Observe  the  yery  nowt  an'  sheep. 

How  dowf  and  dowie  now  they  creep ; 

Kay,  CTen  the  yirth  itsel'  does  cry. 

For  Embro'  wells  are  grutten  dry. 

0  Eighty-nine,  thou's  but  a  bairn. 

An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn ! 

Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak'  care. 

Thou  now  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 

Nae  hand-cufTd,  mizl'd,  hap-shackl'd  Kegent, 

But,  like  himsel'  a  full  free  agent. 

Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 

Kae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man ! 

As  muckle  better  as  ye  can. 

January  1,  1789. 


xcvni. 

ADDRESS  TO  THE    TOOTHACHE. 

[u  I  had  intended,"  says  Bnms  to  Creech,  HOth  May, 
17B9,  "  to  have  troubled  you  with  a  long  letter,  but  at 
present  the  delightful  sensation  of  aa  omnipotent  tooth- 
ache so  engrosses  all  my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my 
power  even  to  write  nonsense."  The  poetic  Addiesato  the 
Toothache  seams  to  belo^  to  this  period  J 


Mr  curse  upon  thy  venom'd  stang. 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang ; 
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And  thro'  mj  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wi*  gnawing  Tengeance; 

Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines  t 

When  fevers  bum,  or  ague  freeses, 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeezes ; 
Onr  neighbours'  sympathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee— thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Ay  mocks  our  groan  I 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle  I 
I  kick  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

To  see  me  loup ; 
While,  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup. 

0'  a'  the  num'rous  human  dools, 

HI  ^ar'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools, 

Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  1'  the  mools, 

Sad  sight  to  see  t 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o*  fools, 

Thou  bears't  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell, 
Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  mis'ry  yell. 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell. 

In  dreadfu'  raw. 
Thou,  Toothache,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Amang  them  a'  I 

0  thou  grim  mischief-making  chiel, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

«  In  gore  a  shoe-thick  I — 

Gie'  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  Toothache. 


XCIX. 
ODE 

SAOBID    TO    THB    UBXOST    OT 

MRS.   OSWALD, 

OF  AUCBBTTCHVIVS. 

[The  origin  of  this  harih  efiusion  shows  nndor  what 
fMlings  Bnrns  sometimes  wrote.  He'Vas,  he  sayv,  on 
his  way  to  Ayrshire,  one  stormy  day  in  January,  and  had 
made  himself  comfortable,  in  spite  of  Uie  snow-drift,  over 
a  smoking  bowl,  at  an  inn  at  the  Sanquhar,  when  in 
wheeled  the  whole  funeral  pageantry  of  Mn.  Oswald. 


Re  was  obliged  to  montt  his  horse  and  ride  for  qaar:«n 
to  New  Cumnock,  where,  over  a  good  fire,  he  penned,  In 
his  very  ungallant  indignation,  the  Ode  to  the  lady'i  me- 
mory.   He  lived  to  think  better  of  the  name.] 

DwBLLSR  in  yon  dungeon  dark. 
Hangman  of  creation,  mark ! 
Who  in  widow^weeds  appears. 
Laden  with  unbonoured  years. 
Noosing  witb  care  a  bursting  purse. 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse  ? 

STBOPHk. 

View  the  wither'd  beldam's  face- 
Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 
Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet  melting  grsce  ? 
Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  p'erflows, 
Pity's  flood  there  neyer  rose. 
See  these  hands,  ne'er  stretch'd  to  saTS, 
Hands  that  took — but  noTer  gaye. 
Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 
Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblest 
She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  eTerlastlng  restl 

ANTISTBOPHK. 

Plunderer  of  armies,  lift  thine  eyes, 

(Awhile  forbear,  ye  tort'ring  fiends;) 

Seest  thou  whose  step,  unwilling  Mther  bends  1 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skies ; 

'Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  mate, 

Doom'd  to  share  thy  fiery  fate, 

She,  tardy,  hell-ward  plies. 

EPODB. 

And  are  they  of  no  more  ayail. 

Ten  thousand  gUtt'ring  pounds  a-year  ? 

In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail, 

Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  Y 

0,  bitter  mock'ry  of  the  pompous  bier, 

While  down  the  wretched  Tital  part  is  driVn  1 

The  caye-lodg'd  beggar,  with  a  conscience  clei 

Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  HeaV 


0. 

mAGinENT  1K8C&IBKD 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  C.    J,    FO: 

[It  was  late  in  life  before  Bums  begVB  to  tliink  i 
highly  of  Fox:  he  had  hitlierto  spoken  of  liioi  rath< 
a  rattler  of  dice,  and  a  frequenter  of  soA  compooy,  < 
as  a  statesman.    As  his  hopes  from  the  Tories  vaniK 
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bm  began  to  tluak  of  the  'Whigi:  the  fintdid  nothing, 
pnd  the  latter  held  out  hopei;  and  at  hope,  he  nid,  wae 
the  rordial  of  the  haioon  heart,  he  continued  to  hope  on.] 

How  irisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  uniie ; 
How  Tirtae  and  tioo  blend  their  black  and  their 

white ; 
How  genins,  th'  illoBtrious  father  of  fiction, 
Confounds  rule   and   laW}  reconciles   contra- 
diction-^ 
I  ring :  if  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustier 
I  care  not,  not  I— let  the  critics  go  whistie  I 

But  now  for  a  patron,  whose  name  and  whose 

gjory 
At  once  maj  iUnstrate  and  honour  mj  story. 

Them  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  onr  wits ; 
Tet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere 

luck  J  hits ; 
mth  knowledge  so  rast,  and  with  Judgment  so 

strong. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e*er  went  far  wrong ; 
If  ith  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
Xo  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  quite 

right;— 
A  MR7,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  muses, 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuses. 

Good  L — d,  what  is  man?  for  as  umple  he 
9    looks. 
Do  bat  try  to  derelope  his  hooks  and  his  crooks ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and 

his  eril, 
AH  in  an  he*s  a  problem  must  puzzle  the  dcTil. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely  la- 
bours. 

That,  like  th'  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eats 
up  its  neighbours ; 

Mankind  are  his  show-box — a  firiend,  would  you 
know  him? 

mt  the  string,  ruling  passion  the  picture  will 
show  him. 

IHtMt  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 

Cbc  trifiing  particular,  truth,  should  haTS  miss'd 


Fer  spau  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Ifsokind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 


sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe, 
JLnd  tiunk  human  nature  they  truly  describe ; 
Haw  joa  found  this,  or  Vother?  there's  more 

in  the  wind, 
tif  QQ«  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  you'll 

find. 


But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan. 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature,  call'd 

man, 
Ko  two  riVtues,  whateyer  relation  they  claim. 
Nor  eyen  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  was  oyer  twin  brother  to  brother. 
Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you'ye  the  other. 

But  truce  with  abstraction,  and  truce  with  a 

muse. 
Whose  rhymes  youll  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'er  deign 

to  peruse: 
WUl  you  leaye  your  justings,  your  Jars,  and  your 

quarrels. 
Contending  with  Billy  for  proud-nodding  laurels. 
My  much-honour'd  Patron,  belieye  your  poor 

poet. 
Your  courage  much  more  than  your  prudence 

you  show  it ; 
In  yain  with  Squire  Billy,  for  laurels  you  struggle. 
Hell  haye  them  by  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will 

smuggle ; 
Not  cabinets  eyen  of  kings  would  conceal  'em, 
He'd  up  the  back-stairs,  and  by  G —  he  would 

steal  'em. 
Then  feats  like  Squire  Billy's  you  ne'er  can 

achieye  'em ; 
It  is  not,  outdo  him,  the  task  is,  out-thieye  him. 


CI. 


CM  SUING 

A  WOUNDED  HABE 

LIMP  BT  KB, 
WHICH  JL  rXLLOW  HAD  JUIT    tUOT. 

[This  Poem  is  founded  on  fact.  A  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Thomson  told  me— qnite  unconscious  of  the 
existence  of  the  Poem— that  while  Bums  liyed  at  Ellis- 
land— he  shot  at  and  hurt  a  hare,  which  in  the  twilight 
was  feeding  on  his  father's  wheat-bread.  The  poet,  on 
obserying  the  hare  come  bleeding  past  him,  "was  in 
great  wrath,"  said  Thomson,  "and  cursed  me,  and  said 
little  hindered  him  from  throwing  me  into  the  Nith ;  and 
he  was  able  enough  to  do  it,  though  I  was  both  young 
and  strong.'*  The  boor  of  Nithside  did  not  use  the  haiy 
worse  than  the  critical  Dr.  Gregory,  of  Edinburgh,  used 
the  Poem:  when  Bums  read  his  remarks  he  said,  "  Gre- 
gory is  a  good  mnn,  but  ho  crucifios  me  !"] 

lynvxiLN  man !  curse  on  thy  barbVous  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye ; 
May  neycr  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh. 

Nor  oyer  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart. 
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Go  liye,  poor  wanderer  of  the  wood  and  field  I 
The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains : 
No  more  the  thickening  hrakes  and  verdant 
plains 

To  thee  shall  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 

Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  plaee  of  wonted 
rest, 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed  I 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head, 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith,  I,  musing,  wait 
The  sober  ctc,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn ; 
m  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 

And  curse  the  ruffian's  aim,  and  mourn  thy  hap- 
less fate. 


cn. 

TO  DR.  BLACELOCK, 

m  AKIWn  TO  ▲  LXTTIX. 

[Thii  blind  scholar,  though  an  indifferent  Poet,  was  an 
excellent  and  generone  man :  he  wai  foremost  of  the 
Edinbargh  literati  to  admire  the  Poems  of  Boms,  pro- 
mote their  fame,  and  advise  that  the  author,  instead  of 
shipping  himself  for  Jamaica,  should  come  to  Edinburgh 
and  publish  a  new  edition.  The  poet  reverenced  the  name 
of  Thomas  Blacklock  to  the  last  hour  of  his  life.— Henry 
Mackenzie,  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  and  the  Blind  Bard, 
were  his  three  favourites.] 

miUland,  2l8t  Oct  1789. 
Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie ! 
And  are  ye  hale,  and  weel,  and  cantie  t 
I  kefen'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  j auntie 

Wad  bring  ye  to : 
Lord  send  you  ay  as  weel's  I  want  ye, 

And  thenye'lldo. 

The  ill-thief  blaw  the  heron  south  I 
And  nerer  drink  be  near  his  drouth  I 
He  tauld  mysel'  by  word  o'  mouth, 

He'd  tak  my  letter: 
I  lippen'd  to  the  chief  in  trouth, 
•  And  bade  nae  better. 

But  aiblins  honest  Master  Heron, 
Had  at  the  time  some  dainty  fair  one^ 
To  ware  his  theologio  care  on. 

And  holy  study ; 
And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on 

E'en  tried  the  body. 


But  what  dy'e  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
Fm  tnm'd  %  ganger— Peace  be  here  I 
Parnassian  queans,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Te'U  now  disdain  me  I 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Te  glaiket,  gleesome,  dainty  damies, 
Wha,  by  Castalia's  wimplin'  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  laTC  your  pretty  Umbies, 

Te  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 

I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies. 

They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  dnddiea; 

Ye  ken  yoursele  my  heart  right  proud  is— 

I  need  na  Taunt, 
But  ril  sued  besoms — ^thraw  saugh  woedies, 

Before  they  want 

Lord  help  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care  t 
Fm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air  t 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare. 

And  a'  men  britherst 

Come,  firm  ResoWe,  take  thou  the  ran,  • 
Thou  slalk  o'  carl-hemp  in  man ! 
And  let  us  mind,  faint-heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair : 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can. 

Will  whyles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 

(I'm  scant  o'  Terse,  and  scant  o'  time,) 

To  make  a  happy  fire-side  clime 

To  weans  and  wife. 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime  | 

Of  human  life. 

My  eompliments  to  sister  Beckie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Luckjr, 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckle^ 

Ab  e'er  tread  cln  j  I 
And  gratefUly,,  my  guid  auld  cookie,        i 

Pm  yours  for  ay, 

BoBXJLT  Btru 
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cm. 

DELIA. 

AH  OCX. 

(Tk«M  TtfVM  w*r9  fint  priated  ia  th«  Star  aawipa- 
fK,  in  ICay,  1780.  It  ii  Mid  that  oao  day  a  friend  read 
to  tha  poet  eocoe  yenea  from  the  Star,  eompoied  od  the 
patten  of  Pope'i  Sob^,  by  a  Penoa  of  Qoality.  "  These 
liaee  are  beyoad  yoa,*'  he  added:  «the  mate  of  Kyle 
caajwt  ■afrh  the  nrnae  of  Loadon.'*  Bnrai  maied  a 
Boneot,  and  thea recited  "Delia,  an  Ode.''] 

FAim  the  faeo  of  orient  dmy, 
Fair  the  tints  of  opening  rose. 
But  fairer' still  my  Delia  dawns, 
More  loTely  far  her  beauty  blows. 

Sweet  the  lark's  wild-warbled  lay, 
Sweet  the  tinkling  rill  to  hear ; 
Bat,  Delia,  more  deUghtfUl  still 
Steal  tUne  accents  on  mine  ear. 

The  flow'r-enamonred  busy  bee 
The  rosy  banquet  loves  to  sip ; 
Sweet  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 

To  the  sna-brown'd  Arab's  Up ; — 

t 
Bot,  Delia,  on  thy  balmy  lips 
Let  me,  no  Tagrant  insect,  roTe  t 
O,  lei  me  steal  one  liquid  kiss  I 
far,  oh !  my  soul  is  parch'd  with  Iotc. 


CIV. 

TO  JOHN  M'MUBDO,  ESQ. 

|7cte  IC*Mnrdo,  Eaq.,  one  of  the  ehamberlaiai  of  the 
Dahe  aC  Qaeeuaberij,  lired  at  Dmmlanrig:  he  waa  a 
tiSk-miBded,  wara»>lieaited  nui,  and  mach  the  friend 
•f  the  poet.  TbaealiaeaaceoBvaniedapreeentofbooke: 
added  aooa  afterwaida  oa  a  pane  of  glaaa  in 
caatla. 


•*  Bleet  be  M'Mardo  to  hie  latoet  day ! 
No  eariona  eload  o*ereaat  hie  ereninf  lay ; 
No  wriakle  funuwed  by  the  hand  of  eare, 
S^oravaramowadd  oaa  nlver  hair ! 
O  wmf  ao  aoa  the  father'a  honoar  ataia, 
Ifar  ever  daaghter  § Ito  the  mother  paia.** 

ftdly  the  poetU  wiahea  were  fnlfilled  need  aot  ba 
WftI  ifr  aay  oaa  aeqaalated  with  the  family.] 


0«  coiTLD  I  giTc  thee  India's  wealth, 

AalthiatrilUsendl 
Be— IS  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend. 


But  golden  sands  did  noTer  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
Then  take  what  gold  could  neyer  buy- 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 


CV. 
PBOLOGUE, 

SPOKBN  AT  Tm  THIATBl,  DUHnUIS, 
1  Jan.  1700. 

[This  prologue  wai  written  in  December,  17^,  for 
Mr.  Satherlond,  who  recited  it  with  applauae  ia  the 
little  theatre  of  Damfriee,  on  new-yaar'i^  night.  Sir 
Harris  Nicolas,  however,  haa  given  to  Ellialaad  the 
benefit  of  a  theatre !  and  to  Borai  the  whole  barony  of 
Dnlswinton  for  a  farm !] 

No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  oitj 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste — ^the  more's  the 

pity: 
Tho',  by-the-by,  abroad  why  will  you  roam  t 
Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home : 
But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new  year  1 
Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 
Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 
The  sage  grave  ancient  cough'd,  and  bade  me 

say, 
"You're  one  year  older  this  important  day." 
If  wiser  too— he  hinted  some  suggestion. 
But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  ques- 
tion; 
And  with  a  would-be  roguish  leer  and  wink. 
He  bade  me  on  you  press  this  one  word^« 
<«  think  I" 

Te  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush'd  with  hopo 

and  spirit. 

Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit, 

To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say. 

In  his  sly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way ; 

He  bids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle. 

That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle: 

That  tho'  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch 

him, 
Tet  by  the  forelock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him ;. 

That  whether  doing,  sulFering,  or  forbearing. 

You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Last,  tho'  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  falx, 
Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  I 
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To  jon  old  Bald-pate  smooths  his  wrinkled  brow » 
And  hmmbly  begs  you'll  mind  the  important 

how! 
To  crown  your  happiness  he  asks  yoor  leaye, 
And  offers  bliss  to  glye  and  to  reoeiye. 

For  our  sincere,  tho'  haply  weak  endeayonrs, 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  fayours, 
And  howsoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reyeal  it, 
Belieye  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


CVI. 
SCOTS  PROLOaUE, 

FOB  UB.  SUTHEBLAND'S  BEKEFIT  KIQHTy 
PUXTBIBS. 

[Banu  did  Bot  ■hina  in  prologues :  he  prodaead  aome 
ylgoroni  linos,  but  they  did  not  coma  in  harmony  Irom 
Ala  tongue,  like  the  aonga  in  which  ha  raeordad  the  loya- 
lineu  of  the  damei  of  Caledonia.  Sutherland  was 
manager  of  the  theatre,  and  a  writer  of  rhymee. — ^Bnma 
■aid  hia  playera  were  a  yery  decent  get :  he  had  aeen 
them  an  evening  or  two.] 

What  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o*  Lon*on, 
How  this  now  play  an'  that  new  sang  is  comin*  T 
Why  is  outlandish  stuff  sae  meikle  courted  ? 
Does  nonsense  mend  like  whiskey,  when  im- 
ported ? 
Is  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame, 
Will  try  to  gie  us  songs  and  plays  at  hame  f 
For  comedy  abroad  he  need  nae  toil, 
A  fool  and  knaye  are  plants  of  eyery  soil ; 
Nor  need  he  hunt  as  far  as  Rome  and  Greece 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece ; 
There's  themes  enough  in  Caledonian  story, 
Would  show  the  tragic  muse  in  a'  her  glory. 

Is  there  no  daring  bard  will  rise,  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how  hapless  fell? 
Where  are  the  muses  fled  that  could  produce 
A  drama  worthy  o'  the  name  o'  Bruce ; 
How  here,  eyen  here,  he  first  unsheath'd  the 

sword, 
'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  lord, 
And  after  mony  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrench'd  his  dear  country  from  the  jaws  of  ruin  ? 
0  for  a  Shakspeare  or  an  Otway  scene, 
To  draw  the  loyely,  hapless  Scottish  Queen  I 
Vain  all  th*  omnipotence  of  female  charms 
'Gainst   headlong,  ruthless,  mad   Eebellion's 

arms. 


She  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Bomaa. 
To  glut  the  yengeance  of  a  riyal  woman ; 
A  woman — tho'  the  phrase  may  seem  nndnl— 
As  able  and  as  cruel  as  the  Deyil  1 
One  Douglas  liyes  in  Home's  immortal  page, 
But  Douglases  were  heroes  eyery  age: 
And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  life, 
A  Douglas  foUow'd  to  the  martial  strife, 
Perhaps  if  bowls  row  right,  and  right  suoeoeds, 
Te  yet  may  follow  wher^  a  Douglas  leads ! 

As  ye  hae  generous  done,  if  a'  the  land 
Would  take  the  muses'  serrants  by  the  hand; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronise,  befriend  them, 
And  where  ye  justly  can  commend,  commem 

them; 
And  aiblins  when  they  winna  stand  the  test, 
Wink  hard,  and  say  the  folks  hae  done  their  best 
Would  a'  the  land  do  tUs,  then  FU  be  caution 
Ye'U  soon  hae  poets  o'  the  Scottish  nation. 
Will  gar  fame  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack, 
And  warsle  time,  an'  lay  him  on  his  back ! 
For  us  and  for  our  stage  should  ony  spier,* 
**  Whase  aught  thae  chiels  maks  a'  tlds  bust 

here !" 
My  bes%  leg  foremost,  FU  set  up  my  brow, 
We  haye  the  honour  to  belong  to  you  t 
We're  your  ain  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  ye  111 
But  like  good  mithers,  shore  before  ye  strike 
And  gratefh'  still  I  hope  yell  eyer  find  us, 
For  a'  the  patronage  and  meikle  kindness 
We'ye  got  frae  a'  profesrions,  seta,  and  rank 
Qod  help  us!  we're  but  poor— ye'ae  get 

thanks. 


CVII. 

S  X  B  T  0  H. 

NEW  YEAR'S  DAT. 

TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Thii  ia  a  picture  of  the  Doalop  iknily :  it  vmm  p 
frorn  a  hasty  aketeh,  which  tba  poet  called  axtci 
The  major  whom  it  mentiona,  waa  Genantl  A 
Danlop,  who  died  in  1604 :  Rachel  Doalop  ^-na 
wardi  married  to  Robert  Glaigow,  Eaq.  AnolKet 
Dunlops  terved  with  dlatincttoa  ia  India » >nrh«re  1 
to  the  rank  of  Oeneml.  Tbajr  ware  a  gallaat  tw 
fU  diitiaguiahed.] 

*  This  day.  Time  winds  th'  ezbAQSied  ob 
To  run  the  tweWemonth's  length  ag^in 
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I  Me  the  old,  beld-pated  fellow, 
Unth  srdent  eyes,  complexion  saUow, 
A^iut  the  Qoimpur'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lover,  minor  heir, 
In  Tain  assail  him  with  their  prayer ; 
Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 
Her  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 
Will  jou  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds. 
The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds ; 
CoiIa*s  fair  Rachel's  care  to-daj, 
Aad  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray) 
9nm  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow — 
—That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow- 
And  join  with  me  a  moraliilng, 
Tina  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 

flitty  what  did  yesternight  delirer? 
M  Another  year  is  gone  for  ever." 
And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion  T 
**  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on !" 
Keai  on — for  what  ?  what  do  we  here? 
Or  why  regard  the  passing  year  7 
inn  time,  amus'd  with  proTerb'd  lore, 
Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  f 
A  few  days  may — a  few  years  must — 
R^K»e  us  in  the  silent  dust. 
Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss? 
Tea — all  such  reasonings  are  amiss ! 
The  Toice  of  nature  loudly  cries, 
And  many  a  message  from  the  skies. 
That  something  in  us  nsTer  dies : 
That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state. 
Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight : 
That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 
Hnst  take  its  hue  from  this  alone ; 
Whether  as  hearenly  glory  bright. 
Or  dark  as  misery's  woeftU  night. — 

fiiaee  then,  my  honour'd,  first  of  friends. 
On  this  poor  being  all  depends. 
Let  us  th'  important  now  employ. 
And  lire  as  those  who  never  die. — 

Tko'  you,  with  days  and  honours  erown'd, 
Wllatsa  that  filial  circle  round, 
(A  sight,  life*s  sorrows  to  repulse, 
Jl  sight,  pale  envy  to  conjulse,) 
Olhen  now  claim  your  chief  regard ; 
Tmpm!^  you  wait  your  bright  reward. 


I 


u 


cvni. 

* 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN 

WHO  HAS  8XKT  BIX  A  NJCWSPAPKB,  AlTD  ormSS  TO 

coHTurvs  IT  rssx  or  xxpufis. 

£Th»M  ■arcBBtic  lines  eontain  a  too  trne  pictare  of  tho 
tuMB  in  which  they  were  written.  Though  great  chaagei 
have  taken  place  inoonrt  and  camp,  yet  Austria,  Russia, 
and  Prussia  keep  the  tack  of  Poland:  nobody  says  a 
word  of  Denmark :  emasenlated  Italy  is  still  singing ; 
opera  girls  are  still  dancing ;  but  Chatham  Will,  glaikit 
Charlie,  Daddie  Burke,  Royal  George,  and  Geordie 
Wales,  have  all  passed  to  their  account.] 

KiKD  Sir,  Ptc  read  your  paper  through. 

And,  faith,  to  me  'twas  really  new ! 

How  guessed  ye.  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted? 

This  mony  a  day  IWe  grain*d  and  gaunted, 

To  ken  what  French  mischief  was  brewin'; 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin' ; 

That  Tile  doup-skelper.  Emperor  Joseph, 

If  Yenus  yet  had  got  his  nose  o£f ; 

Or  how  the  colUeshangie  works 

Atween  the  Bussians  and  the  Turks : 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt. 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  Twalt : 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o*t ; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o't ; 

How  cut'throat  Prussian  blades  were  hin^' ; 

How  libbet  Italy  was  singin' ; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss 

Were  sayin*  or  takin'  aught  amiss : 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame. 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game : 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  leuk  o'er  him  1 

Was  managing  St  Stephen's  quorum ; 

if  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  Uvin' ; 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieye  in ; 

How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  cookin', 

K  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin ; 

How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  rax'd. 

Or  if  bare  a — s  yet  were  tax'd ; 

The  news  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls, 

Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera  girls; 

If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordie  Wales, 

Was  threshin'  still  at  hizsies'  taUs; 

Or  if  he  was  grown  oughtlins  denser, 

And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser. — 

A'  this  and  mair  I  nerer  heard  of; 

And  but  for  you  I  might  despair'd  of. 

So,  gratefh',  back  your  news  I  send  you. 

And  pray,  a'  guid  things  may  attend  you ! 

EUitlandf  Monday  mominfft  1790. 
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cix. 

THE  KIBE'S  ALARM;! 

▲  SATIKI. 
[FIB8T    YXBBZOV.] 

[The  hiitory  of  thii  Poem  is  eurloas.  M*GiU,  ob«  of 
the  miniiteri  of  Ayr,  long  raapeeted  of  entertainiiig 
heterodox  opiniona  eoneeming  original  em  and  the  Tri- 
nity, pnblithed  "  A  Practical  Euay  on  the  Death  of 
Jesns  Christ,"  which,  in  the  opinion  of  the  more  rigid 
portion  of  hii  brethren,  inclined  both  to  Arianiam  and 
tloeinianiam.  This  essay  was  denounced  as  heretical^  by 
a  minister  of  the  name  of  Peebles,  in  a  sermon  preached 
November  6th,  1788,  and  all  the  west  country  waa  in  a 
flame.  The  subject  was  brought  before  the  Synod,  and 
was  wannly  debated  till  M*Gill  expressed  his  regret  for 
the  disquiet  he  had  occasioned,  explained  away  or  apo- 
logized for  the  challenged  passages  in  his  Essay,  and  de- 
clared his  adherence  to  the  standard  doctrines  of  his 
mother  ehareh.  Bams  was  preTailed  npoa  to  bring  his 
satire  to  the  aid  of  M*Gill,  but  he  appears  to  haye  done 

so  with  reluctance.] 

• 

Obthodoz,  orthodox, 
Wha  beliere  in  John  Enoz, 

Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscienoe : 
There's  a  heretic  blast 
Has  be«n  blawn  in  the  wast, 

That  what  is  no  sense  must  be  nonsense. 

Br.  Mac,'  Dr.  Mac, 
'  Tou  should  stretch  on  a  rack, 
To  strike  eyil  doers  wi'  jterror ; 

To  join  faith  and  sense 

Upon  ony  pretence. 
Is  heretic,  damnable  error. 

Town  of  Ayr,  town  of  Ayr, 

It  was  mad,  I  declare, 
To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewing ; 

ProTOst  John'  is  still  deaf 

To  the  church's  relief, 
And  orator  Bob  <  is  its  ruin. 

jyrjmpU  nUld,^  D'rymple  mild. 

Thro'  your  heart's  like  a  child. 
And  your  life  like  the  new  driTcn  snaw, 

Tet  that  irinna  saTO  ye, 

Auld  Satan  must  hay  ye, 
For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa. 

I  This  Poem  was  written  a  short  time  after  the  pub- 
l:eation  of  M'GiU's  Essay. 


iDr.BTGUI. 
4  Robert  Aikea. 
•  tfr.BosieU. 


8  John  BallKntyne. 
S  Dr.  Dalrymplo. 
7Kr.  M'Kinlay. 


Rumble  John,'  Bumble  Jolia, 

Mount  the  steps  wi'  a  groan, 
Cry  the  book  is  wi'  heresy  cramm'd; 

Then  lug  out  your  ladle, 

Deal  brimstone  like  adle, 
And  roar  erery  note  of  the  damn'd. 

Simper  James,^  Simper  James, 
LeaTC  the  fair  Eillie  dames, 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  Tiew; 
m  lay  on  your  head 
That  the  pack  ye'U  soon  lead, 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  fev. 

Singet  Sawney,"  Singet  Sawney, 

Are  ye  herding  the  penny, 
Unconscious  what  eyil  await? 

Wi'  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl. 

Alarm  eyery  soul. 
For  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gitte. 

Daddy  Auld,«  Baddy  Auld, 

There's  a  tod  in  the  fauld, 
A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk ; 

Though  ye  can  do  little  skuth, 

Ye'll  be  in  at  the  death, 
And  gif  ye  canna  bite,  ye  may  bark. 

DaTie  Bluster, 'o  Davie  Bluster, 
If  for  a  saint  ye  do  muster. 

The  corps  is  no  nice  of  recruits; 
Tet  to  worth  let's  be  just, 
Koyal  blood  ye  might  boast. 

If  the  ass  was  the  lung  of  the  brutes. 

Jamy  Goose,"  Jamy  Qoose, 

Ye  ha'e  made  but  toom  roose. 
In  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenant; 

But  the  Doctor's  your  mark. 

For  the  L— d's  haly  ark ; 
He  has  oooper'd  and  cawd  a  wnk&g  pin  is 


Poet  Willie,"  Poet  Willie, 
Gie  the  Doctor  a  yoUey, 

Wi'  your  liberty's  chain  and  your 
O'er  Pegasus'  side 
Ye  ne'er  laid  astride^  * 

Ye  but  smelt,  man,  the  place 


it; 


wbex«  he 


s  Mr.  Moody,  of  Riceartoa. 
•  Mr.  Anld  of  Mauohline. 
10  Mr.  Grant,  of  Ochiltree. 
If  Mr.  Yoang,  of  Cnmooclc, 
W  Mr.  Peebles,  Ayr. 
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Andro  Gonk,>  Andro  Qoak» 

Te  m*7  slander  the  book, 
And  the  book  not  the  waur,  let  me  tell  je ; 

Ye  are  rich  and  look  big. 

But  la/  bjr  hat  and  wig, 
And  70*11  ha'e  a  calTs  head  o'  ama'  Talne. 

Barr  Steenie,'  Barr  Steenie, 

What  mean  ye,  what  mean  ye  ? 
If  ye*ll  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 

Te  may  ha*e  some  pretence 

To  havina  and  sense, 
Wi*  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Irrin^  n<ft,!  Inrine  side, 

Wi'  your  tnrkey-cock  pride, 
Of  manhood  but  sma*  is  yonr  share, 

Ye're  the  flgnre  'tis  true, 

ETen  yonr  faes  will  allow. 
And  your  friends  they  dae  grant  you  nae  mair. 

Moirland  Jock,^  Muirland  Jock, 

When  the  L— d  makes  a  rock 
To  crash  Common  sense  for  her  sins. 

If  ill  manners  were  wit. 

There's  no  mortal  so  fit 
To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance. 

Holy  Will,*  Holy  Will, 
There  was  wit  i'  your  skull. 

When  ye  pilfer'd  the  alms  o'  the  poor ; 
The  timmer  is  scant. 
When  ye're  ta*en  for  a  saunt, 

Wha  ahould  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour. 

CalTin'a  sons,  Calrin's  sons, 

SeUe  your  spiritual  guns, 
Aasmnition  you  nerer  can  need ; 

Your  hearts  are  the  stuiT, 

Will  be  powther  enough, 
And  your  skulls  are  storehouses  0'  lead. 

Poet  Bums,  Poet  Bums, 

Wi'  yonr  prieet-skelping  turns, 
Wly  desert  ye  your  auld  natlye  shire  T 

Your  muse  is  a  giprie, 

Fen  tho'  she  were  tipsie, 
Sh«  eould  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 

1  Dr.  Aadraw  ICteheU,  of  tf onktOB. 
a  Mr.  Sitphen  Yoang,  of  Barr. 
s  Mr.  Oeoif*  Baith,  of  OalHoo. 


ex. 


THE  KIBE'S  ALABll 

▲  BALLAD. 
[SIOOHD  TBBSIOH.] 

[Tbti  veriion  is  {torn  the-pap«ra  of  Miit  Lofaa,  of 
AfUm.  The  origin  of  the  Poem  ia  thus  relmtod  to  Ora- 
ham  of  Fintry  by  the  poet  himielf :  "  Though  I  dare  My 
you  have  none  of  the  aolemn  Ijaagtfa  and  Cortaant  fire 
which  ■bone  ao  eonapicaona  in  Lord  Oaoige  Gordon,  and 
the  Kilmarnock  wearen,  yet  I  think  yon  mast  have 
heard  of  Dr.  M'Gill,  one  of  the  clergymen  of  Ayr,  and 
hia  heretical  book,  God  help  him,  poor  man !  Though 
one  of  the  worthiest,  aa  well  aa  one  of  the  ablest  of  the 
whole  priesthood  of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in  every  sense 
of  that  ambignons  term,  yet  the  poor  doctor  and  his 
nnmerons  family  are  in  imminent  danger  of  being  thrown 
ont  (9th  December,  1790)  to  the  mercy  of  the  winter 
winds.  The  enclosed  ballad  on  that  basiness,  is,  I  eon- 
fees,  too  lodnl :  but  I  laughed  myself  at  some  conceits  in 
it,  though  I  am  convinced  in  my  conscience  there  are  a 
good  many  heavy  atansas  in  it  too.**  The  Kirk*s  Alarm 
was  first  printed  by  Stewart,  in  1801.  Cromek  calls  it, 
**  A  silly  satire,  on  some  worthy  ministers  of  the  goqiel, 
in  Ayrshirs."] 

I. 

Obthodox,  orthodox. 
Who  belioTe  in  John  Knox, 

Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  oonsolano^* 
There's  a  heretio  blast. 
Has  been  blawn  i'  the  wast, 

That  what  is  not  sense  must  be  nonsense, 

Orthodox, 

That  what  is  not  sense  must  be  nons^itse. 

II. 
Boctor  Mao,  Doctor  Mac, 
Ye  should  stretch  on  a  raok. 
And  strike  evil  doers  wi'  terror ; 
To  join  faith  and  sense, 
Upon  any  pretence. 
Was  heretio  damnable  error. 

Doctor  Mac, 
Was  heretic  damnable  error. 

III. 
Town  oi  Ayr,  town  of  Ayr, 
It  was  rash  I  declare. 
To  meddle  wi'  misohief  a-brewing ; 
ProY.ost  John  is  stUl  deaf. 
To  the  chureh's  relief. 
And  orator  Bob  is  its  ruin. 

Town  of  Ayr, 
And  orator  Bob  is  its  ruin. 


4  Mr.  John  Shepherd,  Malrkirk. 
s  Holy  Willie,  aUas  William  Fiihar,  Elder  ia  ICaaoh- 
line. 
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IV. 

D'rymple  mild,  D'rymple  mild, 

Tho*  your  heart's  like  a  child, 
And  your  life  like  the  new-driyen  enaw, 

Yet  that  irinna  saye  ye, 

Old  Satan  most  haye  ye 
For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  tira, 

D'rymple  mild, 
For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  two. 

T. 

Calyxn's  sons,  Calvin's  sons, 

Seize  yonr  spiritual  guns, 
Ammunition  ye  neyer  can  need ; 

Your  hearts  are  the  stnif, 

Will  be  powder  enough, 
And  your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  oC  lead, 

Calyin's  sons, 
And  your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  of  lead. 

VI. 

Rumble  John,  Bumble  John, 
Mount  the  steps  with  a  groan. 

Cry  the  book  is  with  heresy  cramm'd ; 
Then  lug  out  your  ladle. 
Deal  brimstone  like  aidle. 

And  roar  eyery  note  o'  the  damn'd. 

Bumble  John, 

And  roar  every  note  o'  the  damn'd. 

VII. 

Simper  James,  Simper  James, 
Leave  the  fair  Killie  dames. 

There's  a  holier  chase  in  your  yiew ; 
I'll  lay  on  your  head, 
That  the  pack  ye'U  soon  lead, 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few, 

Simper  James, 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 

VIII. 

Singet  Sawnie,  Singet  Sawnie, 

Are  ye  herding  the  penny, 
Unconscious  what  danger  awaits  ? 

With  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl, 

Alarm  eyery  soul, 
For  Hannibal's  just  at  your  gates, 

Singet  Sawnie, 
For  Hannibal's  Just  at  your  gates. 

IX. 

Andrew  Gowk,  Andrew  Gowk, 
Ye  may  slander  the  book, 


And  the  book  nought  the  waur — ^let  me  tell  yon; 

Tho'  ye're  rich  and  look  big, 

Yet  lay  by  hat  and  wig. 
And  ye'll  hae  a  calTs-head  o'  sma'  y&luc, 

Andrew  Gowk, 
And  ye'll  hae  a  calTs-head  o'  sma'  y&lae.  • 

z. 

Poet  TTiUie,  Poet  Willie. 

Gie  the  doctor  a  volley, 
Wi*  your  **  liberty's  chain"  and  your  wit; 

O'er  Pegasus'  side, 

Ye  ne'er  laid  a  stride 

Ye  only  stood  by  when  he , 

Poet  WiU^, 
Ye  only  stood  by  when  he . 

zi. 

Barr  Steenie,  Barr  Steenie, 
What  mean  ye  ?  what  mean  ye  ? 

If  ye'll  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 
Ye  may  hae  some  pretence,  man. 
To  bavins  and  sense,  man, 

Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better, 

Barr  Steenie, 

Wi'  people  that  ken  ye  nae  better. 

zii. 

Jamie  Goose,  Jamie  Goose, 

Ye  hae  made  but  toom  roose, 
0'  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenant ; 

But  the  doctor's  your  mark. 

For  the  L — d's  holy  ark, 
He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrong  pin  in*t, 

Jamie  Goose, 
He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrong  pin  in't. 

ZIII. 

Dayie  Bluster,  Dayie  Bluster, 

For  a  saunt  if  ye  muster, 
It's  ft  sign  they're  no  nice  o'  recruits. 

Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just. 

Royal  blood  ye  might  boast, 
If  the  ass  were  the  king  o'  the  brutes, 

Davie  Bluster, 
If  the  BSB  were  the  king  o*  the  brutes. 

ziv. 

Muirland  George,  Muirland  Gcor^< 
Whom  the  Lord  made  a  scourge. 
To  claw  common  sense  for  her  sins ; 
If  ill  manners  were  wit, 
There's  no  mortal  so  fit. 
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To  eonfoiind  the  poor  doctor  at  aaoe, 

Mairland  George, 
To  confound  the  poor  doctor  at  ance. 

XT. 

Gessnockside,  Cessnocluide, 
Wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride, 

O*  manhood  bat  sma'  is  your  share ; 
Ye'TO  the  figure,  it's  true, 
ETen  our  faes  maun  allow. 

And  your  friends  daurna  say  ye  hae  mair, 

Cesanockside, 

And  your  Mends  daurna  say  ye  hae  mair. 

XVI. 

Daddie  Auld,  Daddie  Auld, 

There's  a  tod  i*  the  fauld 
A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk  ;^ 

Tho*  ye  downa  do  skaith, 

Te'Il  be  in  at  the  death, 
And  if  ye  canna  bite  ye  can  bark, 

Baddie  Auld, 
And  if  ye  canna  bite  ye  can  bark. 

XTII. 

Poet  Bums,  Poet  Bums, 

Wi'  your  priest-skelping  turns, 
Why  desert  ye  your  auld  natire  shire? 

Tho'  your  Muse  is  a  gipsy, 

Tet  were  she  eren  tipsy, 
8he  eonld  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are, 

Poet  Bums, 
She  could  ea*  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Afton's  Laird,  Afton's  Laird, 

When  your  pen  can  be  spar'd, 
A  eopy  o'  this  I  bequeath. 

On  the  same  sicker  score 

I  mentioned  before, 
To  that  tmsty  auld  worthy  Clackleitb, 

Alton's  Laird, 
To  that  trusty  auld  worthy  Clackleith. 


CXI. 


PSa  NICHOLSON. 


■ 


basty  TArsM  are  to  be  found  in  a  letter  ad- 
to  Nieol,  of  ehe  High  School  of  Edinburgh,  by  the 

1 6a?ia  BmmilUm. 


poet,  giving  him  an  aceoont  of  the  nnlooked-for  death 
of  his  mare,  Peg  Nicholaon,  the  ■ucceeaor  of  Jenny 
Geddei.  She  had  auflered  both  in  the  employ  of  the  joy 
oaa  priest  and  the  thoughtless  poet.  She  acquired  her 
name  from  that  frantic  virago  who  attempted  to  murder 
Oeoige  the  Third.] 

Pko  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

As  ever  trode  on  urn ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

And  rode  thro'  thick  an'  thin  ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  wanting  eyen  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

And  ance  she  bore  a  priest ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair; 

And  much  oppress'd  and  bnus'd  she  was ; 
As  priest-rid  cattle  are,  ftc.  &c« 


cxn. 


OH 


CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENBEBSON, 

▲   eSFTLXMAN   WHO    KXLD   TBI  PATSNT  FOa  HIS    BO* 
VOVas  XMMSSIATSLT  FBOK  ALXIOHTT  OOB. 

«  Should  the  poor  be  flattered  V* 

SBAKSPBAai. 

But  now  his  radiant  course  is  run, 
For  Matthew's  course  was  bright ; 

His  soul  was  like  the  glorious  sun, 
A  matchless  heav'nly  light ! 

[Captain  Matthew  Henderson,  a  gentleman  cf  Ttry 
agreeable  manners  and  great  proprietf  of  chaiaeter, 
usually  lived  in  Edinburgh,  dined  constantly  at  Fortune's 
Tavern,  and  was  a  member  of  the  Capillaire  Club,  which 
was  composed  of  all  who  desired  to  be  thought  witty  or 
joyous :  he  died  in  1789 :  Bums,  in  a  note  to  the  Poeia, 
says,  **  I  loved  the  man  much,  and  have  not  flattered  his 
memory."  Henderson  seems  indeed  to  have  been  uni- 
versally liked.  *<^In  our  travelling  party,"  says  Sir 
James  Campbell,  of  Ardkinglass.  '*  was  Matthew  Hen- 
derson, then  (1750)  and  afterwards  well  known  and  much 
esteemed  in  the  town  of  Edinburgh ;  at  that  time  an  of- 
flcer  in  the  twenty-fiAh  regiment  of  foot,  and  like  myself 
on  his  way  to  join  the  army ;  and  I  may  say  with  truth, 
that  in  the  course  of  a  long  life  I  have  never  known  a 
more  estimable  character,  than  Matthew  Henderson.*' 
Mtmoin  qfCtunpUltf  tf  ArdkinglaUf  p.  17.] 

0  DsATB !  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody ! 
The  meihle  deyil  nV  a  woodie 
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Hftwl  thee  hame  to  hie  bUok  gmiddie, 

O'er  Irarcheon  hides. 

And  like  etock-fiah  ooipe  o*er  his  studdie 

Wr  thy  ftuld  Bides! 

He's  gene!  he*sgiine!  he's  free  ns  torn, 

The  ae  best  fellow  e*er  was  bom ! 

Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  seV  shall  monm 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Inhere,  haply,  pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  ezil'd ! 

Te  hills  t  near  neebors  o'  the  stems, 
That  prondly  cock  your  cresting  cairns ! 
Ye  clilFs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  echo  slumbers ! 
Gome  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers ! 

Monm,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ! 
Te  haslly  shews  and  briery  dens !    ' 
Te  bumies,  wimplin'  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlin*  din. 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  lin  to  lin! 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Te  stately  fozgloyes  fair  to  see ; 
Te  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie. 

In  scented  bow'rs ; 
Te  roses  on  your  thorny  tree. 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 

At  dawn,  when  eVry  grassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  its  head, 

At  eVn,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed 

r  th'  rustling  gale, 
Te  maukins  whiddin  thro'  the  glade, 

Come  join  my  waiL 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood ; 
Te  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud; 
Te  curlews  calling  thro'  a  dud ; 

Te  whistling  ploTer ; 
An'  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ! — 

He's  gane  for  ever ! 

Moura,  Booty  coots,  and  speckled  teals ; 
Te  fisher  herons,  watching  eels : 
Te  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheela 

Ciroling  the  lake ; 
Te  bitterns,  tiU  the  quagmire  reels, 

Bair  for  his  sake. 


Moura,  clam'nag  creaks,  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  fiowering  clover  gay; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  lies  in  clsy^ 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Te  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r. 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tov'r, 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow'ri 

Sets  up  her  hon, 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

'Till  wankrife  mom! 

0  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains : 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year ! 
Hk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head, 
'  Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear 

For  him  that's  dead ! 

Thou,  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair. 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear: 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast. 
Wide,  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost ! 

Mourn  him,  thou  sun,  great  source  of  Ugl 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  stamies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn  i 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta*en  hia  filgb 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0,  Henderson  I  the  man — the  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever  ? 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river 
f  Life's  dreary  bound ' 

Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another. 

The  world  around  ? 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  great. 
In  a'  the  tinsel  ^ash  o'  state  t 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worlli 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

£'er  lay  ia  earUu 
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Stop,  pimenger !— my  story's  brief, 
And  tmth  I  shall  relate,  man ; 

I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief— 
For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 

If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast, 
Tet  spnm'd  at  fortone's  door,  man, 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast — 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 

If  thon  a  noble  aodger  art, 

Hist  passest  by  this  grays,  man. 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart— 
For  Matthew  was  a  brsTe  man. 

If  thou  OB  men,  their  works  and  ways. 
Canst  throw  nnoommon  light,  man. 

Here  lies  wha  weel  had  won  thy  praise— 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  iSbum  at  friendship's  sacred  oa' 

Wad  fife  itself  resign,  man. 
Thy  sympathetio  tear  mann  fa' — 

For  Matthew  waa  a  kind  man  I 

If  thon  art  staunch  without  a  stain, 
like  the  unchanging  blue,  man. 

This  waa  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain — 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  fire. 
And  ne*er  guid  wine  did  fear,  man, 

This  waa  thy  billie,  dam  and  sire— 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 


If  ony  whiggish  whingin  sot. 
To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare. 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot ! 
For  Matthew  was  a  rare  man. 


cxm. 

THE  FIVE  CARLIN8. 

A    SCOTS    BALLAD. 
Tuae — Chnp  Chau. 

fl%is  is  « local  nd  politieal  Fotm  eompoiad  oo  the 
b«twc«B  Miller,  Che  Toaiiger,  of  Dalfwiotoa,  and 
,  of  WeiterhaU,  for  tha  rapraaantatioa  of  tba 
and  Gallniray  district  of  Boroofhi.     Each 
or  bOTtmgh  tpeaka  nod  acta  in  charactar :  Maggy 
Doniftiat;  Maiiory,  Lochmabea;  Ben  o( 


Solwayiide,  Aanaa ;  Whiskey  Jaaa,  Klrkevdbrii^t ;  and 
Black  Joan,  Sanquhar.  On  tha  part  of  Miller,  all  the 
Whig  interest  of  the  Dake  of  Qaeensberry  was  exerted, 
and  all  the  Tory  interest  on  the  side  of  the  Johnstone : 
tha  poet's  heart  was  with  the  latter.  Annan  and  Loch- 
mnben  stood  staunch  by  old  names  and  old  afleetions : 
aAer  a  contest,  bitterer  than  anything  of  the  kind  leaani* 
bered,  the  Whig  interest  prevailed.] 

Thssb  were  five  earlina  in  the  south. 

They  fell  upon  a  scheme, 
To  send  a  lad  to  London  town. 

To  bring  them  tidings  hame. 

Not  only  bring  them  tidings  hame, 

But  do  their  errands  there ; 
And  aiblins  gowd  and  honour  baith 

Might  be  that  laddie's  share. 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o*  Nlth, 

A  dame  wi'  pride  eneugh ; 
And  Maijory  o'  the  mony  lochs, 

A  carlin  auld  and  teugh. 

And  blinkin'  Bess  of  Annandale, 

That  dwelt  near  Solway-side ; 
And  whiskey  Jean,  that  took  her  gill 

In  Galloway  sae  wide. 

And  black  Joan,  frae  Crighton->peel, 

0'  gipsey  kith  an'  kin; — 
Fire  wighter  oarlins  were  na  found 

The  south  countrie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  London  town. 

They  met  upon  a  day; 
And  mony  a  knight,  and  mon/  a  laird. 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae. 

0  mony  a  knight,  and  mony  a  laird. 

This  errand  fain  wad  gae ; 
But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please, 

0  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belted  knight. 

Bred  of  a  border  band ; 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town, 

Might  nae  man  him  withstand. 

And  he  wad  do  their  errands  weel. 

And  meikle  he  wad  say ; 
And  ilka  ane  about  the  court 

Wad  bid  to  him  gude-day. 

The  neist  cam  in  a  sodger  youth. 

And  spak  wi'  modest  grace. 
And  he  wad  gae  to  London  town. 

If  sae  their  pleasure  was. 


168 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


He  wad  na  hecht  them  courtly  gifts, 

Nor  meikle  speech  pretend ; 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  heart, 

Wad  ne'er  desert  his  friend. 

Then  wham  to  chose,  and  wham  refase, 

At  strife  thir  carlins  fell ; 
For  some  had  gentlefolks  to  please, 

And  some  wad  please  themsel*. 

Then  out  spak  mim-mou'd  Meg  o'  Nith, 

And  she  spak  up  wi'  pride, 
And  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth, 

Whaterer  might  hetide. 

For  the  auld  gudeman  o*  London  court 

She  didna  care  a  pin ; 
But  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth 

To  greet  his  eldest  son. 

Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o'  the  Lochs 

And  wrinkled  was  her  brow ; 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray, 

Her  auld  Bcotoh  heart  was  true. 

"  The  London  court  set  light  by  me^ 

I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
And  I  will  send  the  sodger  lad 

To  shaw  that  court  the  same." 

Then  up  sprang  Bess  of  Annandale, 

And  swore  a  deadly  aith, 
Says,  **  I  will  send  the  border-knight 

Spite  o*  you  carlins  baith. 

'<  For  far-off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair, 

And  fools  o'  change  are  fain ; 
But  I  hae  try*d  this  border-knight, 

ril  try  him  yet  again." 

Then  whiskey  Jean  spak  o*er  her  drink, 

"  Te  weel  ken,  kimmorsa'. 
The  auld  gudeman  o*  London  court. 

His  back's  been  at  the  wa*. 

'<  And  mony  a  friend  that  kiss'd  his  caup. 

Is  now  a  fremit  wight ; 
But  it's  ne'er  be  sae  wi'  whiskey  Jean, — 

We'll  send  the  border-knight" 

Says  black  Joan  o'  Crighton-peel, 

A  carlin  stoor  and  grim, — 
"  The  auld  gudeman,  or  the  young  gudeman, 

For  me  may  rink  or  swim. 


"  For  fools  will  prate  o'  right  and  wrang, 
While  knayes  laugh  in  their  sleere ; 

But  wha  blaws  best  the  horn  shall  win, 
I'll  spier  nae  courtier's  leave." 

So  how  this  mighty  plea  may  end 

There's  naebody  can  tell : 
Qod  grant  the  king,  and  ilka  man. 

May  look  weel  to  himsel' ! 


CXIV. 
THE  LADDIES  BT  THE  BANKS  0'  NITH. 

[This  thort  Poem  was  first  pablishad  hj  Robert  Cbu> 
hers.  It  intimates  pretty  strongly,  bow  mueli  the  pot 
disapprovad  of  the  change  which  came  over  the  Dok 
of  Queensberry's  opinions,  when  he  supported  the  rig) 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales  to  assome  the  govemment,  wit! 
oat  consent  of  Parliament,  daring  the  kiog*s  alantii 
illness,  in  1788.] 

Thi  laddies  by  the  banks  o'  Nith, 
Wad  trust  his  Grace  wi'  a',  Jamie, 

But  he'll  sair  them,  as  he  sair'd  the  King, 
Turn  tail  and  rin  awa',  Jamie. 

Up  and  waur  them  a',  Jamie, 

Up  and  waur  them  a* ; 
The  Johnstones  hae  the  guidin'  o't, 

Te  turncoat  Whigs  awa'. 

The  day  he  stude  his  country's  friend,* 
Or  gied  her  faes  a  claw,  Jamie : 

Or  firae  puir  man  a  blessin'  wan. 
That  day  the  Duke  ne'er  saw,  Jamie. 

But  wha  is  he,  his  country's  boast  ? 

Like  him  there  is  na  twa,  Jamie ; 
There's  no  a  callant  tents  the  kye. 

But  kens  o'  Westerha',  Jamie. 

To  end  the  wark  here's  Whistleblrk,! 

Lang  may  his  whistle  blaw,  Jamie  ; 
And  MazweU  true  o'  sterling  blue : 

And  well  be  Johnstones  a',  Jamie. 

1  Birkwhistle :  a  Galloway  laird,  and  alectoi 


cxv. 

EPISTLE  TO  ROBERT   GRAHAM,  ESQ. 
or  riNT&AT: 

Oir  TV*  CLOSX  OV  TBB  SltrUTSD  BLXCTIOV  BXTWSBR 

SIB  JAMBA  JOrorSTOSrX  ABD  CAPTAIBXILLBB,  BOB 

THB  BUMrBIBt  BItTBICT  OF  BOBOUaiU. 

["I  am  too  Uttl«  a  man,"  nid  Burna,  in  the  note  to 
Fiatny,  which  aecompanied  thia  poenii  "to  hare  any 
political  attachment:  I  am  deeply  indebted  to,  and  have 
tbe  wnrmeat  reneration  for  indtTidoals  of  both  partiea : 
but  a  nan  who  has  it  in  hii  power  to  be  the  father  of  a 
eoontry,  and  who  acta  like  hie  Grace  of  Qneeniberry,  it 
■  character  that  one  cannot  apeak  of  with  patience." 
Tbia  Epiatle  was  first  printed  in  my  edition  of  Bams  in 
fiSN :  I  had  the  nee  of  the  Maemnrdo  and  the  Alton  ma- 
BKseriptff  for  that  porpose :  to  both  families  the  poet  was 
m«ch  Sadebted  for  nmny  acts  of  courtesy  and  kindness.] 

ForfBAT,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife, 
Friend  o'  my  oiiise,  fHend  o'  my  life, 

Are  ye  as  idle*8  I  am  ? 
Come  then,  wi*  nncontii,  kintra  fleg, 
0*cr  Pegaraa  111  fling  my  leg. 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. 

rU  sing  the  leal  Dmmlanrig  bears, 
Ifbo  left  the  all-important  cares 

Of  princes  and  their  darlings ; 
And,  bent  on  winning  borough  towns, 
Came  shaking  bands  wi'  wabster  lowns. 

And  kissing  barefit  carlins. 

Combustion  thro*  our  boroughs  rode, 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad 

Of  mad  unmuziled  lions ; 
As  Qneeasberry  buff  and  blue  unfurVd, 
And  Westerha'  and  Hopeton  hurl'd 

To  every  Whig  defiance. 

Tttt  eaatioiu  Queensberry  left  the  war, 
Til'  unmanner'd  dust  might  soil  his  star ; 

Besides,  he  hated  bleeding : 
Bnt  left  behind  him  heroes  bright, 
Bcmes  in  Cesarean  fight. 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading. 

0!  for  a  throat  like  huge  Mons-meg, 
To  asster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Drumlanrig*s  banner ; 
Heroes  and  heroines  commix, 
AH  Itt  the  flehl  of  polities, 

To  win  immortal  honour. 

I  John  M*Mafdo,  Esq.,  of  Ommlanrlg. 
t  Ferfasaoa  of  Cralgdarroch. 
•  RSddel  of  Fnar»'Oarse 


I 


M'Murdo*  and  his  lovely  spouse, 

(Th*  enamoured  laurels  kiss  her  brows !) 

Led  on  the  loves  and  graces : 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess'  heart. 
While  he,  all-conquering,  play'd  his  part 

Among  their  wives  and  lasses. 

Cralgdarroch'  led  a  light-arm'd  corps, 
Trofes,  metaphors  and  figures  pour. 

Like  Hecla  streaming  thunder: 
Glenriddel,'  skill'd  in  rusty  coins, 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs, 

And  bar'd  the  treason  under. 

In  either  iring  two  champions  fought, 
Redoubted  Staig*  who  set  at  nought 

The  wildest  savage  Tory : 
And  Welsh,^  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  his  ground, 
High-way'd  his  magnum-bonum  round 

With  Cyclopeian  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  th'  artillery  ranks. 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Resistless  desolation ! 
While  Maxwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
'Mid  Lawson's*  port  intrench'd  his  hold, 

And  threaten'd  worse  damnation. 

To  these  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd. 
With  these  what  Tory  warriors  clos'd. 

Surpasses  my  descriving : 
Squadrons  extended  long  and  large. 
With  furious  speed  rush  to  the  charge. 

Like  ra^g  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate. 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  fate 

Amid  this  mighty  tulzie  I 
Grim  Horror  grinn'd — pale  Terror  roar'd. 
As  Murther  at  his  thrapple  shor'd. 

And  hell  mix'd  in  the  brulzie. 

As  highland  craigs  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  lightnings  fire  the  stormy  lift. 

Hurl  down  with  crashing  rattle: 
As  flames  among  a  hundred  woods ; 
As  headlong  foam  a  hundred  floods ; 

Such  is  the  rage  of  battle  I 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die ; 
As  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  the  approaching  fellers : 


•  Provost  Stalg  of  Dumfries. 

•  Merifl*  Welsh. 

•  A  wlne-merobant  in  Damfries. 
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The  Whigs  come  on  like  Ocean's  roar, 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  ponr 

Against  the  Bnchan  Bnllers. 

Lo,  from  the  shades  of  Death's  deep  night, 
Departed  Whigs  e^joy  the  fight, 

And  think  on  former  daring : 
The  mnffled  murtherer*  of  Charles 
The  Magna  Charter  flag  nnforls, 

All  deadly  gules  it's  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame, 

Bold  Scrimgeonr'  follows  gallant  Graham,' 

Anld  CoTenanters  shiver. 
(Forgive,  forgive,  mnoh-wrong'd  Montrose ! 
Now  death  and  hell  engnlph  thy  foes, 

Thou  liv'st  on  high  for  ever !) 

Still  o'er  the  field  the  combat  boms, 
The  Tories,  Whigs,  give  way  by  turns ; 

But  fate  the  word  has  spoken : 
For  woman's  wit  and  strength  o'  man, 
Alas !  can  do  but  what  they  can  I 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken. 

6  that  my  een  were  flowing  bums, 
My  voice  a  lioness  that  mourns 

Her  darling  cubs'  undoing ! 
That  I  might  greet,  that  I  might  cry. 
While  Tories  fall,  while  Tories  fly. 

And  furious  Whigs  pursuing ! 

What  Whig  but  melts  for  good  Sir  James ! 
Dear  to  his  country  by  the  names 

Friend,  patron,  benefactor  I 
Not  Pulteney's  wealth  can  Pulteney  save  I 
And  Hopeton  falls,  the  generous  brave ! 

And  Stewart,*  bold  as  Hector. 

Thou,  Pitt,  shalt  rue  this  overthrow ; 
And  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe ; 

And  Melville  melt  in  wailing  1 
How  Fox  and  Sheridan  rqjoice  I 
And  Burke  shall  sing,  0  Prince,  arise, 

Thy  power  is  all  prevailing ! 

For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard,  afar 
He  only  hears  and  sees  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely ; 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forests  rends. 
The  robin  in  the  hedge  descends. 

And  sober  chirps  securely. 

1  The  executioner  or  Charlet  1.  w«i  laaeked. 

2  Scriingeour,  UoPX  Dundee. 
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CAPTAIN  GROSE'S 
PEBSGRINATIONS  THROUGH  SCOTLAXD, 

COLLSCTIHO  TKX 
ANTIQUITIES  OF  THAT  KIRODOM. 

[This  "  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight**  wu  «  cltTftr  ran,  ( 
■kilful  antiqaarv,  and  fond  of  wit  and  wine.  H«  tm 
well  acquainted  with  heraldqr,  and  waa  oOBvernDt  will 
the  weapon*  and  the  armour  of  hie  own  oad  other  coon 
triei.  He  found  hie  way  to  Friare-Carie,  in  the  V&) 
of  Nith,  and  there,  at  the  aocial  <<  board  of  Glenriddel. 
for  the  first  time  saw  Bume.  The  EnglithoMis  heard, 
is  said,  with  wonder,  the  earcaatic  ealUef  and  elo<]uei 
burtte  of  the  inspired  Scot,  who,  in  his  tarS|  earvey^ 
with  wonder  the  remarkable  corpulence,  tad  lis'.en^ 
with  pleasure  to  the  independent  eentimeatssnd  htiraoa 
ous  turns  of  conversation  in  the  jojrous  Esfliikma 
This  Poem  was  the  fruit  of  the  interview,  and  it  li  en 
that  Grose  regarded  some  passages  as  rather  personsl. 

Heak,  Land  o'  C&kes  and  brither  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groat's; 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a*  your  coats,    ' 

I  rede  you  tent  it: 
A  ohieVs  amang  you  taking  notes, 

And,  fiuth,  he*ll  prent  i\ 

If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 

0'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he,  mark  weel^ 
And  wow !  he  has  an  unco  slight 

0'  oauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  houlet-haunted  biggin. 

Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin, 

It's  ten  to  one  ye'll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L — d  save's !  coUeag 

At  some  black  art. 

nk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha*  or  ohaux 
Te  gipsey-gang  that  deal  in  glamour. 
And  you  deep  read  in  hell's  blaek  grami 

Warlocks  and  witclies 
Ye*ll  quake  at  his  conjuring  hAnuner, 

Te  midnighi  b         o  I 

It's  tauld  he  was  a  sodger  bred. 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled  ; 

3  Graham,  Marquis  of  Moairoa* 
«  Stewart  of  UiUsidc. 
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But  now  lie's  qvat  Ui«  spnrUe-blade, 

And  dog-skin  wallet, 

And  to'en  Uie — ^Antiqaerian  trade, 

I  think  thej  call  itr 

He  liAs  a  fontli  o'  aold  niok-naokets : 
Bnsty  aim  caps  and  jinglin'  jackets, 
Wad  hand  the  Lothians  three  in  taokets, 

A  towmont  gnid ; 
And  parriteh-pats,  and  aold  saut-baokets, 

Afore  the  flood. 

OtSre's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder ; 
Anld  Tabal-Gain*s  fire-shool  and  fender ; 
Xhat  which  distingoished  the  gender 

O*  Balaam's  ass; 
A  broom-stick  o'  the  witch  o'  Endor, 

Wed  shod  wi*  brass. 

Forbye,  hell  shape  yon  afF,  fh'  gleg, 
ne  enC  of  Adam's  philibeg : 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

He'll  proTS  yon  folly, 
It  was  a  fanlding  jocteleg. 

Or  lang-kail  gully.— > 

Bnt  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee, 
For  meikle  glee  and  fan  has  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Guid  fellows  wi'  him ; 
And  port,  0  port!  shine  thou  a  wee. 

And  then  ye'U  see  him ! 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o'  Terse  and  prose  I 
Then  art  a  dainty  chiel,  0  Grose ! — 
Wline'er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose. 

They  sair  misca'  thee ; 
Vd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose, 

Wad  say,  Shame  fa'  thee  I 


cxvn. 

wmimx  la  a  wnAPPXB, 
mctotwa 
A  LETTER  TO  CAPTAIN  GROSE. 


fBaras  wrote  oot  MnM  uiUqttariaa  and  legendaiy 
nMDTifvAtla,  retpectiBg  certaia  rains  in  KyU,  and  en- 
«>>«•<  thma  in  a  ahMt  of  a  paper  to  Cardonnel,  a  north- 
«•«  aaiiqoary.  As  hie  mind  teemed  with  poetry  he 
«b#jM  ant,  ae  he  aflerwardi  nld,  let  the  opportunity,  paea 


of  tending  a  rhyming  ioqairy  after  hie  fat  friend,  ud 
Cardonnel  spread  the  condoling  inqoiry  oyer  the  North-" 

**  Is  he  slain  by  Highlan*  bodies  t 
And  eaten  like  a  wether-haggia?»J 

Kur  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  T 

Igo  and  ago, 
If  he*s  amang  his  fHends  or  foes  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  south  or  is  he  north  ? 

Igo  and  ago. 
Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth  T 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slun  by  Highlan'  bodies? 

Igo  and  ago, 
And  eaten  like  a  wether-haggis  f 

Iram,  coram,  dsgo. 

Is  he  to  Abram's  bosom  gane  ? 

Igo  and  ago, 
Or  haudin'  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Where'er  he  be,  the  L — d  be  near  him ! 

Igo  and  ago, 
As  for  the  deil,  he  daur  na  steer  him ! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  the  enclosed  letter, 

Igo  and  ago, 
^  Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  he  hae  auld  stanes  in  store, 

Igo  and  ago. 
The  Tory  stanes  that  Adam  bore, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  in  glad  possession, 

Igo  and  ago. 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronation! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


cxvni. 

TAM  0'  SHANTER. 

A  TALI. 

"  Of  brownys  and  or  bogilis  fall  is  this  buke." 

Oawih  DoVOLAf. 

[This  is  a  West-country  legend,  embellished  by 
genius.  No  other  Poem  in  our  language  displays  such 
▼anety  of  power,  in  the  same  number  of  lines.    It  waa 
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written  ai  an  indncement  to  Grose  to  admit  AUoway" 
Kirk  into  hii  work  on  the  Antiqnitiei  or  Scotland ;  and 
written  with  racb  ecstaay,  that  the  poet  elied  teare  in 
the  moments  o/  composition.  The  walk  in  which  it  was 
conceived,  on  the  braes  of  Ellisland,  ts  held  in  remem- 
brance in  the  vale,  and  pointed  oat  to  poetic  inquirers : 
while  the  scene  whore  the  poem  is  laid— the  crumbling 
ruins — the  place  where  the  chapman  perished  in  the  snow 
—the  tree  on  which  the  poor  mother  of  Mun^o  ended  her 
sorrows — the  calm  where  the  murdered  child  was  found 
by  the  hunters — and  the  old  bridge  over  which  Maggie 
bore  her  astonished  master  when  all  hell  was  in  pursuit, 
are  first-rate  objects  of  inspection  and  inquiry  in  the 
"Land  of  Bams."  <<In  the  inimitable  tale  of  Tarn 
o'  Shanter,"  says  Scott  **  Bums  has  lefl  ns  sufficient 
evidence  of  his  ability  to  combine  the  ludicrous  with  the 
awful,  and  even  the  horrible.  No  poet,  with  the  exception 
of  Shakspeare,  ever  possessed  the  power  of  exciting  the 
most  varied  and  discordant  emotions  with  aach  rapid 
transitions."] 

When  chapman  billies  leave  the  street, 
And  drouthy  neebors  necbors  meet. 
As  market-days  are  wearing  late, 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak'  the  gate ; 
Whil«  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy, 
An'  gettin'  fou  and  nnco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles. 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  stiles, 
That  lie  between  us  and  oar  hame, 
Where  sits  our  sulky  sullen  dame, 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tarn  O'Shanter, 
As  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter,  * 

(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses, 
For  honest  men  and  bonny  lasses.) 
0  Tam !  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wise. 
As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum ; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  wasna  sober; 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller. 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 
That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on, 
The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 
That  at  the  Lord's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi*  Kirton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophesy'd,  that  late  or  soon, 
Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon ; 
Or  catch'd  wi*  warlocks  in  the  mirk. 
By  AUoway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet. 
How  mony  leogthen'd  sage  advices, 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises  I 


But  to  our  tale : — Ae  market  night, 
Tam  had  got  planted  unco  right; 
Fast  by  an  ingle  bleezing  finely, 
Wi*  re«mt&g  svmta,  that  deaak  divinel j ; 
And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crooy; 
Tam  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither; 
They  had  been  fou'  for  weeks  thegither ! 
The  night  drave  on  wi*  sangs  an'  clatter ; 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growing  better: 
The  landlady  and  Tam  grew  gracious; 
Wi*  faTours  secret,  sweet,  and  precious ; 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories;  * 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus:^ 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle-* 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy. 
E'en  drown'd  himself  amang  the  nappy! 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o*  treasure, 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure: 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious. 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever ; 
Or  like  the  borcalis  race. 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm. 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide ; 
The  hour  approaches  Tam  maun  ride  ; 
That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stai 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in ; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  *twad  blawn  its  last ; 
The  rattling  show'rs  rose  on  the  blast ; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallowN 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang  the  thunder  bellow*' 
That  night,  a  child  might  understand. 
The  de'il  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  ^le^, 
A  better  never  lifted  leg, 
Tam  skelpit  on  thro*  dub  and  mire. 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fir©  ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  guid  blue  bonnet 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  9(»c 

I  VABIATIOir. 

The  cricket  raised  ila  cheering  cry. 
The  kittlen  ehaiM  iU  toil  ia  Joy. 
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Whiles  glow'iing  round  iri'  prudent  cares. 
Lest  bogles  cfttch  him  nnawores ; 
Kirk-Allowaj  tras  drawing  nigh, 
If  hftre  ghaists  and  houleta  nightly  cry. — 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  foord,  . 
Whare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor'd ; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Where  dranken  Charlie  brak's  neck-bane ; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cidm. 
Where  hunters  fand  the  mnrder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Where  Mango's  mither  hang'd  herseV. 
Before  him  Boon  ponrs  all  his  floods ; 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods ; 
The  %htnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  ro)l ; 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing ; 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring,  bold  John  Barleycorn  I 

What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn  I 

Wi'  tippenny,  we  fear  nae  evil ; 

Wi'  vs<iaabae  we'll  face  the  dcTill 

The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle, 

Fair  play,  he  car'd  nae  deils  a  boddlo. 

But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish' d. 

Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonish'd. 

She  Tcntar'd  forward  on  the  light; 

And  wow !  Tam  saw  an  unco  sight  I 

Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance ; 

Nae  eotinion  brent  new  frae  France, 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels, 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels : 

A  winnock-bunker  in  the  east, 

There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast ; 

A  towxie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 

To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge ; 

He  serew'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl, 

mi  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. — 

Coffins  stood  round,  like  open  presses ; 

Thai  ahaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses ; 

And  by  some  derilish  cantrip  slight 

Each  in  its  canld  hand  held  a  light — 

By  ^lich  heroic  Tam  was  able 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 

A  nnrderer's  banes  in  gibbet  aims ; 

Twm  apan-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns ; 

1  TAaiATIOII. 

Hue*  Imwfn*  toagnet  tarii'd  inside  oot, 
Wft*  liM  aMBi'd  like  a  beggar's  cloot  ,* 


A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wr  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape; 
FItc  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red-rusted ; 
Fiye  scimitars,  wi*  murder  crusted ; 
A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft  :^ 
Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfu'. 
Which  ev'n  to  name  wad  be  unlawfu'. 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amaz'd,  and  curious. 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious : 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew ; 
Theyreel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleekit, 
'Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark. 
And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark ! 

Now  Tam,  T)  Tam !  had  thae  been  queans 
A'  plump  and  strapping,  in  their  teens ; 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  snaw-white  soTenteen  hundcr  linen, 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  {^'en  them  off  my  hurdles. 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  burdies  1 

But  wither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags,  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  an'  flinging  on  a  cummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie. 

There  was  a  winsome  wench  and  walie, 

That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 

(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carrick  shore ; 

For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 

And  perish'd  mony  a  bonnie  boat, 

And  shook  baith  meikle  corn  and  bear. 

And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear.) 

Her  cutty  sark,  o'  Paisley  harn. 

That,  while  a  lassie,  she  had  worn, 

In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scanty. 

It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  Tauntie — 

Ah !  little  kenn'd  thy  reyerend  grannie. 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 
Wad  CTcr  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches! 

Apd  prissts*  hearts  rotten  black  as  mack, 
Lay  stinking  vile,  in  every  neuk. 
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.  But  here  my  muse  her  iring  maun  oour ; 
Bio  flights  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was  and  Strang,) 
And  how  Tarn  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd. 
And  thought  his  yery  een  enrich'd ; 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fa'  fain, 
And  hotcVd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main : 
'Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither. 
Tarn  tint  his  reason  a*  thegither, 
And  roars  out,  "Weel  done,  Cutty-sark!" 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark : 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied. 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke, 

When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke ; 

As  open  pussie*s  mortal  foes, 

When,  pop  I  she  starts  before  their  nose ; 

As  eager  runs  the  market-crowd, 

When  "  Catch  the  thief  I"  resounds  aloud ; 

So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 

Wr  mony  an  eldritch  screech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tarn  I  Ah,  Tam !  thou*ll  get  thy  fairin'  I 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herrin' ! 
In  rain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin*  I 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu'  woman ! 
^ow  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane*  of  the  brig ; 
There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  darena  cross ! 
But  ere  the  key-stane  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake  t 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle— 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tul : 
The  carlin  olaught  her  by  tiie  romp, 
And  left  poor  Maggie  soaroe  a  stomp. 


Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son,  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inolin'd. 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind. 
Think!  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear — 
Remember  Tam  O'Shanter's  mare. 

1  It  ii  a  wtU-known  fact  that  witehai,  or  any  ayil 
sptritf,  have  no  power  to  follow  a  poor  wigbt  any  ftir- 
Shar  than  the  middle  of  the  naxt  numing  atream.  It  may 
be  proper  likewiM  to  mention  to  the  benigbted  traTeUar, 


OXIX. 
ADDRESS  OF  BEELZEBUB 

TO  TBS 

p&EsmxsT  or  the  hiohlahd  bocixtt. 

[Thia  Poem  made  ita  first  appaaiaaea,  ••  I  wu  anand 
by  my  friend  the  lata  Tbomaa  Priagla,  in  tbe  Sects  Ms* 
gazine,  for  Febraary,  1818,  and  was  ptintad  fron  tit 
original  in  the  handwriting  of  Bums.  It  was  hesd«d 
thus,  *(  To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Brsadu'.- 
byne,  President  of  the  Right  Honoarable  sad  Ucmott^ 
able  the  Highland  Society,  which  met  on  theS3d  of  Ms] 
last,  at  the  Shak^>eare,  Covent  Garden,  to  eoacert  wiyi 
and  means  to  frustrate  the  designs  of  four  hoiulr«< 
Highlandersi  who,  as  the  Society  were  informed  bf  Mf 

M., ,  of  A s,  were  so  andacioos  as  to  sttsmpt  an  sa 

cape  from  their  lawful  lairda  and  masters,  whuao  propert; 
they  were,  by  emigrating  from  the  lands  of  Mr.  Mard« 
nald,  of  Glengarry,  to  the  wilds  of  Canada,  in  searcb  o 
that  fontaslio  thing— LiamTT.'*  The  Poem  was  coit 
manicated  by  Bums  to  his  friend  Raakiaa  of  Adam  Bu 
in  Ayrshire.] 

Long  life,  my  Lord,  an'  health  be  yours, 
Unskaith'd  by  hunger'd  Highland  boors ; 
Lord  grant  nae  duddie  desperate  beggar, 
Wi'  dirk,  claymore,  or  rusty  trigger, 
May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life 
She  lilies — as  lambkins  like  a  knife. 

Faith,  you  and  A s  were  right 

To  keep  the  Highland  hounds  in  sight ; 

I  doubt  na !  they  wad  bid  nae  better 

Than  let  them  ance  out  owre  the  water ; 

Then  up  amang  the  lakes  and  seas 

They'll  mak'  what  rules  and  laws  they  pleas 

Some  daring  Hancock,  or  a  Franklin' ; 

May  set  their  Highland  bluid  a  raaklin' ; 

Some  Washington  again  may  head  them. 

Or  some  Montgomery  fearless  lead  them. 

Till  God  knows  what  may  be  effected 

When  by  such  heads  and  hearts  directed^-- 

Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 

May  to  Patrician  rights  aspire  I 

Nae  sage  North,  now,  nor  eager  SackfiUe, 

To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  tiIc^ 

An'  whare  wiU  ye  get  Howes  and  Clintons 

To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance. 

To  cowe  the  rebel  generation, 

An'  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation  ? 

They  an'  be  d-^— d  t  what  right  hae  th^y 

To  meat  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day  ? 

Far  less  to  riches,  pow'r,  or  fireedom^ 

But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  g^e  tKexn  ? 


that  when  he  falls  in  with  hogUSf  whate^^r 
may  be  in  his  going  forward,  there  la 
in  taming  baek. 
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Bui  lieftr,  my  lord !  Glengarry,  hear ! 

Tovr  hand's  owre  light  on  them,  I  fear; 

Yonr  faetort,  gricTea,  tmsteee,  and  bailies, 

I  canna'  aaj  but  thej  do  gayliet ; 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies. 

An'  tirl  the  halliona  to  the  bines ; 

Tet  while  they're  only  poind't  and  herriet, 

They'll  keep  their  stnbbom  Highland  spirit; 

Bttt  smash  them !  crash  them  a'  to  spalls ! 

Aa^  rot  the  dyrors  i'  the  jails  { 

The  young  dogs,  swinge  them  to  the  labour ; 

Let  wark  an*  hunger  mak'  them  sober ! 

The  hizxles,  if  theyre  anghtlins  fawsont. 

Lei  ihem  in  Dmry-lane  be  leason'd ! 

A&'  if  the  wives  an'  dirty  brats 

E*«a  thigger  at  yonr  doors  an'  yetts, 

Plaffan  wi'  duds  an'  grey  wi'  beas*, 

Piightia'  awa  year  deuks  an'  geese. 

Get  ont  a  horsewhip  or  a  jowler. 

The  laagest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler, 

An'  gar  the  tattered  gypues  pack 

Wi'  **  their  bastards  on  their  back ! 

Go  on,  my  Lord !  I  lang  to  meet  yon. 

An'  in  my  house  at  hame  to  greet  you ; 

Wi*  eoaamon  lords  ye  shanna  mingle. 

The  benmoet  neok  beside  the  ingle. 

At  ay  right  ban'  assigned  your  seat 

Tweca  Herod's  hip  an  Polycrate,— 

Or  if  yo<a  on  your  station  tarrow. 

Between  Almagro  and  Fizarro,- 

A  seat  Fm  sure  ye're  weel  deserrin't ; 

Att*  tin  ye  eome-— Yonr  hnmble  rervant, 

BSZXXSBOB* 

/■as  IH,  Atmo  MwuK  6790.     . 
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ta  tke 


•ppMn,  w»t  in  one  of  his  ezennioBM  in 

,  liketf  to  be  detaiiMd  at  WaalockhMd : 

■lippery  with  ice,  hit  nare  kept  her  feet 

4iftc«ltr»  •n'  All  (!>•  bUcknnithi  of  the  Tillage 

|m>  eafaged.  To  Mr.  Taylor,  a  p«rioa  of  inflnenca 

plaea,  tha  poet,  ta  deipair,  addrenad  thii  little 

,  bcffiag  hia  iaterfavaace :  Ihylor  ipoka  to  a  imith ; 

anich  taw  to  hia  tooli,  aharpenad  or  froated  the 

,  aad  it  ia  asid  lirad  for  thirty  yaara  to  boaat  that  ha 

•  nairer  be«a  wall  paid  bat  anea,  and  that  was  by  a 

who  paid  Uffi  ia  noaay,  paid  him  in  drink,  and 


Through  ftrosty  hills  the  jonmey  lay. 
On  foot  the  way  was  plying, 

Poor  slip-shod  giddy  Pegasus 

Was  bat  a  sorry  walker ; 
To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes, 

To  get  a  frosty  calker. 

Obliging  Vulcan  fell  to  work, 
Threw  by  his  coat  and  bonnet, 

And  did  Sol's  business  in  a  crack ; 
Sol  paid  him  with  a  sonnet 

Ye  Vulcan's  sons  of  Wanlockhead, 

Pity  my  sad  disaster ; 
My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shod — 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 

ROBEBT  BUBHS. 

RamagUf  8  o*eloeky  (no  date,) 


Wtru  Pegasus  npon  a  day, 
Apollo  weary  flying, 


OXXI. 

LAMENT 
or 

MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS, 

ON   THS  APPBOACH  Of  SPBINQ. 

[The  poet  cmiununieatad  this  "  Lament*'  to  hit  friend, 
Dr.  Moora,  in  Fabruary,  1701,  but  itwaa  compoaad  abont 
the  cloM  of  tha  preceding  year,  at  tha  raqnait  of  Lady 
Winifred  Maxwell  Conitnble,  of  Terreaglei,  tha  laat  in 
direct  descent  of  the  noble  and  ancient  honaa  of  Max- 
well,  of  Nithsdale.  Barns  azpraasad  himself  mora  than 
commonly  pleased  with  this  composition ;  nor  waa  ha  un- 
rewarded, for  Lady  Winifred  gave  him  a  valnabla  aanif- 
boX|  with  the  portrait  of  tha  unfortunate  Mary  on  tha  ltd. 
The  bed  still  keeps  its  place  in  Terreagles,  on  wUeh  tha 
queen  slept  as  she  was  on  her  way  to  take  rafuga  with 
her  cruel  and  treacherous  cousio,  Elisabeth ;  and  a  latter 
from  bar  no  leas  unfortunate  grandson,  Charles  tha  First, 
calling  tha  Maxwells  to  arm  in  his  cause,  is  prasarrad  ia 
tha  family  archives.] 

Z. 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  every  hlooming  tree, 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  white 

Ont  o'er  the  grassy  lea : 
Now  Phcebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams. 

And  glads  the  azure  skies; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  lies. 


IX. 


Now  laVrocks  wake  the  merry 
Aloft  on  dewy  wing ; 
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The  merle,  in  his  noontide  boVr, 

Makes  woodland  eohoes  ring ; 
The  mans  wild  wi'  mony  a  note. 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
In  love  and  freedom  theyxcjoioei 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest 

III. 
Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank, 

The  primrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  in  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae ; 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  Strang  I 

IV. 

I  was  the  Queen  o*  bonnie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hae  been ; 
Fu'  lightly  rase  I  in  the  mom, 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en : 
And  Tm  the  soy'reign  o'  Scotland, 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands 

And  neyer-ending  care. 

V. 

But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman ! 

My  sister  and  my  fae. 
Grim  yengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae ! 
The  weeping  blood  ux  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  draps  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

VI. 

My  son !  my  son  I  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine ; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign. 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend 

Remember  him  for  me ! 

VII. 

0 !  soon,  to  me,  may  summer  suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  mom ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  com ! 


And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave ; 
And  the  next  flow'rs  that  deck  the  spriog 

Bloom  on  my  peaceftil  grave  1 


cxxn. 

THE  WHISTLE. 

["  As  the  anthentie  prose  history,"  nyi  Buns,  "  » 
the  <  Whittle'  ie  cnriont,  I  shall  here  giw  it.  In  tbi 
train  of  Anne  of  Denmark,  when  she  came  to  Seotluxi 
with  onr  James  the  Sixth,  there  eame  over  also  s  Dnaisl 
gentleman  of  gigantic  stature  and  great  prowsn,  sad  i 
matchless  champion  of  Bacchus.  He  liad  a  Utile  eUcrn 
whistle,  which  at  the  commencement  of  tlia  or^iei,  h 
laid  on  the  table,  and  whoever  was  the  test  able  to  ^U^^ 
it,  everybody  else  being  disabled  by  the  poteocf  of  lii 
bottle,  was  to  carry  off  the  whistle  as  a  tn^y  of  vicu>i; 
The  Dane  produced  credentials  of  his  viotorisf,  witboi 
a  single  defeat,  at  the  courts  of  Copenhsgen,  StocUu'li 
Moscow,  Warsaw,  and  several  of  the  petty  coant 
Germany ;  and  challenged  the  Scotch  Baechaaaliaiui 
the  alternative  of  trying  his  prowess,  or  else  of  acluyti 
lodging  their  inferiority.  After  many  overthroxrs  oa  I 
part  of  the  Scots,  the  Dane  was  eneounterod  by  I 
Robert  Lawrie,  of  Moxwelton,  ancestor  of  the  pnv 
worthy  baronet  of  that  name ;  who,  aAer  three  days  i 
three  nights'  hard  contest,  left  the  ScaadinaviaB  as 
the  table, 

<  And  blew  on  the  whistle  his  reqoiem  sbriU.' 

"Sir  Walter,  son  to  Sir  Robert  before  inenUoi 
afterwards  lost  the  whistle  to  Walter  Riddel,  of  C 
nddel,  who  had  married  a  sister  of  Sir  Walter* s.~ 
Friday,  the  10th  of  October,  1790,  at  Friars*Carie, 
whistle  was  once  more  contended  for,  as  relates 
the  ballad,  by  the  present  Sir  Robert  of  Maxwel 
Robert  Riddel,  Esq.,  of  Glenriddel,  lineal  descen 
and  repnsentative  of  Walter  Riddel,  who  won  the  v 
tie,  and  in  whose  family  it  had  coatianed  j  and  Alrxa 
Feigusson,  Esq.,  of  Craigdarroch,  Ukewiae  dese< 
of  the  great  Sir  Robert ;  which  last  gentleman  Garri< 
the  hard-won  honours  of  the  field." 

The  jovial  contest  took  place  in  the  diaing-nx 
Friars-Carse,  in  the  presence  of  the  Baxd,  wrbo 
bottle  and  bottle  about  with  them,  and  saemod  quit 
posed  to  take  np  the  conqueror  when  the  dnj  dawi 

I  BiKO  of  a  whistle,  a  whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  whistle,  the  pride  of  tlie  Nortb 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  8c 

king. 
And  long  with  this  whistle  all  Scotland 

ring. 


Old  Loda,'  still  meing  the  am  of 
The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  firom 

I  See  Ostias*s  Carie-thafK. 
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in 


**  Thia  whlsile'a  jow  otalUnge— to  Scotland  get 

o'er, 
And  drink  tltem  to  hell.  Sir  1  or  ne'er  aee  me 

morel" 

Old  poeta  hare  anng,  and  old  ohronioles  teU, 
WHat  champions  Tentnr'd,  what  champions  fell ; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still, 
And  blew  on  his  whistle  his  requiem  shriU. 

Till  Eobert,  the  Lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scanr, 
Uninatfeh'd  at  tha  bottle,  nneonqner'd  in  war. 
He  drank  his  poor  godship  as  deep  as  the  sea, 
9o  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 

Th«s  Bobert,  Tictorious,  the  trophy  has  gidn'd; 
Hhieh  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain'd ; 
TQl  three  noble  chieftiuns,  and  all  of  his  blood, 
The  jovial  contest  again  hare  renew'd. 

Three  jojoos  good  feUows,  with  hearts  clear  of 

ilmw; 
Cralgdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and 

law; 
And  truMtj  Qlenriddel,  so  skill'd  In  old  coins ; 
And  gaUant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines. 

Cralgdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as 

on. 

Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  np  tlie  spoil; 
Or  clae  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan. 
And  once  more^  in  claret,  try  which  was  the 


'<By  the  gods  of  the  ancients!"  Qlenriddel  re- 
plies, 
^  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prise, 
m  eonjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Borie  More,i 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times 


0  er. 


Sir  Bobert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend, 
Bol  he  ne'er  tum'd  his  back  on  his  foe— or  his 

ftl^nd. 
Said,  toss  down  the  whistle,  the  prise  of  the 

fidd, 
Andy  knee-deep  in  elaret,  he'd  die  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair, 
0o  poted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 
Bol  tot  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known 
to  fame 
the  sense,  wit»  and  taste  of  a  sweet  lorely 


'sTMrlolheBebridei. 


A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray. 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day; 
A  bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply, 
And  eVry  new  cork  is  a  new  spring  of  Joy ; 
In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so 

set. 
And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they 

were  wet 

Gay  Pleasure  ran  riot  as  btmipers  ran  o'er; 
Bright  Phoebus  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyous  a  core, 
And  Tow'd  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite 

forlorn, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  find  them  next  mom. 

Six  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night, 
When  gallant  Sir  Bobert,  to  finish  the  fight, 
Tum'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestor 
did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage. 
No  longer  the  warfare,  ungodly,  would  wage ; 
A  high-ruling  Elder  to  wallow  in  wine  1 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Bobert  fought  hard  to  the  end ; 

But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart-bumpers  con- 
tend? 

Though  fate  said — a  hero  shaU  pwish  in  light; 

So  np  rose  bright  Phoebus— and  down  fell  the 
knight 

Next  up  rose  our  bard,  like  a  prophet  In  drink ; — 
"  Crugdarroch,  thoult  soar  when  creation  shall 

rink; 
But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Come— one  bottle  more — ^and  have  at  the  sub- 
lime I 

«  Thy  line,  that  have  straggled  for  freedom  with 

Brace, 
Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce : 
So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay ; 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of 

day  I" 
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cxxm. 


ELEOY 


o« 


MISS  BURNET, 

or  MONBODDO. 

[Tbia  beautifal  and  accomplithad  lady,  the  haavfidy 
Baraety  a>  fiuraa  loved  to  call  her,  waa  daughter  to  the 
odd  and  the  elegant,  the  clever  and  the  whimaical  Lord 
Monboddo.  **  In  domeatie  clreumetances,"  aaya  Robert 
Chambers,  « Monboddo  wai  particnlarly  unfortunate. 
His  wife,  a  very  beaatiful  woman,  died  in  child-bed.  Hia 
aon,  a  promiaing  boy,  in  whose  edacation  he  took  great 
delight,  waa  likewiae  anatched  from  hia  afiectiona  by  a 
promatnre  death ;  and  hia  aecond  daughter,  in  peraonal 
lovelineaa  one  of  the  firat  women  of  the  age,  waa  cat  off 
by  eonaumption,  when  only  twenty-five  yeara  old. "  Her 
name  waa  Elizabeth.] 

Lira  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prise 
As  Bomet,  lovely  from  her  natire  skies; 
Nor  envioos  death  so  trinmph'd  in  a  blow, 
As  that  which  laid  th'  aooompllsh'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget! 
In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set! 
In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shown, 
As  by  his  noblest  work,  the  Godhead  best  is 
known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groyes ; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  shore, 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chant  your  idle  lores, 

Te  cease  to  charm — Eliza  is  no  more  I 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  immix'd  with  reedy  fens ; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes 
stored ; 
Ye  rugged  clilFs,  overhanging  dreary  glens, 

To  you  I  fly,  ye  with  my  soul  accord. 

Princes,  whose  cumVrous  pride  was  all  their 
worth. 

Shall  Tcnal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail  T 
And  thou,  sweet  excellence !  forsake  our  earth. 

And  not  a  muse  in  honest  grief  bewail ! 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty  s  pride, 
And  virtue's  light,  that  beams  beyond  the 
spheres ; 

But  like  the  sun  edips'd  at  morning  tide. 
Thou  left'st  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 

The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee. 
That  heart  how  su^  a  prey  to  grief  and 
care; 

80  deck'd  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree ; 
80  from  it  rarish'd,  learee  it  bleak  and  bare. 


cxxrv. 


LAMENT 


waa. 


JAMES,  EARL  OF  GLENCAIBN. 

[Bnma  lamented  the  death  of  thia  kind  and  aeeoiD> 
pliahed  nobleman  with  melancholy  aincerity :  be  moT^ 
over  named  one  of  hia  aona  for  him:  he  want  into  moun> 
ing  wiien  he  heard  of  hia  deettii  and  he  aang  of  hia  nent) 
in  a  atrain  not  deatined  aoon  to  loae  the  place  it  haa  tain 
among  yeraea  which  record  the  naniea  of  the  noble  aai 
the  generona.  He  died  Janoary  30,  1791,  in  the  forty 
aecond  year  of  hia  age.  Jamea  Cnnningham  wia  ne 
ceeded  in  hia  title  by  hia  brother,  and  with  bim  txpirtd 
in  1700,  the  laat  of  a  race,  whoae  naae  ia  iatiaiatel 
connected  with  the  Biafeory  of  Beotlaad,  from  the  day 
of  Malcolm  Caimiore.] 

I. 
Tsi  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills, 

By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 
Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods 

That  way'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stretm : 
Beneath  a  craggy  steep,  a  bard, 

Laden  with  years  and  meikle  pain, 
In  loud  lament  bewaU'd  his  lord, 

Whom  death  had  aU  untimely  ta'en. 

II. 

He  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  ^k,        [yeax 

Whose  trunk  was  mould'ring  down  wi 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time, 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears ; 
And  as  he  touch'd  his  trembling  harp. 

And  as  he  tun'd  his  doleftd  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro*  their  cayes. 

To  echo  bore  the  notes  alang. 

• 

III. 
«  Te  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  8ing» 

The  reliques  of  the  yemal  quire  I 
Te  woods  that  shed  on  a*  the  winds 

The  honours  of  the  aged  year ! 
A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  ear  and  a*e ; 
But  nocht  in  all  rerolring  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  m«. 

IV. 

'<  I  am  a  bending  ii^ed  tree, 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rm 
But  now  has  come  a  cruel  bl«at» 

And  my  last  hold  of  earth  is  gano  i 
Nae  leaf  0'  mine  shall  greet  the  aprini; 

Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  storm , 

And  ithers  plant  them  in  my 
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V. 

**  IVe  seen  sae  monj  changcfa'  yean, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men. 

Alike  unknowing  and  nnlmown : 
Cnheardf  nnpitied,  unrelioTed, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  eare, 
For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dost. 

Lie  a'  that  wonld  my  sorrows  share. 

**  And  last  (the  sum  of  a*  my  griefs !) 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
The  flow'r  amang  onr  barons  bold, 

His  eonntry's  pride !  his  country's  stay- 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine. 

For  %'  the  life  of  life  is  dead. 
And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken. 

On  forward  wing  for  OTer  fled. 

TII. 

*'  Awake  thy  last  sad  Toice,  my  harp ! 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair ; 
Awake !  resound  thy  latest  lay — 

Then  sleep  in  silence  erermair  1 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  ftiend, 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb. 
Accept  this  tribute  firom  the  bard    [gloom. 

Though  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest 

VIII. 

**  In  poverty's  low  barren  Tale 

Thick  mists,  obscure,  inToWd  me  round ; 
Though  oft  I  tum'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found : 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun. 

That  melts  the  fogs  in  limpid  air. 
The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  song 

Becaae  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

XX. 

•*  O !  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date  T 

While  TiUains  ripen  gray  with  time ; 
Most  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rous,  great, 

Fan  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime  t 
Wbj  did  I  lire  to  see  that  day  T 

A  dMj  to  me  so  taU  of  woe  I— • 
O  hmd  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

Wliich  laid  my  benefketor  low. 

X. 

^  Tb«  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 
W ••  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 

Tlie  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 
Thtti  on  his  head  An  hour  has  been ; 


The  mother  may  forget  the  child 
That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee ; 

But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencaim, 
And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me  !*' 


cxxv. 

LINES 

tSST  TO 

SIR  JOHN  WHIT£FOORD,  BABT., 

or  wHXTiroonD. 

WITH  TBS  roExeoiire  roBM. 

[Sir  John  Whitefoordi  •  name  of  old  stBiiding  la 
Ayrahin,  inherited  tha  love  of  bis  family  for  Utazatwe, 
and  interastad  himaalf  aarly  in  tha  fame  and  fortnnat  of 
Bania.] 

Thou,  who  thy  honour  as  thy  God  reyer'st, 
Who,  save  thy  mind's  reproach,  nought  earthly 

fear'st. 
To  thee  this  YotiTe  oiTering  I  impart, 
The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 
The  friend  thou  raluedst,  I,  the  patron,  loT'd ; 
His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approT'd, 
We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone, 
And  tread  the  dreary  path  to  that  dark  world 

unknown. 


OXXVI. 

ADDRESS 

TO 

THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON, 

OB  CSOWIflXO  HIS  BUST  AT  XDHAM  WITH  BATl. 

["  Lord  Baehan  haa  tha  plaarara  to  iaWta  Mr.  Bama 
to  naka  one  at  tha  eoronation  of  tha  but  of  Thomaoa, 
on  Ednam  Hill,  on  tha  29d  of  Saptamhar :  for  which  day 
parh^>a  hia  mnta  may  inq)ira  an  oda  raitad  to  tha  oeca- 
aion.  Soppoaa  Mr.  Bama  thonld,  laavin^  tha  Nith,  go 
acron  tha  country,  and  meat  tha  Twaad  at  tha  naaratt 
point  rrom  hia  farm,  and,  wmndartng  aloi^  tha  paatorai 
banka  of  Thomioa'a  para  parant  atraara,  eatch  inipiratioa 
in  tha  daviooa  walk,  till  ha  finda  Lord  Baehan  aitting  on 
tha  niina  of  Drybaigh.  There  tha  Gommandator  will 
give  him  a  hearty  welcome,  and  try  to  light  hia  lamp  at 
tha  pare  flame  of  native  genias,  npon  the  altar  of  Cale- 
donian virtue."  Snch  waa  tha  invitation  of  the  Barl  of 
Bnchan  to  Bami.  To  raqneet  tha  post  to  lay  down  hia 
I  aiekla  whan  hii  harveet  wai  half  reaped,  and  tniTene 
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one  of  th«  wildost  and  most  nntroddea  ways  in  Scotland, 
for  the  purpoBe  of  looking  at  the  fantastic  coronation  of 
the  bad  bast  of  an  excellent  poet,  was  worthy  of  LonT 
Bnchan.  The  poor  bard  made  answer,  that  a  week's 
absence  in  the  middle  of  his  harvest  was  a  step  he  durst 
not  ventnre  upon — ^but  he  sent  this  Poem. 

The  poet's  manoscript  aflbrda  the  following  interesting 
variations : — 

*«  While  cold-eyed  Spring,  a  virgin  coy, 
Unfolda  her  verdant  mantle  sweet, 

Or  pranks  the  lod  in  frolic  joy, 
A  carpet  for  her  youthful  feet : 

"While  Summer,  with  a  matron's  grace. 

Walks  stately  in  the  cooling  shade, 
And  oft  delighted  loves  to  trace 

The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 

• 

**  While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

With  age's  hoary  honours  clad, 
Bnrveys,  with  self-approving  mind, 

JBach  creature  on  his  bounty  fed." 

Whilb  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 

Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolio  mood, 
Or  tunes  ^olian  strains  betweeii : 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Betreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade. 

Yet  ofty  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head. 

And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind, 
Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed : 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows. 

Bousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows : 

• 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year  I 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear, 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


OXXVII. 


TO 


BOBEBT  GBAEAM,  ESQ., 

or    VIHTBAT. 

f 

By  this  Poem  Bums  prepared  the  way  for  his  hamble 
request  to  be  removed  to  a  district  more  moderate  in  its 
bounds  than  one  which  extended  over  ten  country 
paruhes,  and  exposed  him  both  to  fatigue  and  expense. 


This  wish  was  expressed  in  prose,  and  was  in  due  timi 
attended  to,  for  Fintray  wan  a  gentleman  at  once  kind 
and  considerate.] 

Lats  crippl'd  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg, 
About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg: 
Dull,  listless,  teas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest, 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest ;) 
Will  generous  Graham  list  to  his  Poet's  trail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  misery,  hearkening  to  her  talc,) 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  surrey' d, 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade ! 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Nature !  I  arr^gn ; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain : 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 
One  shakes  the  forests,  and  one  spunis  tiie 

ground: 
Thou  giY*st  the  asa  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 
Th'  envenom'd  wasp,  Tictorioni,  guards  his  cell; 
Thy  minions,  kings,  defend,  control,  deyonr, 
In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power ; 
Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtile  wiles  insure  *, 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 
Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  dru| 
The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes  ai 

snug; 
Ev'n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts, 
ner  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  m 

darts;— 
But,  oh  t  thou  bitter  stepmother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor  fenceless,  naked  child^the  Barti 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill, 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still ; 
No  heels  lo  bear  him  from  the  op'nlng  dun ; 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shim ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  wor 
And  those,  alas  1  not  Amalthea'a  horn : 
No  nerres  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  troatj  cor. 
Clad  in  rich  dullness'  comfortable  fur ; — 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  aching  pride. 
He  bears  the  unbroken  blast  from  every  siii 
Yampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  tl&o  heat 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  renom  dart. 

Critics  I — appall'd  I  venture  on  tho  name. 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paUxs  of  fa 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Moaroe:: 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose, 

His  heart  by  causeless  wanton  malice  wru 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  atuni^ 
His  well-won  bays,  than  life  itself  more  ^ 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  eprig 
wear: 
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Foil'd,  bleeding,  tortor'd,  in  the  tineqnal  strife, 
The  hapless  poet  flounders  on  through  life ; 
TiU,  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fir'd, 
And  fled  each  mnse  that  glorious  once  inspired. 
Low  sunk  in  squalid,  unprotected  age, 
Dead,  eren  resentment,  for  his  iignr'd  page, 
He  heeds  or  fe^  no  more  the  ruthless  critic's 
rage! 

So,  by  some  hedge,  the  generous  steed  deceasM, 
For  half*starT*d  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast : 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone, 
Lies  senseless  of  each  tngging.bitch's  son. 

4 

0  dullness  2  portion  of  the  truly  blest  I 
Calm  sheltered  hayen  of  eternal  xest! 
Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  mantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup, 
With  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up ; 
Cottseioua  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  de- 

'  senre, 
They  only  wonder  "  some  folks"  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hem  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope. 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope, 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  that  "fools  are  fortune's 


*t 


care. 

So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks. 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  oz« 

Not  so  the  idle  muses*  mad-cap  train. 

Not  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck 

brain; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turns  in  soaring  heav'n  or  vaulted  hell 
I  dread  thee,  fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear ! 
Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Glcneaim,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust ; 
(Fled,  Hke  the  sun  edips'd  as  noon  appears, 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears :) 
0!  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'r! — 
Fintray,  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare  t 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown ; 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down ! 
May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path ; 
Give  energy  to  life ;  and  soothe  his  Ifttest  breath. 
With  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of  death  t 


cxxvm. 


TO 


ROBERT  GRAHAM,  ESQ., 

or  riNmAT. 
OS  asosivxHa  ▲  favous. 

[Graham  of  Fintray  not  only  obtained  for  the  poet  the 
appointment  in  the  ExeiM,  whieh,  while  he  lived  in 
£dinbaiigh,  he  desired,  bat  he  alio  removed  him^  aa  ho 
wished,  to  a  better  district;  and  wheS  impntatioaswere 
thrown  out  against  his  loyalty,  be  defended  him  with 
obstinate  and  saccessful  eloqaence.  Fintray  did  all  thai 
was  done  to  raise  Bums  ont  of  the  toiling  humility  of  hit 
condition,  and  enable  him  to  serve  the  muse  withont  fear 
of  want.] 

I  CALL  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns ; 
Friend  of  my  life !  my  ardent  spirit  bums, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  jny  heart  returns. 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver,  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day !  thou  other  paler  light  I 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface ; 
I£  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spheres. 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years  1 


A  VISION. 

[This  Vision  of  Uberty  descended  on  Bams  amrag  tho 
magniiieent  mine  of  the  College  of  Linclnden,  whieh 
stand  on  the  jnnction  of  the  Cluden  and  the  Nith,  a  abort 
mile  above  Dumfries.  He  gave  us  the  Vision ;  perhaps, 
he  dared  not  in  those  yeasty  times  venture  on  the  song, 
which  his  secret  visitant  ponred  from  her  lips.  The 
scene  is  ohiefly  copied  from  natnre :  the  awellings  of  the 
Nith,  the  bowlings  of  the  fox  on  the  hill,  and  the  cry  of 
the  owl,  unite  at  times  with  the  natural  beauty  of  the 
spot,  and  give  it  life  and  voice.  These  ruins  were  a 
favourite  haunt  of  the  poet.] 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower. 
Where  the  wa' -flower  scents  the  dewy  air. 

Where  th'  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care ; 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  along  the  sky ; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply.       .   . 


"^-^ 


^r^ 


182 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


I- 


The  stream,  adoim  its  hazelly  path. 
Was  nii^hing  by  the  ruin'd  wa's, 

Hasting  to  Join  the  sweeping  Nith,^ 
Whose  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 

The  canld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi*  hissing  eerie  din; 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  fortune's  faTonrs,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  I  tnm'd  mine  eyes, 
And,  by  the  moonbeam,  shook  to  see 

A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaist  arise, 
Attir'd  as  minstrels  wont  to  be.' 

Had  I  a  statue  been  o'  stane, 
His  darin'  look  had  daunted  me ; 

And  on  his  bonnet  graVd  was  plain. 
The  sacred  posy — *  Llbertie  I* 

And  flrae  his  harp  sic  strains  <Ud  flow, 
Might roos'd  the  slnmVring  dead  to  hear; 

Bat,  oh !  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear. 

He  sang  wi'  joy  the  former  day, 

He  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  times ;         • 
But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play,— 

I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes. 


ozxx. 


TO 


JOHN  MAXWELL  OF  TERBAUGHTY, 

Oir   BIS   BIXTH-9AT. 

[John  Maxwell  of  Terranffhty  and  Manihei,  to  whom 
theM  Tersea  are  addreiMd,  though  descended  from  the 
Earls  of  Nithsdale,  cared  little  a^nt  lineage,  and  claim- 
ad  merit  only  (h>ma  jndgment  aoondand  clear— «  know- 
*  ledge  of  baainess  which  penetrated  into  all  the  concern^ 
of  life,  and  a  akill  in  handlii^  the  moat  difficult  aabjectai 
which  waa  considered  nnriralled.  Under  an  anatere 
manner,  he  hid  much  kindness  of  heart,  and  was  in  a 
fhir  way  of  doing  an  act  of  gentleness  when  giving  a  re- 
fusal. He  lored  to  meet  Bums :  not  that  he  either  cared 
for  or  conqirehended  poetry;  bat  he  was  pleased  with 
his  knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  with  the  keen  and 


▼ABIATIORS. 

1  To  join  yon  river  on  the  Strath. 

t  Now  looking  over  firth  and  fauld, 
Her  horn  the  pale-fac*d  Cynthia  rear'd ; 

When,  l0|  in  form  of  minstrel  auld, 
▲  Item  and  stalwart  ghaist  appeared. 


piercing  remarka  in  which  he  indvlged.  fle  was  una- 
ty-one  years  old  when  these  verses  were  writtto,  tad 
annrived  the  poet  twenty  yeara.] 

HiAiTH  to  the  Maxwell's  vefran  chief! 
Health,  ay  nnsour'd  by  care  or  grief: 
Inspired,  I  tom'd  Fate's  sybil  leaf 

This  natal  morn ; 
I  see  thy  life  is  stuff  o'  prief, 

Scarce  quite  half  worn. 

This  day  thou  metes  three  score  eleven, 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteous  Heaven 
(The  second  sight,  ye  ken,  is  given 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  k  tack  o'  seren  times  seven 

Will  yet  bestow  it. 

If  envious  buckles  riew  wi'  sorrow 

Thy  lengthen'd  days  on  this  blest  morrow, 

May  desolation's  lang  teeth'd  harrow, 

Nine  miles  an  hour, 
Bake  them  like  Sodom  and  Qomorrah, 

In  brunstane  stonre — 

But  for  thy  fHends,  and  they  are  mony, 
Baith  honest  men  and  lasses  bonnie, 
May  couthie  fortune,  kind  and  caniue, 

In  social  glee, 
Wi'  mornings  blythe  and  e'enings  f^nny 

Bless  them  and  thee ! 

Fareweel,  auld  birkie !  Lord  be  near  ye. 
And  then  the  Bell  he  daur  na  steer  ye ; 
Your  friends  ay  love,  your  faes  ay  fear  yc 

For  me,  shame  fa*  me 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  yo 

While  BuENs  they  ca*  i 

Dumjrki,  18  FA.  1792. 


CXXXI. 
THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN. 

JLX  OCCASIOKAL  ASDKSSS  SPOKSIT  BT  KISS   T09TK1 
ON  HBK  BBmETXT  KIOKT, 

Nov.  88, 17W. 

[Miss  Fontenelle  was  one  of  the  actresuvs  larhon 
liamson,  the  manager,  bronght  for  aeveratl  ser^si 
Dumfries:  she  waa  young  and  pretty,  indulged  i« 
levitieaof  apeeeh,  and  ramonr  added,  perhapa  inal  io 
levitiea  of  action.  Tlie  Rtghta  of  Maa  had  b««x 
cated  by  Paine,  the  Righta  of  Woman  by  Iklai^^ 


*: 
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■tonecroft,  aiid  aooght  was  talked  of,  bat  the  moni  and 
political  rof  eiMratioa  of  the  world.    The  line 

**  Bat  trace  with  kiage  and  trace  with  coaititationi,'* 

fot  BB  oaeiril  twist  ia  recitatioa,  from  eome  of  the  aadi- 
•aee.  The  words  Mrere  eagerly  caught  opi  and  had  aome 
hiaaea  beatowed  on  them.] 

Wbilb  £iirope*8  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighfy  thingSy 
The  late  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings ; 
While  qnseks  of  state  must  each  produce  his 

plan, 
And  eren  children  lisp  the  Bights  of  Man ; 
Amid  this  mighty  foss  Jost  let  me  mention, 
The  Bights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention* 

First  on  the  sexes'  intermix'd  connexion. 
One  sacred  Bight  of  Woman  is  protection* 
The  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate, 
Helpless,  most  £all  before  the  blasts  of  fate, 
Snnk  on  the  earth,  defac*d  its  loTcly  form, 
Unless  jonr  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. 

Ov  second  Bight — ^bnt  needless  here  is  caution. 
To  keep  that  right  iuTiolate's  the  fashion, 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him, 
fle'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — 'Us  decorum. — 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polish'd  days, 
A  time,  when  rough,  rude  man  had  naughty 

ways; 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot, 
Kay,  eren  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet. 

Kcw,  thank  our  stars !  these  Gothic  times  are  fled ; 
Kov,  well-bred  men — and  you  are  all  well* 

bred-- 
Most  Jnstiy  think  (and  we  are  much  the  guners) 
Such  eondoet  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 

For  Bight  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our 

dearest. 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the  nearest. 
Which  even  the  Bights  of  Kings  in  low  pros- 
tration , 
Mc9t  humbly  own— 'tis  dear,  dear  admiration! 
1a  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  Htc  and  mote ; 
There  taste  that  life  of  life— immortal  lore. — 
Sailer,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  drs, 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  sarage  dares— 
Whea  awAtl  Beauty  Joins  with  all  her  charms, 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  t 

But  tmee  with  kings  and  truce  with  constitutions. 
With  bleody  armaments  and  rcTolutions, 
Let  SBJ^esty  your  first  attention  summon, 
Ah  t  ^  ira !  rui  vajkstt  or  womav  ! 


CXXXII. 
MONODY, 

OS  A  LADT  WXUMD  FOX  HXS  CAPXICS. 

[The  heroine  of  thia  rongh  larapooa  was  Mra.  Riddel 
of  Woodleigh  Park :  a  lady  young  and  gay,  much  of  a 
wit,  and  aomethiag  of  a  poetesa,  and  till  the  hour  of  his 
death  the  friend  of  Barna  hintaelf.  She  palled  hia  dia* 
pleaaare  on  her,  it  is  said,  by  amiling  more  sweetly  than 
he  liked  oa  aome  "epealetted  eoxeomba,"  for  ao  he 
sometimes  designated  commissioned  officers:  the  lady 
aoon  laoghed  him  oat  of  his  mood.  Wo  owe  to  her  pex 
an  account  of  her  last  iatenriew  with  the  poet,  written 
with  great  beauty  and  feeliag.] 

How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fired. 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately 
glisten'd ! 
How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  ofl 
tired. 
How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flatteiy  bo  lis* 
ten'dl 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await. 
From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  re« 
mov'd ; 

How  doubly  severer,  Maria,  thy  fate. 
Thou  diest  unwept  as  thou  liyedst  unloT'd. 

Loves,  Graces,  and  Virtues,  I  call  not  on  you ; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear : 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  Folly  so  true. 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Maria's  cold  bier* 

We'll  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly 
flower, 
Well  roam  through  the  forest  for  each  idle 
weed; 
But  chiefly  the  nettie,  so  typical,  shower. 
For  none  e'er  approach'd  her  but  rued  the 
rash  deed. 

We'U  sculpture  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the 
lay; 
Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
There  keen  indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey. 
Which  spuming  Contempt  shall  redeem  from 
his  ire. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect. 
What  once  was  a  butterfly,  gay  in  life's  beam : 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect. 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  hor  estoem. 
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EPISTLE 


FmoK 


ESOPCS  TO  MARIA. 
•  • 

[WilUanuon,  the  actor,  Colonel  Mecdoaoll,  Captain 
Olllespiei  and  Mra.Biddel,  are  the  characters  which  past 
over  the  stage  in  this  strange  composition :  it  is  printed 
from  the  Poet's  own  mauuseripti  and  seems  a  sort  of 
ODtpoaring  of  wrath  and  contempt,  on  persons  who,  in  his 
eyes,  gave  themselves  airs  beyond  their  condition,  or 
their  merits.  The  verse  of  the  lady  is  held  up  to  con- 
tempt and  laughter :  the  satirist  celebrates  her 

<<  Motley  foundling  fancies,  stolen  or  strayed;" 

and  has  a  passing  hit  at  her 

<'  Still  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all  reply."] 

Fbox  those  drear  BolitudeB  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  infamy  with  sad  repentance  dwells ; 
Where  tomkeys  make  the  jealous  portal  fast, 
And  deal  from  iron  hands  the  spare  repast ; 
Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  young  in  sin, 
Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in ; 
Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar, 
BesoWe  to  drink,  nay,  half  to  whore,  no  more ; 
Where  tiny  thieves  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing, 
Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  stripg : 
From  these  dire  scenes  my  wretched  lines  I  date, 
To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

"  Alas  1 1  feel  I  am  no  actor  here !" 

*Tis  real  hangmen,  real  scourges  bear  I 

Prepare,  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale ; 

Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  polled. 

By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold, 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care, 

Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare. 

The  hero  of  the  mimio  scene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar ; 

Or  haughty  Chieftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms. 

In  Highland  bonnet  woo  Malvina's  charms ; 

While  sans  culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high, 

And  steal  from  me  Maria's  prjring  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet  I     Once  my  proudest 

dress, 
Now  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press4 
I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar. 
And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war. 
I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons,' 
And  even  out-Irish  his  Hibernian  bronie ; 
The  crafty  colonel'  leaves  the  tartan'd  lines. 
For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines ; 

'i  Captain  Gillespie. 


The  hopeAil  youth,  in  Scottish  senate  bred, 
Who  owns  a  Bushby's  heart  without  the  head; 
Comes,  'mid  a  string  of  coxcombs  to  display 
That  yeni,  Tidi,  vici,  is  his  way ; 
The  shrinking  bard  adown  the  alley  skulks, 
And  dreads  a  meeting  worse  thin  Woolvicb 

hulks; 
Though  there,  his  heresies  in  ehuroh  and  state 
Might  well  award  him  Mnir  and  Palmer's  fate: 
Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on, 
And  dares  the  public  like  a  noontide  sun. 
(What  scandal  call'd  liaria's  janty  stagger 
The  rioket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger, 
Whose  spleen  e'en  worse  than  Bums'  venom  whet 
He  dips  in  gall  unmix'd  his  eager  pen, — 
And  pours  his  Tengeaaoe  in  the  burning  line, 
Who  christen'd  thus  Maria's  lyre  dime ; 
The  idiot  strum  of  vanity  bemused. 
And  even  th'  abuse  of  poeey  abused ! 
Who  call'd  her  Terse,  a  parish  workhouse  mad* 
For  motley  foundling  fancies,  stolen  or  stra/dl 

A  workhouse  t  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woe 
And  pillows  on  the  thom  my  rack'd  repose  1 
In  durance  yile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep, 
And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  steep ; 
That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  has  lain  of  yo] 
And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale,  thus  thy  wrath  on  Tagra: 

pour? 
Must  earth  no  rascal  save  thyself  endure ! 
Must  thou  alone  in  guilt  immortal  swell. 
And  make  a  vast  monopoly  of  hell  t 
T&ou  know'st,  the  virtues  cannot  hate  thee  wo 
The  yices  also,  must  they  club  their  curse  t 
Or  must  no  tiny  sin  to  others  fall. 
Because  thy  guilt's  supreme  enough  for  all ' 

Maria,  send  me  too  thy  griefs  and  cares ; 
In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  Esopus  shares. 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  unfurls. 
Who  on  my* fair  one  satire's  vengeance  hur 
Who  calls  thee,  pert,  affected,  rain  coqucti 
A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit  7 
Who  says,  that  fool  alone  is  not  thy  due. 
And  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  trui 
Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn« 
And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  born 
For  who  can  write  and  speak  aa  thou  aind 
My  periods  that  deciphering  deiy. 
And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  that  co&qui 
reply. 

scol.llaedoaatt. 
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CXXXIV. 

POSM 
ON  PASTORAL  POETRY. 

(Though  Gilbert  Bariu  nys  there  ii  aome  donbt  of 
rh^  Poem  being  by  hia  brother,  aad  thoagh  Robert  Cham- 
bers declare!  that  he  "  haa  aearcely  a  doubt  that  it  ia  not 
i»f  the  Aynriiire  Batd/*  I  nuiat  print  it  as  hia,  for  I  have 
ti»  doQbt  oB  the  aobject.  It  waa  found  among  the  papera 
of  the  poet,  in  hia  own  handMrriting:  the  aecond,  the 
rmrth,  and  the  concluding  veraea  bear  the  Buma'  atamp, 
%\'t.ich  BO  one  haa  been  aueceaaful  in  counterfeiting : 
tii«y  reaamMe  the  vvraea  of  Beattie,  to  which  Chambera 
iicti  compared  them,  aa  little  aa  the  cry  of  the  eagle  re- 
•emblea  the  chirp  of  the  wren.] 

Hail  Poesie !  thou  Nymph  re8erT*d! 

In  climse  o'  thee,  what  crowds  hae  swerr'd 

Frae  eommoa  sense,  or  sunk  enerr'd 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clayers ; ' 
And  och !  o'er  aft  thy  joes  hae  stanf'd 

Mid  a'  thy  f ayonrs ! 

Say,  Lassie,  why  thy  train  amang, 
Wh3e  lond  the  tramp's  heroic  dang, 
And  sock  or  buskin  sielp  alang. 

To  death  or  marriage ; 
Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage  ? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives; 
Eschylna'  pen  Will  Shakspeare  drives ; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knorlin,  'till  him  rives 

Horatianfame; 
In  thy  Bweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Even  Sappho's  flame. 

Bat  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches  ? 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches ; 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinklin  patches 

0'  heathen  tatters ; 
I  paas  by  bonders,  nameless  wretches. 

That  ape  their  betters. 


In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  and  lear, 
WiH  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 
Blnw  sweetly  in  its  native  air 

And  rural  grace ; 
Jjul  wi*  the  far-fam'd  Grecian  share 

A  rival  place  ? 

Tea  I  there  is  ane ;  a  Scottish  callan — 
There's  ane ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan ! 
Thoo  need  na  jouk  behint  the  hallan, 

A  chiel  sae  clever ; 
Tk»  Ceeth  o'  Ume  may  gnaw  Tantallan, 

Bat  thon's  for  ever  1 


Thou  paints  auld  nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  griefs  will  tell  I 

In  gowany  glens  thy  bumie  strays. 
Where  bonnie  lasses  bleach  their  claes  ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray. 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell ; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

0'  witchhi'  love ; 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell. 

The  sternest  move. 


cxxxv. 

SONNET, 

WSXTTXS    ox  THS    TWXNTT-rirTH   OV    JANUAST,  1703, 

TU    BIRTHDAY    OV   TBS    AVTKOR,    OH    HRAXISTO    A 

TKEUeH  IIITG  X2f  A  MOaRIllO  WALK. 

[Bams  waa  fond  of  a  aaanter  in  a  leaflesa  wood,  when 
the  winter  atorm  howled  among  the  branches.  These 
characteristic  lines  were  composed  on  the  morning  of  his 
birthday,  with  the  Nith  at  his  feet,  and  the  rains  of 
Lineladen  at  his  side :  he  is  willing  to  accept  the  un- 
looked-for song  of  the  thrush  as  a  fortunate  omen.]  ^ 

Snra  on,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leafless  bougb, 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain : 
See,  aged  ¥^ter,  'mid  his  surly  reign, 

At  thy  blythe  carol  clears  his  furrow'd  brow. 

So,  in  lone  Poverty's  dominion  drear, 
Sits  meek  Content  with  light  unanzious  heart. 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part. 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  Thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient 
skies! 

Riches  denied,  Thy  boon  was  purer  joys. 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away. 

Tet  come,  tl^ou  child  of  poverty  and  care. 
The  mite  high  Heaven  bestow'd,  that  mite  with 
thee  ru  share. 


^— ^ 
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SONNET, 

ox  *HX 

DEATH  OF  ROBERT  RIDDEL,  ESQ. 

or  QLKNSIDDIL, 
April,  17M. 

[The  death  of  Glencalra,  who  was  hli  patron,  and  the 
death  of  Glenriddel,  who  waa  hla  iriend,  and  had,  while 
he  liyed  at  EUiBland,  been  hia  neighboar,  weighed  hard 
on  the  mind  of  Barns,  who,  about  this  time,  began  to 
regard  his  own  future  fortune  with  more  of  dismay  than 
of  hope.  Riddel  united  antiquarian  pursuits  with  those  of 
literature,  and  experienced  all  the  Tulgar  prejudices  en- 
tertained by  the  peasantry  against  those  who  indulge  in 
such  researches.  His  collection  of  what  the  rustics  of 
the  vale  called  "queer  qualms  and  swine-troughs,"  Is 
now  scattered  or  neglected :  I  have  heard  a  competent 
judge  say,  that  they  threw  light  on  both  the  public  and 
domestic  history  of  Scotland.] 

No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood — no  more ! 
Nor  poor  your  descant,  grating,  on  my  soul ; 
Thou  young-eyed  Spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant 
stole, 
More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wildest 
roar. 

How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flow'rs,  with  all  your  dyes  ? 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend : 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  ? 

That  strain  flows  round  th'  untimely  tomb  where 
Riddel  lies. 

Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe  I 
And  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  on  this  bier : 
The  Man  of  Worth,  who  has  not  left  his  peer, 

Is  in  his  "narrow  house"  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet. 
Me,  mem'ry  of  my  loss  will  only  meet 


cxxxvn. 

IMPROMPTU, 
ON  MRS.   R »S  BIRTHDAY. 

[By  eompUmenis  such  aa  theee  lines  contain,  Bums 
soothed  the  smart  which  his  verses  "  On  a  lady  famed 
for  her  caprice^'  inflicted  on  the  acoompUshed  Mrs. 
Riddel.] 

Oi.D  Winter,  with  his  frosty  beard. 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferr*d,-- 


What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  know; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags,  dreary,  slow; 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning, 
But  spleeny  English,  hanging,  drowning. 

Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  dvil, 
To  counterbalance  all  this  evil ; 
Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say, 
Give  me  Maria's  natal  day  I 
That  brilliant  gift  shall  so  enrich  me, 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  cannot  match  me; 
'Tis  done !  says  Jove ;  so  ends  my  story. 
And  Winter  once  rejoic'd  in  gloiy. 


cxxxvni. 

LIBERTY. 

A    V&AOMKHT. 

[Fragments  of  verse  were  nnmeroos,  Dr.  Come  ssid, 
among  the  loose  papers  of  the  poet.  These  lines  fornvd 
the  commencement  of  an  ode  oommemorating  the  aehie?e> 
ment  of  liberty  for  America,  under  the  directing  geaias 
of  Washington  and  Franklin.] 

Thkb,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among, 
Thee,  fam'd  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead ! 

Beneath  the  hallo w*d  turf  where  Wallace  lies! 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep  ; 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep, 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath. 

Is  this  the  power  in  freedom's  war, 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  rage? 
Behold  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate, 

Crushing  the  despot's  proudest  bearing ! 


CXXXIZ. 

VERSES 
TO  A  YOUNG  LADT. 

[This  young  lady  was  the  daughter  of   turn   p<s 
friend,  Oraham  of  Fintray ;  and  the  gift  allacJbd  to  <«ei 
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copy  of  Omft$9  numnn*!  SeUot  8«otUih  Boofi:  a 
woik  wUc^  owta  owii j  attncUons  to  the  lyric  geniai  of 
Bvraa.] 

Hbbb,  where  the  Scottiah  miue  immortal  lives, 
In  sftcred  Btrains  and  tnnefal  nnmben  join'd, 
Accept  the  gift ; — ^tho'  hnmble  he  who  i^Tee, 
ie  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 


80  may  bo  mffian  feeling  in  thy  breast, 
Diaeordaat  Jar  thy  bosom-ehords  among ; 

Bot  peace  attone  thy  gentle  sonl  to  rest, 
Or  lonre  ecstatic  irakp  his  seraph  song. 

Or  inty's  notes  in  Inzory  of  tears, 
As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals ; 

While  eonscioiis  virtae  all  the  stndn  endears, 
And  heaTen-bom  piety  her  sanction  seals. 


CXL. 
THE  VOWELS. 

▲   TALI. 

(Brai  •dmiied  gtdnu  adoiiMd  by  iMinliig ;  bat  m«r» 
Iwfiit  witbfMl  ftoiM  h«  always  remitted  a«  pedantry. 
Tlwii  critics  win  seniplcd  too  much  about  words  ho 
callsd  oaaachs  of  litcntttTC,  and  to  oae,  who  taxed  him 
vith  wntiag  obaeuro  langoaga  in  qaestionable  grammar, 
he  said,  •*  Thoa  art  bat  a  Oretna-grsan  match-maker  be- 
twiB  vowaia  said  rmisowants !"] 

TwAS  where  the  birch  and  sounding  thong  are 

ply-d. 
The  noisy  domicile  of  pedant  pride ; 
Where  ignorance  her  darkening  vaponr  throws, 
And  cruelty  directs  the  thickening  blows ; 
Upon  a  time,  Sir  Abece  the  great. 
In  all  his  pedagogic  powers  elate. 
His  awful  chair  of  state  resolTes  to  mount, 
And  can  the  trembling  vowels  to  account— 

Tini  entered  A,  a  grave,  broad,  solemn  wight. 
Bat,  ah!  deform'd,  dishonest  to  the  sight! 
His  twisted  head  looVd  backward  on  the  way. 
And  flngrant  from  the  scourge  he  grunted,  at'/ 

Beloctant,  E  stalk'd  in ;  with  piteous  race 
The  juatling  tears  ran  down  his  honest  face  I 
Thnt  name!  that  well-wom  name,  and  all  his 

own, 
Palo  he  surrenders  at  the  tyrant's  throne  t 
The  pedant  stifles  keen  the  Roman  sound 
Not  all  his  mongrel  diphthongs  can  compound; 


And  next  the  title  following  close  behind, 
He  to  the  nameless,  ghastly  wretch  assign'd. 

The  cobweb'd  gotMo  dome  resounded  T ! 
In  sullen  vengeance,  I,  disdain'd  reply : 
The  pedant  swung  his  felon  cudgel  round. 
And  knocked  the  groaning  vowel  to  the  ground  I 

In  rueftil  apprehension  entered  0, 
The  wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  woe ; 
Th'  Inquisitor  of  Spain  the  most  expert 
Might  there  have  learnt  new  mysteries  of  his  art ; 
So  grim,  deform'd,  with  horrors  entering  IT, 
His  dearest  friend  and  brother  soaroely  knew  I 

As  trembling  U  stood  staring  all  aghast. 
The  pedant  in  Ids  left  hand  clutched  him  fast. 
In  helpless  infants'  tears  he  dipp'd  his  right, 
Baptis'd  him  en,  and  kick'd  him  from  his  sight 


CXU. 

TER8E9 
TO  JOHN  RANKINE. 

pTTith  the  "  rongh,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankine,*'  of 
Adam-hill,  in  Ayrshire,  Bams  kept  np  a  will  o'-wispish 
sort  of  a  correspondence  in  rhyme,  till  the  day  of  his 
death :  these  conmmnications,  of  which  this  is  one,  were 
sometimes  graceless,  bat  always  witty.  It  is  supposed 
that  these  lines  were  soggested  by  Falstaff's  aeeonat 
of  his  rsgged  recroits : — 

<*IU1  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's 
flat!»»] 

An  day,  as  Beath,  that  grusome  carl. 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl' 
A  mixtie*maxtie  motley  squad. 
And  mony  a  gnilt-bespotted  lad ; 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination, 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station. 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter. 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter : 
Asham'd  himsel'  to  see  the  wretches. 
He  mutters,  glowrin'  at  the  bitches, 
i<  By  O— d,  ru  not  be  seen  behint  them, 
Kor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them, 
Without,  at  least,  ae  honest  man, 
To  grace  this  d — d  infernal  clan." 
By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
«<  L-^  0-^  t»  quoth  he,  <*  I  have  it  now, 
There's  Just  the  man  I  want,  i'  faith !" 
And  quieldy  stoppit  Rankine's  breath. 
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CZUI. 
ON  SEKSIBILITT. 

TO 

MT  DXJLS  AHD  XTTOI  HOROVRSD  VmiSHD,  URt.  BVirLOF, 

OF  BJtSLOV. 

[Theie  renei  were  oceaiioned,  it  it  0aid,by  lome 
■entiments  contained  in  a  commnnication  from  Mn.  Don- 
lop.  That  excellent  lady  waa  aorely  tried  with  domeatie 
affliction*  for  a  time,  and  to  theae  he  appeara  to  allude ; 
but  he  deadened  the  eflect  of  hia  aympathy,  when  he 
printed  the  atanzae  in  the  Muieam,  changing  the  fourth 
line  to, 

"Deareat  Nancy,  thou  eanat  tell !" 

asd  ao  tranafening  the  whole  to  another  heroine.} 

Sensibilitt  how  charming, 

Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  tell : 

But  distress  with  horrors  arming, 
Thou  hast  also  known  too  weU. 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily. 

Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray : 
Let  the  blast  sweep  o*er  the  valley, 

See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 

Telling  o*er  his  little  joys : 
Hapless  bird  1  a  prey  the  surest, 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought,  the  hidden  treasure. 

Finer  feeling  can  bestow ; 
Chords  that  yibrate  sweetest  pleasure, 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


CXLIII. 
LINES, 

8INT  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHOM    HE   HAD 
OFFUKDED. 

[The  too  hoapitable  board  of  Mra.  Riddel  occasioned 
these  repentant  strains:  they  were  accepted  as  they 
were  meant  by  the  party.  The  poet  had,  it  seems,  not 
only  spoke  of  mere  titles  and  rank  with  disrespect,  but 
had  allowed  his  tox^ne  unbridled  license  of  speech »  on 
the  claim  of  political  importance,  and  domestic  equality, 
which  IVKary  WolstonecroA  and  her  followers  patron- 
ized, at  which  Mrs.  Riddel  affected  to  be  grievously  of- 
fended.] 

The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way, 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send ; 

(Kot  moony  madness  more  astray;) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  f 


Mine  waa  th'  insensate  fimuded  part, 
Ah,  why  should  I  such  scenes  ontlire 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart ! 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgiye. 


CXLIV. 
ADDBSSS, 

SPOKEN  BT  HISS  FONTSKELLS  ON  HER  BUifFIl 

NIGHT.  ' 

[Thla  addresa  waa  epokea  by  Hias  FoateaelU,  at  tht 
Dumfries  theatre,  on  the  4th  of  December,  1795.] 

Still  anxious  to  secure  your  parUal  fftToor, 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night  thsn  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
'Twould  Tamp  my  bill,  sud  I,  if  nothing  better: 
So  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies, 
Told  him  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 
Said  nothing  like  his  works  was  eyer  printed ; 
And  last,  my  Prologue-business  slyly  hinted! 
« Ma'am,  let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of 

rhymes, 
"I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing 

times: 
Can  you — ^but.  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause — and  sentimental  tears ; 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence 
Bouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Hepent 

ance; 
Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand. 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand. 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o*er  a  gull 

land  ?" 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeinj 
D*ye  think,  said  I,  this  face  was  made  for  ci 

ing? 
ril  laugh,  that's  poz — ^naymore,  the  world  sb 

know  it ; 
And  so  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet  I 
Firm  as  my  creed,  Sirs,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief. 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief ; 
I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride  1 
That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  ei^oy^ 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care  and  ceaseless  sigb. 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blasting  eye  ! 
Doom'd  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  aliwe — 
To  make  three  goineaa  do  the  work  of  (tve 
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Laugh  in  Hiafortnne'a  fAC« — ^the  beldam  iritch ! 
Saj,  joa'll  be  merry,  tho'  yon  oan't  be  rich. 

Tbou  other  man  of  care^the  wretch  in  lore, 
Who  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  airs  hast  strore ; 
Who,  as  the  bonghs  all  temptingly  project^ 
Measnr'st  in  desperate  thought — a  rope— thy 

neck — 
Or,  where  the  beetling  cliff  o*erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 
Woold'st  thon  be  cnr'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf? 
Langh  at  their  follies— langh  e'en  at  thyself: 
Leam  to  despise  those  fh>wns  now  so  terrific, 
And  lore  a  kinder— that's  yonr  grand  specific. 

To  ram  vp  all,  be  merry,  I  adyise ; 

And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  still  be  wise. 


CXLV. 


ox 


6EEING  MISS  FONTENELLE 
n  ▲  WAYovmm  cbabactke. 

[Tk«  good  looln  ud  the  nataral  acting  of  BCin  Fon- 
tneUa  piMMd  others  u  w»U  u  Bams.  I  know  not  to 
what  elwiactar  m  the  range  of  har  peraoaationa  he 
alladM :  Am  waa  a  favoarite  on  the  Dumfries  boards.] 

8wuT  naiTettf  of  feature. 

Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf, 
5ot  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  nature, 

Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 

Wert  thou  awkward,  stiff,  affected, 
Spoming  nature,  torturing  art ; 

Loves  and  graces  all  rejected. 
Then  indeed  thou'dst  act  a  part 

B.B. 


CXLYl. 
TO  CHLOBIS. 


(Cbioria  waa  f  Nithadale  beanty.  Love  and  eorrow 
wr^  alttoagly  nungled  in  her  early  history :  that  she  did 
wot  look  so  loTBly  in  other  eyes  as  she  did  in  those  of 
Boras  je  w«ll  knows :  hat  he  had  maeh  of  the  taste  of 
sa  mniMt  *od  admired  the  elegance  of  her  form,  and  the 
iunaovy  of  her  motion,  as  much  as  he  did  her  blooming 
^ce  aad  sweet  voiee.] 


'Tn  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  fHend, 
Kev  tk«a  tlM  gift  reAue^ 


Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 
The  moralizing  muse. 

Since  thou  in  all  thy  youth  and  charms. 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  anns) 

To  join  the  fHendly  few. 

Since,  thy  gay  morn  of  life  o'ercast, 
Chill  came  the  tempest's  lower; 

(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 
Did  nip  a  fairer  flower.) 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  more, 

Still  much  is  left  behind ; 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thon  in  store — 

The  comforts  of  the  mind  I 

Thine  is  the  self-approying  glow. 

On  conscious  honour's  part ; 
And,  dearest  gift  of  heaTen  below. 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart.  ^ 

The  joys  refin'd  of  sense  and  taste. 

With  eyery  muse  to  roTC : 
And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest, 

These  joys  could  he  improTC. 


OXLVII. 

POETICAL  INSCRIPTION 
rOK  AK  AITAK  TO  xin>m3n>ENcs. 

[It  was  the  fkshion  of  the  feverish  times  of  the  Freneh 
Revolution  to  plant  trees  of  Liberty,  and  raise  altars  to 
Independence.  Heron  of  Kerronghtree,  a  gentleman 
widely  esteemed  in  Galloway,  was  about  to  engage  in 
an  election  contest,  and  these  noble  lines  served  the  pur- 
pose of  annonncing  the  candidate's  sentiments  on  free- 
dom.] 

Thou  of  an  independent  mind. 

With  soul  resolv'd,  with  soul  resign'd; 

Prepared  Power's  proudest  firown  to  brate, 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  hare  a  slaye ; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere. 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear. 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 
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cxLvni. 

THE  HERON  BALLADS. 

[BALLA.])  YIB0T.] 

[This  U  the  fint  of  Myvnl  party  baUadi  which  Barns 
wrote  to  eerve  Patrick  Heroii|  of  Kerronghtree,  in  two 
elections  for  the  Stewartry  of  Kirkcudbrighti  in  which 
he  was  opposed,  first,  by  Gordon  of  Balmag hie,  and 
aecondly,  by  the  Hon.  Montgomery  Stewart.  There  is  a 
personal  bitterness  in  these  lampoons,  which  did  not 
mingle  with  the  strains  in  which  the  poet  recorded  the 
contest  between  Miller  and  Johnstone.  They  are  printed 
here  as  matters  of  poetry,  and  I  feel  sure  that  none  vrill 
be  displeased,  and^me  will  smile.] 

I. 

Whom  will  yon  Bend  to  London  town, 

To  Parliament  and  a*  that? 
Or  wha  in  a*  the  country  round 
The  best  deserree  to  fa'  that? 
For  a*  that,  and  a'  that, 
Thro  Galloway  and  a'  that; 
Where  is  the  laird  or  belted  knight 
That  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  ? 


II. 

Wha  sees  Eerroughtree's  open  yett, 

And  wha  is't  never  saw  that  ? 

Wha  ever  wi'  Kerronghtree  meets 

And  has  a  doubt  of  a'  that  ? 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that, 
The  independent  patriot, 
The  honest  man,  an'  a'  that. 

III. 

Tho'  wit  and  worth  in  either  sex, 
St.  Mary's  Isle  can  shaw  that ; 
Wi'  dokes  and  lords  let  Selkirk  mix, 
And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that 

ir. 
Bat  why  should  we  to  nobles  jouk. 

And  it's  against  the  law  that ; 
For  why,  a  lord  may  be  a  gonk, 
Wi*  ribbon,  star,  an'  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  I 
A  lord  may  be  a  lousy  loun, 
Wi'  ribbon,  star,  aa'  a'  that 


T. 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hillB, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse, an'  a'  that ; 
But  we'll  hae  ane  frae  'mang  oursels, 
A  man  we  ken,  an'  a'  that 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that! 
For  we're  not  to  be  bought  %a!  sold 
Like  naigs,  an'  nowt,  an*  a'  that 

VI. 

Then  let  us  drink  the  Stewartry, 

Eerroughtree's  laird,  an'  a'  that. 
Our  representative  to  be, 
For  weel  he's  worthy  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that 
A  House  of  Commons  such  as  he, 
They  would  be  blest  that  saw  that 


oxux. 

THE  HERON  BALLADS. 

[ballad  second.] 

[In  this  ballad  the  poet  gathers  together,  aAer  thi 
manner  of  "  Fy !  let  na  a'  to  the  bridal,"  all  tho  lesdir^j 
electors  of  the  Stewartry,  who  beCrieaded  Bema,  c 
opposed  him;  and  draws  tlieir portraits  in  the  ooloors  o 
light  or  darkness,  according  to  the  complexion  of  ihc 
politics.  He  is  too  severe  in  most  instances,  and  in  soa 
he  is  venomous.  On  the  Earl  of  Galloway's  family,  ai 
on  the  Marrays  of  Brooghton  and  Caillie,  aa  well  as  < 
Bushby  of  Tinwaldowns,  he  poors  his  hottest  eati] 
But  words  which  are  aajust,  or  undeserved,  Call  off  thi 
victims  like  rain-drops  from  a  wild-duck^a  win^.  T 
Murrays  of  Broughton  and  Caillie  have  long  borne,  fn 
the  vulgar,  tiie  stigma  of  treaohery  to  the  cane*  oC  Pru 
Charles  Stewart :  from  such  infamy  the  Aunily  is  wl»o 
free :  the  traitor,  Murray,  was  of  a  race  now  extin« 
and  while  he  was  betraying  the  cause  in  wlueh  ao  mt 
noble  and  gallant  blood  was  shed,  Murray  of  Bronsb 
and  Caillie  was  performing  the  duties  of  an  hoaoora 
and  loyal  man :  he  was,  like  his  great-grsAdsoa  im 
representing  his  native  district  in  parliament.] 

THE  ELECTION. 


Ft,  let  US  a'  to  Kirkcudbright, 
For  there  will  be  biokerin'  there  ; 

For  Murray's'  light  horse  are  to  mustex', 
And  0,  how  the  heroes  will  swesr  I 

I  Murray,  of  Brooghton  and  OalUfe. 
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An'  there  will  be  Mnrrfty  commander. 
And  Gordon*  the  battle  to  win ; 

like  brothers  they'll  stand  by  each  other, 
Sae  knit  in  alliance  an'  kin. 

II. 
An'  there  will  be  black-lippit  Johnnie,* 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  them  a' ; 
And  he  get  na  hell  for  his  haddxn' 

The  deil  gets  na  justice  ava' ; 
And  there  wiU  Kempleton's  birkie, 

A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane, 
But,  as  for  his  fine  nabob  fortune, 

We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alane. 

III. 
An'  there  wiU  be  IVigton's  nejr  sheriff. 

Dame  Justice  fu'  brawlie  has  sped. 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Bushby, 

Bat,  Lord,  what's  become  o'  the  head? 
An'  there  will  be  Cardoness,'  Esquire, 

Sae  mighty  in  Cardoness'  eyes ; 
A  wight  that  will  weather  damnation, 

For  the  deril  the  prey  wiU  despise. 

IV. 

Ab*  there  will  be  Douglasses*  doughty, 

New  christUdng  towns  far  and  near ; 
Al)juring  their  democrat  doings. 

By  kissing  the  —  o'  a  peer ; 
An'  there  will  be  Kenmure'  sae  gen'rous. 

Whose  honour  is  proof  to  the  storm. 
To  sare  them  from  stark  reprobation. 

He  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm. 

V. 

But  we  winna  mention  Bedcastle,* 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape  I 
He*d  Tentnre  the  gallows  for  siller, 

An'  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  the  rape. 
An'  where  is  our  king's  lord  lieutenant, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefti'  return* 
The  billie  is  gettin'  his  questions. 

To  say  in  St.  Stephen's  the  mom. 

TI. 

An*  there  wiU  be  lads  o'  the  gospel, 
Mnirhead,^  wha's  as  gude  as  he's  true ; 
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ofBalenghie.  ' 

,  of  Tiawmld-dowoi. 
I  of  CaidoiMti. 

IMS,  of  OrehaidCown  aad  CaiUe-Boagbs. 
,  ailOTwarda  Yiaooaat  Kmunore. 
,  ofRfdeattle. 
MiaiiUrofUrr 


An'  there  will  be  BuitUe's*  apostle, 
Wha's  more  o'  the  black  than  the  blue ; 

An'  there  will  be  folk  from  St  Mary's,* 
A  house  o'  great  merit  and  note, 

The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly, — 
The  d«l  ane  will  gie  them  his  Tote ! 

▼II. 
An'  there  will  be  wealthy  young  Richard,'* 

Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  neck; 
For  prodigal,  thriftless,  bestowing, 

His  merit  had  won  him  respect : 
An'  there  will  be  rich  brother  nabobs, 

Tho'  nabobs,  yet  men  of  the  first, 
An'  there  will  be  Collieston's"  whiskers. 

An'  Quintin,  o'  lads  not  the  worst. 

VIII. 

An'  there  will  be  stamp-office  Johnnie,  i* 

Tak'  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram ; 
An'  there  will  be  gay  Cassencarrie, 

An'  there  will  be  gleg  Colonel  Tam; 
An'  there  will  be  trusty  Kerroughtree,>* 

Whose  honour  was  ever  his  law. 
If  the  virtues  were  pack'd  in  a  parcel. 

His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a'. 

iz. 

An'  can  we  forget  the  auld  msjor, 

Wha'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys, 
Our  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  other. 

Him  only  'tis  justice  to  praise. 
An'  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 

And  also  Barskimming's  gude  knight, 
An'  there  will  be  roarin'  Birtwhistle, 

Wha  luckily  roars  in  the  right 


An'  there,  frae  the  Niddisdale  borders. 

Will  mingle  the  Maxwells  in  droves ; 
Teugh  Johnnie,  staunch  Geordie,  an'  Walie^ 

That  griens  for  the  fishes  an'  loaves ; 
An'  there  will  be  Logan  Mac  Douall,'* 

Sculdudd'ry  an'  he  will  be  there. 
An'  also  the  wild  Scot  of  Galloway, 

Sodgerin',  gunpowder  Blair. 

•  The  Minister  of  Bntttle. 

•  Earl  of  Selkirk'!  family. 
M  OvwbM,  of  AochancniiTe. 

11  Copland,  of  CoUieston  and  Blackwood. 

12  Jolm  Syrne,  of  the  Stamp-office. 
»  Heron,  of  Kerroughtree. 

M  Colonel  Bfacdoiull,  of  Logaa. 
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Then  hey  the  chaste  interest  o'  Bronghton, 

An'  hey  for  the  blessings  'twill  bring? 
It  may  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commons, 

In  Sodom  'twonld  make  him  a  king ; 
An'  hey  for  the  sanotified  M y. 

Oar  land  who  wi'  chapels  has  stor'd ; 
He  founder'd  his  horse  among  harlots, 

But  gied  the  anld  naig  to  the  Lord. 


GL. 


THE  HERON  BALLADS. 
[ballad  thibd.] 

[This  third  and  lut  balltd  was  written  <m  tke  eonteit 
oetween  Heron  and  Stewart,  whioh  followed  close  on 
thaf  with  Gordon.  Heron  carried  the  election,  but  was 
nnaeated  by  the  decision  of  a  Committee  of  the  Home 
of  Commons :  a  decision  which  it  is  said  he  took  so  mneh 
to  heart  that  it  aActed  hia  healthi  and  shortened  his 
Jfe.] 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  BONG. 

Tune. — "  jBuy  bro<m  besomt" 

Wha  ^nll  buy  my  troggin, 

Fine  election  ware ; 
Broken  trade  o'  Bronghton, 
A'  in  high  repair. 

Buy  braw  trogg^ 

Frae  the  banks  o'  Dee ; 
Wha  wants  troggin 
Let  him  oome  to  me. 


There's  a  noble  Earl's^ 

Fame  and  high  renown 
For  an  anld  sang — 

It*s  thought  the  gudes  were  stown. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &o. 

Here's  the  worth  o'  Bronghton* 

In  a  needle's  ee ; 
Here's  a  reputation 

Tint  by  Balmaghie. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 


t  The  Earl  of  Galloway. 

S  Murray,  of  Bronghton  and  Caillie. 

8  Bnshby,  of  Tinwald-downs. 

4  Maxwell,  of  Cardoness. 

•  The  Minister  of  Boittle. 


Here's  an  honest  conscience 

Might  a  prince  adorn ; 
Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald— * 

So  was  never  worn. 

Buy.braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  its  stuff  and  lining, 

Cardoness'^  head; 
Fine  for  a  sodger 

A'  the  wale  o'  lead. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  a  little  wadset 
Buittle's^  scrap  o'  truth, 

Pawn'd  in  a  gin-shop 
Quenching  holy  drouth. 

Buy  braw  trogg^  &o. 

« 

Here's  armorial  bearings 
Frae  the  manse  o*  Urr  ;* 

The  crest,  an  anld  crab-apple 
Botten  at  the  core. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &e* 

Here  is  Satan's  pictore^ 
,  Like  a  biziard  gled, 
Pouncing  poor  RedcastleJ 
Sprawlin'  as  a  taed. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  fte. 


Here's  the  worth  and 

Gdllieston*  can  boast; 
By  a  thievish  midge 

They  had  been  nearly  lost. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &e. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragments 

0'  the  ten  commands ; 
Gifted  by  black  Jock* 

To  get  them  aff  his  hands. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Saw  ye  e'er  sio  troggin  ? 
If  to  buy  ye're  slack, 
Homie's  tumin'  chapman. 
He'll  buy  a'  the  pack. 

Buy  braw  troggin, 

Frae  the  banks  o*  Dee  ; 
Wha  wants  troggin 
Let  him  come  to  ine« 


•  Mofefaoad,orUrr. 
7  Laurie,  of  Redeastle. 

•  Copland,  of  ColUeston  and 

•  John  Bnshby,  of  Tinwald-dowias, 
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POBM» 

AB0BSSBS9   TO 

JOL  MITOHSLL;  CX>L]JBCrOB  OV  XXOISE. 
BVKVBIlBy   1796. 

fHiA  gmtlaoiaa  to  -whom  this  vwy  modoit,  and,  nndor 
tbo  cireninitaaea*,  moafe  sflactiiif  appUeatloa  for  Itii 
■akxir  waa  onda,  ftllad  ftha  office  of  GoUeator  of  Ezeiaa 
for  tha  diitriet,  and  waa  of  a  kind  and  ganarona  oatora : 
bat  fawwara  awara  that  tha  poet  waa  raffariag  both 
ffom  lll-baalth  and  poYorty.] 

Fbusp  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha,  wantmg  thee,  might  beg  or  steal; 
Alake^  alake,  the  meikle  deU 

Wi'  a'  hie  witohee 
ibre  at  it»  akelpin'  Jig  and  reel, 

la  m7  poor  ponoheB ! 

I  aodeaaj  fti' fua  wad  hint  it. 
That  one  pound  one^  I  eairlj  want  it, 
If  wi'  the  hinie  down  ye  sent  it, 

It  would  be  kind; 
And  while  mj  heart  wi'  life-blood  dnnted 

r d  bear't  in  mind. 

80  maj  the  anld  year  gang  ont  moaning 
To  eee  the  new  oome  laden,  groaning, 
WF  double  plenij  o'er  the  loanin 

To  thee  and  thine; 
Domeedo  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  hale  design. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

TsTtb  heard  this  while  how  Pve  been  lioket, 
And  by  feU  death  was  nearly  nicket ; 
Grim  loon  I  he  got  me  by  the  f  ecket, 

And  sidr  me  shenk ; 
Sat  by  gidd  lock  I  lap  a  wicket. 

And  toxn'd  a  neok. 

Bel  by  that  health,  Fto  got  a  share  o't, 
And  by  that  life,  I'm  promised  mair  o't, 
Hy  hale  and  weel  Til  tak  a  care  o't, 

A  tentier  way : 
Thea  farewell  foUy,  hide  and  hair  o't. 

For  ance  and  aye  I 


OUI. 


TO 


HISS  JESSY  LEWABS, 

Duxf  nxxs. 

wxvs  ioHKiox*a  <xvaxoAL  xvaxvic.' 

[MiM  J9aaj  Lawara  watehad  ovar  tha  daeliaiag  days 
of  tha  poat,  with  tha  aiTaetionata  raTaraBoa  of  a  davgh- 
tar:  for  thia aha  haa  tha  lUant  gratitada of  all  who  ad- 
mira  tha  ganioa  of  fiania ;  iha  haa  racaiYad  mora,  tha 
thanka  of  tha  poat  himMlf,  axprauad  in  vanai  not  daa> 
ttnad  lOOB  to  dia.] 

Thihi  be  the  Tolumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  Poet's  prayer ; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fairest  page. 
With  erery  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  Aitnre  bliss,  enrol  thy  name ; 
With  natiTC  worth  and  spotless  fame. 
And  wakeful  cantion  still  aware 
Of  ill— bat  chief,  man's  felon  snare ; 
All  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind-* 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward; 
So  prays  thy  faithliil  friend.  The  Bard. 
June  26,  1796. 


CLm. 

POEM    ON    LITE, 
ASoxaiaxB  ip 

COLONEL  DB  PBTSTEE. 

DuxiBiis,  *1796. 

[Thia  la  lappoaad  to  ba  tha  lait  Poam  wnttaa  by  tha 
haod,  or  ooncaiTad  by  tha  mnta  of  fiama.  Tha  parfon 
to  whom  it  la  addxasMd  waa  Colonal  of  tha  gantlemeu 
Volontaara  of  Domfriaa,  in  whosa  ranki  Bama  wai  a 
priTate:  ha  waa  a  Canadian  by  birth,  and  pridad  him- 
•alf  on  haying  dafandad  Datroit,  agalnat  tha  nnltad  aflbrts 
of  tha  Franch  and  Amaricana.  B9  wai  rough  and  aas- 
tav,  and  thought  tha  icianca  of  war  tha  noblaitof  all  sci- 
ancai :  ha  aflbotad  a  taata  for  litaratara,  and  wrota  varwaa. 

Ht  honoured  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal ; 
Ah  1  now  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Pamassns, 
Surrounded  thns  by  bolus,  pill. 

And  potion  glasses. 

0  what  a  canty  warld  were  it, 
Would  pain  and  care  and  sickness  spare  it; 
And  fortune  faTour  worth  and  merits 

'  Asthey  deserre! 
(And  aye  a  rowth,  roast  beef  and  claret ; 

Syne,  wha  wad  starre  TV 


J 
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Dame  Life,  the'  ilctlon  out  may  triok  her, 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her; 
Oh  I  flickering,  feeble,  and  onsioker 

rye  found  her  Btill, 
Ay  irayering  like  the  willow-wicker, 

'Tween  good  and  ilL 

Then  that  onret  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches,  like  bandrons  by  a  rattan, 
Oar  sinfa'  sanl  to  get  a  dant  on 

Wi'  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  whip !  his  tail  ye'll  ne'er  oast  saut  on— 

He*saff  like  fire. 

AhNiokl  ah  Nick!  it  is  na  fair, 
Fint  shewing  ns  the  tempting  ware, 
Bright  wines  and  bonnie  lasses  rare. 

To  pnt  OS  daft ; 
Syne,  weare,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

0*  hell's  damn'd  waft 


Poor  man,  the  file,  aft  bines  bye, 
And  aft  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh, 
Thy  anld  damn'd  elbow  yenks  wi'  joy. 

And  heUish  pleMure; 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye. 

Thy  ucker  treunre* 

Soon  heels-o'er  gowdie  1  inhegug^, 
And  like  a  sheep  head  oiv  a  tangs, 
Thy  giming  langh  ei\joy8  his  pangs 

And  mard'riiig  irrestto, 
As,  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  tassel 

But  lest  you  think  I  am  mun^ 

To  plague  yon  with  this  draunting  dmel, 

Abjuring  a'  intentions  otII, 

Iquat  my  pen: 
The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  denl, 

Amen!  amen  I 


EPITAPHS,  EPIGRAMS,  FRAGMENTS, 


ETa,  ETC. 


I. 

ON    THE  AUTHOR'S  FATHEB. 

[William  Bam«M  meritod  hig  loii'i  aalogiami:  he 
was  on  example  of  piety,  patience,  and  fortitude.] 

0  rs  whosecheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains. 

Draw  near  with  pious  reVrence  and  attend ! 
Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  desEr  remains. 

The  tender  father  and  the  gen'rous  Mend. 
The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe ; 

The  dauntless  heart  that  feared  no  hnftian 
The  friend  of  man,  to  Tice  alone  a  foe ;   [pride ; 

«  For  eVn  his  failings  lean'd  to  Tirtue's  side.*' 


n. 

ON  B.  A.,  ESQ. 


[Robert  Aiken,  Eiq.,  to  whom  "  The  Cotter's  Bataiday 
Kight"  is  addresaed :  a  kind  and  geaeioiia  man.] 

Khow  thou,  0  stranger  to  the  fkme 
Of  this  much  lot'd,  much  honour'd  name ! 
(F«r  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  wamer  heart  death  ne'er  made  cold. 


m. 

ON  A  FBIEND. 

[The  name  of  thla  friend  ia  neither  ^eationed  t 
alluded  to  in  any  of  the  poet's  prodoetkme.] 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest ! 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth ; 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth ; 
Few  hearts  like  his,  with  rirtue  warm*d. 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  inform'd : 
If  there's  another  world,  he  Utm  in  bliss 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  b«Bt  of  thii 


IV. 
FOB  OAYIN  HAMIIiTON. 

[Tfiese  lines  allude  to  the  peneeotieii  -wliicb  Rmx 
endured  for  prenmiag  to  ride  on  Sanday,  aaki 
«  damn  it,"  ia  the  presenee  of  the  minister  of  M««c| 

Tki  poor  man  weeps — here  GaTin  ailoep^ 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam*d  : 

But  with  such  as  he,  where'er  he  be. 
May  I  be  saVd  or  dama'd  I 
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V. 
ON  WEE  J0HNN7. 

RIO  JAOIT  WIS  JOHXHT. 

|[W««  Jchauf  wu  John  WiliOB,  printer  of  th«  KUnur- 
%oek  editioin  of  Biinu*i  Poenui :  he  doubted  the  meoMt  of 
iho  ipoenlatioo,  and  the  poet  paniehed  him  in  theee  liaee, 
he  printed  nneware  of  their  meaning.] 

Whos'xb  thoa  art,  0  resder,  know»  * 
That  death  has  murder'd  Johnny ! 

An*  here  hia  body  lies  fa'  low-* 
For  aanl  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


vm. 

ON  A  CELEBRATED  BUIiINa  ELDER. 

[Sontor  Hood  obtained  the  diatinetion  of  thia  Epignun 
by  hia  inqMrtinent  inqairiea  into  what  he  called  the 
moral  delinqaenciea  of  Banu.] 

Hixi  eonter  Hood  in  death  does  sleep ;-~ 

To  h— U,  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep, 

He'll  hand  it  weel  thegither. 


VI. 
ON  JOHN  DOVE, 

ISHKIBPSB,  XAVOHLIHl. 

(J(te  Dot*  kept  the  Whitefoord  Anna  in  Maneliline : 
hia  relipoa  la  made  to  eonaiat  of  a  conparatiTe  appro- 
datkm  of  the  liqoora  he  kept.] 

HsxB  lies  Johnny  Pidgeon ; 
What  was  hia  religion  T  ' 

Wha  e'er  desires  to  ken. 
To  aome  other  warl' 
Kann  follow  the  earl. 

For  here  Johnny  Pidgeon  had  nana ! 

Strong  ale  was  ablation — 
Small  beer,  perseeation, 

A  dram  was  memento  mon; 
Bat  a  foil  flowing  bowl 
Was  the  saying  his  sonl. 

And  port  was  celestial  glory. 


VII. 

OK  A  WAO  IN  MAUCHLINE. 

rihie  laboiiooa  and  oaeAil  wag  waa  the  (( Dear  Smith, 
pawkie  ^ef,>*  of  one  cf  the  poet's  tneat 
ha  died  in  the  Weat  Indiea.] 


Um,  ManehUae  hosbands  a', 

Ha  aften  did  asalst  ye ; 
Fer  had  ye  staid  whole  weeks  awa, 

Toor  wires  they  ne'er  had  missed  ye. 
Ym  HanchHne  balms,  as  on  ye  press 

To  sehool  in  bands  thegitiMr, 
O  tnad  ye  U^rtly  on  hia  grass,— 

Fcrhapsfca 


IX. 

ON  A  NOIST  POLEMIC. 

[Thia  noiiy  polemic  was  a  maaon  of  the  name  of  James 
Hamphrey :  he  aatoniahed  Cromek  hy  an  eloquent  die* 
aertatioa  on  free  grace,  eflhctoal-oaliing,  and  predeatiaa* 
tion.] 

BxLOW  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes : 

0  Death,  it's  my  opinion, 
Thoa  ne'er  took  sack  a  blethrin'  b— oh 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  t 


X. 


ON  MISS  JEAN  SCOTT. 

[The  heroine  of  theae  eomplimfentary  linea  lited  la 
Ayr,  and  cheered  the  poet  with  her  vweet  yolce,  aa  well 
aa  her  aweet  looks.] 

Oh  I  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  times^ 
Been  Jeany  Scott,  as  thoa  art. 

The  brarest  heart  on  English  ground 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward  t 


XI. 
ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY  SQX7IRE. 

[Though  aatiafied  with  the  aereie  aatixe  of  Ihsse  liaH 
the  poet  made  a  eeeoad  attempt.] 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
A  case  that's  still  too  common. 

Here  lies  a  man  a  woman  rol'd, 
The  denl  ral'd  the  woman. 


J 
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ON  THE  SAME. 

[The  Moond  attempt  did  not  in  Bami'i  fancy  exhanat 
thia  fraitfol  labjeot :  ha  triad  hii  hand  again.] 

0  Dkatb,  hadst  thou  bat  spared  his  life, 

Whom  ire  this  day  lament, 
We  freely  wad  exchanged  the  wife, 

And  a'  been  weel  content ! 

Et'n  as  he  is,  canld  in  his  graff, 

The  swap  we  yet  wUl  do't; 
Take  thou  the  carlin's  caroase  aff, 

Thou'se  get  the  soul  to  boot 


ON  THE  SAME. 

pa  theie  Uaei  he  bad*  laxewaU  to  thii  ■ordid  dame, 
who  lived,  it  ii  laid,  in  Netherplaoe,  near  Maachline.j 

Oira  Queen  Artemisia,  as  old  stories  tell, 
When  deprit'd  of  her  husband  she  lored  so  well, 
Ip  respect  for  the  lore  and  affection  he'd  showM 

her, 
She  reduo'd  him  to  dust  and  she  drank  up  the 

powder. 
But  Queen  Netherplaoe,  of  a  different  com- 

plezion^ 
When  oall'd  on  to  order  the  Am>al  direction. 
Would  hare  eat  her  dear  lord,  on  a  slender  pre- 

tenoe. 
Not  to  show  her  respect,  but  to  saye  the  ex- 
pense. 


XIV. 
THE  HIGHLAND  WELCOME. 

[Basia  took  fartweil  of  the  hoepltalitiei  of  the  Beot- 
Hah  Higfalanda  in  these  happj  linei.] 

Wbin  Death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o*er, 
A  time  that  su'^ly  shall  come ; 
.   In  HeaTen  itself  ru  ask  no  more  • 
>  Than  Just  %  Highland  welcome. 


XV. 

ON  WILLIAM  SMELLIE. 

[Smellle,  aathor  of  the  Philoeophj  of  HiBtorx;  a«ii> 
f  alar  pereoo,  of  ready  wit,  and  negligent  in  nothing  uti 
hie  drees  J 

Shbbwd  Willie  Smellle  to  Crochallan  came, 
The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  gray  surtont,  the  same; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shsTuig 
night: 

His  uncomb'd  grizzly  locks  wild  staring,  tkatoh'd 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  citai,  on* 

match'd : 
Yet  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting,  rude. 
His  heart  was  warm,  beneyolent,  and  good. 


XVI. 

VERSES 

waiTTzir  ON  ▲  wxirDow  or  thb  mff  at  casaoii. 

[Theee  lines  were  written  on  receiving  what  the  poet 
considered  an  uncivil  reAisal  to  look  at  the  woiki  of  the 
celebrated  Canon  foundry.] 

We  came  na  here  to  view  your  warks 

In  hopes  to  be  midr  wise, 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  hell. 

It  may  be  nae  surprise : 

For  whan  we  tirPd  at  your  door, 
Your  porter 'dought  na  hear  us ; 

Sae  may,  shou'd  we  to  hell's  yetts  come 
Tour  billy  Satan  sair  us  I 


xvn. 

THE  BOOE-WOBMS. 

[Boms  wrote  thia  reproof  la  a  Shakspeare,  which 
foand  splendidly  boand  and  gilt,  bat  unread  «ad  vro 
eaten,  in  a  noble  person's  library.] 

Thbougk  and  through  the  inspired  leaTes, 
Te  maggots,  make  your  winding ; 

But  oh  1  respect  his  lordship's  taste. 
And  spare  his  golden  bindings. 
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xvin. 

LINES  OK  STIRLING. 


[Ob  Tintti^  Stirlmff,  Bom  wu  1111119  at  tehoMing 
aothh^  Imt  dawlation  in  the  palaces  of  our  princei  and 
oar  balls  of  legielatioiit  aad  vented  hit  indignation  in 
tfaeae  BBloyal  liaee :  lonM  one  haa  laid  that  thej  were 
wTittea  by  bia  eonpaaion,  Nieol,  but  this  waoti  eos- 
finnatioB.] 


Rebm  Stuarts  <mee  in  g^ory  reign'd, 
And  Iftwa  for  SeotUnd*B  weal  ordidn'd ; 
Bat  now  nnroord  their  palace  stands. 
Their  seeptre's  sway'd  hj  other  hands ; 
The  ii^nred  Stoart  line  is  gone, 
A  nee  outlandish  fills  their  throne ; 
An  Idiot  race,  to  honour  lost ; 
Who  know  them  best  despise  them  most 


XIX. 

THE  REPROOF. 

[Tba  impradeBce  of  making  the  iinee  written  at  Btir- 
Ing  pBblie  waa  hinted  to  Bama  by  a  friend ;  he  lald,  "Oh, 
bat  I  aeaaa  to  reprove  myaelf  for  it,'*  which  be  did  in 
worda.J 


Rash  mortal,  and  slanderous  Poet,  thy  name 
Shall  no  longer  appear  in  the  records  of  fame ; 
Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writes 

like  the  Bible, 
8^1  the  more  'tis  a  truth.  Sir,  the  more  'tis  a 

libeir 


THE  REPLY. 

flW  nbSaler  of  Gladaanir  wrote  a  eeninre  on  the 
BtifliBf  liBBB,  iatiBaitlBS,  aa  a  priest,  that  Bana'a  race 
waa  algb  raa,  aad  aa  a  prophet,  that  oblivioB  awaited 
Sm  ■aa*.   The  poet  replied  to  the  ezpoitnlatioa.] 

Lm  £sop*s  lion.  Bums  says,  sore  I  feel 
An  othera'  scorn— but  damn  that  ass's  heeL 


LINES 
TBS  rscrvmi  or 

Mise  BVBBi. 


TBB  CBLBBBATSB 


|Tb«  Wae  Baru  of  theee  liaei  was  well  kaowa  Ib 
4Bya  to  the  backs  of  the  8cotti|^  metropolis  I  there 
H  a  latter  by  the  poet,  claianng  fiR»  the  nagis- 


tratea  of  Edinbnrgh  a  liberal  interpretation  of  the  laws  of 
aocial  morality,  in  behalf  of  his  fair  namesake.] 

GilLSi,  ye  prudes,  your  enTious  railings, 
Lorely  Bums  has  charms— confess : 

True  it  is,  she  had  one  failing— ^ 
Had  a  woman  ever  less  ? 


EXTEMPORE  IN  THE  COURT  OF  SESSION. 

• 

[These  portraita  are  strongly  eolonrsd  with  the  par* 

tialities  of  the  poet:  Dnndaa  had  offended  his  prida, 

finUne  had  pleased  his  vanity ;  aad  as  he  felt  be  ipoke.J 

LOU)  ADTOOATS. 

^    Hi  elenoh'd  his  pamphlets  in  his  fist, 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted, 
'TUl  in  a  declamation-mist 

His  argument  he  tint  it : 
He  gaped  for't,  he  grap'd  for't, 

He  fand  it  was  awa,  man ; 
But  what  his  common  sense  came  short 

He  eked  out  wi'  lair,  man. 


Collected  Harry  stood  awee, 

Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man: 
His  lordship  sat  wi'  ruefU  e'e. 

And  ^d  the  gathering  storm,  mans 
like  wind-driVn  haU  it  did  assail. 

Or  torrents  owre  a  linn,  man; 
'The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  up  their  eyes, 

Half-wauken'd  wi'  the  din,  man. 


THE  HENPECKED  HUSBAND. 

[A  ladf  who  expressed  herself  with  laelvility  about 
her  haaband's  potations  with  Barns,  was  rewarded  by 
these  sharp  lines.] 

Cuns'D  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life. 
The  crouching  vassal  to  the  tyrant  wife  I 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  her  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  possession; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  friend's  secret  tell ; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  helll 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
rd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
rd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switohf 
rd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perrtnt  b-fe 
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WBITIBN  AT  INVBKABT. 

(Naglacted  mt  fihe  ion  of  Inverarr,  on  aeeonnt  of  the 
prMtnco  of  wnio  northern  ehlefe,  nod  orerlooked  hf  hie 
Onee  of  Aiyyll,  the  poet  let  looee  hii  wnth  and  Me 
rhyme ;  tndition  q>eaki  of  n  panoit  which  took  place 
on  the  part  of  the  Campbell,  when  he  waa  told  of  hia 
miatake,  and  of  a  retolntlon  not  to  be  aoothed  on  the 
partof  thebavd.] 

Whoi'bb  lie  be  thftt  sojonniB  here, 

I  pitjr  maoh  his  cMe, 
TTnleBS  he's  come  to  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God,  hie  Qraoe. 

There'll  nnething  here  bnt  Highland  pride 
And  Highland  oauld  and  hunger ; 

If  Frofidenoe  has  tent  me  here, 
'Twas  BTirely  in  his  anger. 


ON  mPHINSTON'S  TRANSLATIONS 

•OF 

maktial's  xpzqbaks. 

[Bnna  thna  relatei  the  origin  of  ttiii  aally  :— 
"Stopping  at  a  merchant'e  ehop  in  Edinbnigh,  a 
Mend  of  mine  qne  day  pnt  Blphiaaton^a  Tranilation  of 
M^Tti"'  into  m/  hand,  and  deured  my  opinion  of  it.  I 
naked  permiaaion  to  write  my  opinion  on  a  blank  leaf  of 
the  book  I  which  beiog  granted,  I  wrote  thia  epigram.] 

O  VBOU,  vhom  poesy  abhors, 
fniom  prose  has  tamed  out  of  doors, 
Heard'st  thou  that  groan?  proceed  no  fhrther; 
'Twas  lanrell'd  Martial  roaring  mnrther  I 


IN80BIPTI0N, 
on  na  BB4nsvoxn  ov  ranovsaoir. 

[Some  aocia)*  frieoda,  whoae  good  feelioga  were  better 

than  their  taate,  have  ornamented  with  anpplemental 

Iron  work  the  keadatooe  whieh  Bnnu  eraeted,  with  thia 

inocription  to  the  memory  of  hia  brother  bard,  Fer- 

gnaaon.] 

*  Here  Uea 

BonnsT  Fnnevaaoy,  Poet. 

Bom,  September  5, 1761  i 

Bled,  Oct.  15, 1774. 

No  scnlpttired  marble  here,  nor  pompons  lay, 
"No  storied  nm  nor  animated  bust  ;'* 

This  simple  stone  foects  pale  Scotla^s  way 
To  ponr  her  sorrows  o'er  her  poet's  dust. 


xxvn. 

ON  A  SCHOOLMASTEB. 

[The  Willie  Miehie  of  thia  epigram  wu,  it  ii  mU, 
aehoolmaater  of  the  pariah  of  Cleiah,  in  Fifaibittiha 
met  Bama  during  hia  firat  viait  to  Eduibiugh.j 

Hbu  lie  Willie  Michie's  banes ; 

O,  Satan  I  when  ye  tak'  him, 
01'  him  the  sohoolin'  o'  your  wesss, 

For  olere^  de'ils  he'll  mak*  them* 


xxym. 

A  OBACE  BEFOEB  BINNBB. 

[Thia  waa  an  extempore  grace,  prononaead  by  tbi 
poet  at  a  dinner-table,  in  Dnmfriea:  he  waa  efwivady 
to  oontribnte  the  email  change  of  rhyme,  for  aithat  tha 
nae  or  amnaement  of  a  company.] 

0  Tnou,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  eyery  oreature%  want  I 
We  bless  thee,  Ood  of  Nature  wide. 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent: 
And  if  it  please  thee,  HeaTenly  Quids, 

May  ncTer  worse  be  sent; 
But,  whether  granted  or  denied. 

Lord  bless  us  with  o<mtent  1 

Asften* 


XXIX. 

A  OBACE  BEFORE  MEAT. 

[Proflonnced,  tradition  aaya,  at  the  table  of  Kra.  Ri 
del,  of  Woodleigh-Paric.] 

O  Tbou  in  whom  we  lire  and  uoto. 

Who  mad'st  the  sea  and  shore. 
Thy  goodness  constantly  we  |woT«, 

And  gratefU  would  adore. 
And  if  it  please  thee.  Power  aboTo, 

SUU  grant  us  with  such  store. 
The  firiend  we  trust,  the  fair  we  lore. 

And  we  desire  no  more. 


ON  WAT, 

[The  name  of  tiie  object  of  thia  fleree 
be  found,  bat  in  gratifyidg  eiirioaity,  aome 
iniUcted.] 

Sio  a  reptilf  was  Wat, 
Sic  a  miscreant  slave. 


OF  BOBEBT  BUBNS. 
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That  the  Tery  ironns  dftmn'd  him 
When  laid  in  hia  graTe. 

*<In  his  flesh  there's  a  famine/' 
A  starr'd  reptile  eries ; 

«<  An»  hit  heart  is  rank  poison,'' 
Another  replies. 


xxxx. 

ON  CAPTAIN  FRANCIS  GBOSE. 


(TUa wu a  faikiTa  aally:  it  ii  nid  that  Otom,  who 
iraa  vary  lat,  though  ha  loiaad  in  tha  Uug h,  did  aot  za- 
liahil.] 

9bn  daTil  got  notice  that  Qrose  was  a-dying, 
8e  whip!  at  the  summons,  old  Satan  came 

fljring; 
But  when  he  approached  where  poor  Franois  lay 

moaning. 
And  saw  each  bed-post  with  its  harden  a-groan- 

ingt 
Astoniah'd!    confounded  1    cxy'd  Satan,    "By 

rn  want  him,  ere  I  take  sneh  a  damnable  load  1" 


XXXTT. 


IHPROMFTUy 
TO  MISS  AINSLIE. 

ffhaaa  Uaaa  wara  oceuioBad  hy  a  Mnnoa  on  ■!>,  to 
WUA  Cha  poat  aad  Mlia  Aiailia  of  BanywaU  had 
dariag  hia  riiit  to  tha  boidar.] 


Far  maid,  yon  need  not  take  the  hint, 

Nor  idle  texts  pnrsne ; — 
Tma  gnUty  rinners  that  he  meant, 

Not  angels  snch  as  yon  I 


THE  KIRK  OF  LAMINGTON. 

tOM  Toag h,  eold  day,  Bona  liatanad  to  a  aannon,  ae 
iHia  la  hia  liking,  ia  tha  Urk  of  Lamiagtoa,  ia  Clydai- 
iala«  that  ha  laft  thia  protaat  on  tha  asat  whaia  ha  nt.] 

As  ca^d  a  wind  as  erer  blew. 
As  eanlder  kirk,  aad  in't  bnt  few; 
As  eanld  a  minister's  e*er  spak, 
Te'se  a'  be  het  ere  I  come  back. 


THE  LEAGUE  AND  COVENANT. 

[Ib  aaswar  to  a  gantlannn,  who  aallad  tha  aolaina 
Laagaa  and  CoraBuit  ridieoloaa  aad  ruiatieal.] 

Thi  solemn  League  and  Corenant 
Cost  Scotland  blood — cost  Scotland  tears ; 

But  it  sealed  freedom's  sacred  cause— 
If  thou'rt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneers. 


WRITTEN  ON  A  PANE  OF  GLASS, 

nr  THl  IKH  AT  KOrrAT. 

[A  friaad  aakad  tha  poat  why  God  mada  Miia  Daviaa 
ao  littla,  and  a  lady  who  waa  with  har,  ao  laiga :  bafora 
tha  ladiaa,  who  had  jaat  paaaad  tha  window,  wara  oot 
of  aight,  tha  following  aaawor  waa  racoidad  oa  a  paaa 
ofglaaa.] 

Ask  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small, 
And  why  so  huge  the  granite  T 

Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 
The  higher  Talue  on  it 


SPOKEN, 
ox  Bsura  A^ponrTxa  to  tbx  xzciaB. 

[fioTBa  took  no  plaaasra  ia  tha  nama  of  gangar :  dia 
aitoatioB  waa  nnworthy  of  him,  aad  ha  aaldom  haaitatad 

to  aay  ao.] 

• 

SxAXOHnra  auld  wives'  barrels, 

Och-*hon  I  the  day ! 
That  darty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels ; 

Bui— what'U  ye  say ! 
These  moTin'  things  ca'd  wiyes  and  weans 
Wad  moTS  the  retj  hearts  o'  stanes  I 


xxxvu. 

LINES  ON  MRS.  KEMBLE. 

[Tha  poat  wrota  thaaa  llaaa  ia  Mra.  RiddaPa  box  la  tha 
Bnmfriaa  Thaatra,  in  tha  wintar  of  ITM :  ha  waa  mach 
novad  by  Mra.  Kombla'a  nobla  aad  pathatie  actiag.] 

KncBUi,  thou  cur'st  my  unbelief 

Of  Moses  and  his  rod ; 
At  Yarico's  sweet  notes  of  grief 

The  rock  with  tears  had  flow'd. 
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TO  MB.  8TME. 

[John  Syme,  of  Ryadala,  a  rbTmer,  a  wit,  and  a  gaatlo- 
nuin  of  edaeation  and  intelligenee,  wai,  while  Barns 
nitded  in  Dnmfriei,  hia  ehief  companion :  he  was  brad 
to  the  law. 

No  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not, 
And  cook'ry  the  first  in  the  nation ; 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  conTerse  and  wit, 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


T0MR.S7ME.       ' 
WITH  ▲  raatzxT  or  ▲  nozsn  of  poetxk. 

[The  taTom  where  these  lines  were  written  was  kept 
by  a  wandering  mortal  of  the  name  of  Smith;  who, 
having  visited  in  some  capacity  or  other  the  Holy  Land, 
pQt  on  his  sign,  **  John  Smith,  from  Jerusalem.'*  He 
was  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Jemsalem  John.] 

0,  HAD  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind. 
Or  hops  the  flaToor  of  thy  wit, 

*Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  e*en  for  Sym^were  fit 

JinudUm  Tavern^  Dumfries. 


XL. 
A   GRACE. 


[This  Grace  was  spoken  at  the  table  of  Ryedale,  where 
to  the  best  cookery  was  added  the  richest  wine,  as  well 
as  the  rarest  wit:  Hyslop  was  a  distiller.] 

LoBD,  we  thank  and  thee  adore, 
For  temporal  gifts  we  little  merit ; 

At  present  we  will  ask  no  more, 
Let  William  Hyslop  give  the  spirit 


XLI. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  A  GOBLET. 

[Written  on  a  dinner-goblet  by  the  hand  of  Bams. 
Byrne,  exaq;>erated  at  havihg  his  set  of  crystal  defaeed, 
threw  the  goblet  under  the  grate :  it  was  taken  up  by  his 
clerk,  and  it  is  still  preserved  as  a  curiosity.] 

Thzbx*s  death  in  the  cup— eae  beware ! 

Naj,  more — there  is  danger  in  touching ; 
But  wha  can  avoid  the  fell  snare  f 

The  man  and  his  irine's  sae  bevitching  I 


^  XUI. 

THE  INVITATION. 

[Bums  had  a  happyknack  in  ackaowledgisf  clTiltisa 
these  lines  were  written  with  a  pencil  on  the  psper  is 
which  Mrs.Hyslop,  of  Lochratton,  enclosed  as  iaTitatioB 
to  dinner.] 

Thb  King's  most  humble  serraat  I, 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute ; 

But  I  am  yours  at  dinner-time. 
Or  else  the  devil's  in  it 


XLIU. 

THE  CREED  OF  POVERTY. 

[When  the  commissioners  of  Excise  told  Boms  that 
he  was  to  act,  and  not  to  think;  he  took  oat  Us  pencil 
and  wrote  *<  The  Creed  of  Poverty."] 

^ 

In  politics  if  thou  would'st  mix, 
^         And  mean  thy  fortunes  be ; 

Bear  this  in  mind— be  deaf  and  blind ; 
Let  great  folks  hear  and  see. 


3mv. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  LADrS  POCKET-BOOK. 

[That  Bums  loved  liberty  and  sympathized  with  tbosi 
who  were  warring  in  its  cause,  these  lines,  and  hundredi 
more,  sufidently  testify.] 

G&AXT  me,  indulgent  Heav'n,  that  I  may  live 
To  see  the  miscreante  feel  the  pains  they  giTe, 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air, 
TiU  slave  and  despot  be  but  things  whloh  wen 


THE  PARSON'S  LOOKS. 

[Some  sarcastic  person  said,  in  Bnma's  hearli^y  t 
there  was  falsehood  in  the  Reverend  I>r.  Bammcj 
looks:  the  poet  mused  for  a  moment,  and  replied  in  li 
which  have  less  of  trath  than  point.] 

That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks 

I  must  and  win  deny ; 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knavo-^ 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 


OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 


201 


XLVI. 
THE  TO'AD-EATEB. 

[This  reproof  vnw  sdminiitered  extempore  to  one  of 
the  f  aeste  at  the  table  of  Hbzwell,  of  Terranghty,  whoM 
wbele  talk  wae  of  Dnkea  with  whom  he  had  dined,  and 
of  earls  with  whom  he  had  rapped.] 

WiCiLT  of  esrlfl  with  whom  you  hare  rapt, 
«       And  of  dukes  that  70a  dined  with  yestreen  ? 
Lord !  a  louse.  Sir,  is  still  but  a  louse, 
Though  it  orawl  on  the  curl  of  a  queen. 


XLVn. 

ON  BOBEBT  BIDDEL. 

(I  eepied  theae  lines  from  a  pane  of  glass  In  the  Friars- 
Carse  Henntage,  on  whieh  thej  had  been  traced  with 
the  diniiirwid  of  Boms.] 


To  Biddel,  mueh*lamented  man, 

This  ified  cot  was  dear ; 
Beader.  dost  Talue  matchless  worth? 

This  itied  oot  rerere. 


XLVin. 
THE   TOAST. 


[Bum  bei^g  ealled  on  for  a  song,  bj  his  brother  Tolnn- 
leets,  on  a  festire  occasion,  gave  the  following  Toast.] 

IsnxAD  of  a  song,  boys,  FU  giye  you  a  toast — 
Here's  the  memory  of  those  on  the  twelfth  that 

we  lost  I— 
That  we  lost,  did  I  say  T  nay,  by  HeaVn,  that 

we  found; 
For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goes 

Tomd. 
The  not  in  sueeesnon,  IH  gire  you-— the  King  t 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  he 

swing; 
And  Inre^s  the  grand  fkbrio,  our  free  Constitu* 

tlon, 
Aa  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Bevolution ; 
And  loBgcr  with  politics  not  to  be  eramm'd, 
B9  Aaarehy  eurs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd ; 
Afii  who  would  to  liberty  e*er  prore  disloyal, 
Xajr  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and  he  his  lirst 

tHaL 


XLIX. 

OH  ▲  PXBSOH  XIOKRAUXD 

THE   MABQUIS. 

[ui  a  moment  when  vanity  prevailed  against  pmdeneei 
this  person,  who  kept  a  respectable  publie-honse  in  Dna^ 
flries,  desired  Bnms  to  write  his  epitaph.] 

Hsu  lies  a  mock  Marquis,  whose  titles  were 

shamm'd ; 
If  STor  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  damn'd. 


L. 
LINES 

WBirm  OB  A  WIBDOW. 

[Bums  traced  theee  words  with  a  diamond,  on  the 
window  of  the  King's  Arms  Tayem,  Damfries,  as  a 
reply,  or  reproof,  to  one  who  had  been  witty  on  ezelie- 


Yb  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  aU  this  sneer- 
ing 
'Oainst  poor  Excisemen  T  fprt  the  cause  a  hear- 

iBgf 
TVhat  are  you,  landlords'  rent-rolls?   teasing 

ledgers: 
What  premiers — ^what?  eren  monarchs'  mighty 

gangers: 
Nay,  what  are  priests,  those  seeming  godly  wise 

men? 
What  are  they,  pray,  but  spiritual  Excisemen? 


LI. 

LINES 

waiTTSH  OH  A  wnn>ow  or  tks  eLou  tatvbx, 

BVMraxss. 

[The  Globe  Tarem  was  Bams*s  favonrlte  «  Howfl^** 
as  he  called  it.  It  had  other  attractions  than  good 
liquor ;  there  lived  "Anna,  with  the  golden  locks.*'] 

Tbb  greybeard,  old  Wisdom,  may  boast  of  bis 
treasures, 
GIto  me  inth  gay  Folly  to  live ; 
I  grant  him  his  calm-blooded,  time-settled  plea- 
sures, 
But  Folly  has  raptures  to  gire. 
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ui. 

THE  SELKIRK  OBACE. 

[On  a  Tiiit  to  St.  Itfary's  lale,  Barm  wm  raqaeitad  bj 
the  noble  owner  to  say  grace  to  dinner ;  he  obeyed  in 
theee  linei,  now  known  in  Oallowny  by  the  name  of"  The 
Selkirk  Once."] 

Son  hae  meat  and  oanna  eat. 
And  some  vad  eat  that  want  it; 

Bat  we  hae  meat  and  we  can  eat. 
And  sae  the  Lord  be  thanket 


UII. 

TO  DR.  MAXWELL, 
ON  JESSIE  STAICS  RECOVERY. 

[Bf  azwell  wai  a  Bkilfal  physician ;  and  Jessie  Staig,  the 
ProTost's  eldest  daughter,  was  a  yonng  lady  of  great 
beaaty :  she  died  early.] 

Maxwxu/,  if  merit  here  yon  crave 

That  merit  I  deny, 
Ton  saye  fair  Jessie  from  the  grate — 

An  angel  oonid  not  die. 


LVL 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LAP-BOG, 

VAXBD   BOHO. 

[When  risiting  with  Synie  at  Kenmore  CtiUSi  Bom 
wrote  this  Epitaph,  rather  relactantly,  it  is  siU,  st  tbt 
request  of  t^  lady  of  the  home,  in  hoaoor  of  her  I19 
dog.] 

Ix  wood  and  wild,  je  warbling  throng, 

Tour  heayy  loss  deplore; 
Now  half  extinct  yovr  powers  of  song. 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

Te  jarring,  screeching  things  sroimd, 
Scream  your  discordant  joys ; 

Now  half  yonr  din  of  toneless  souid 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


LIT. 
EPITAPH. 


[These  lines  were  traced  by  the  hand  of  Bnms  on  a 
goblet  belonging  to  Gabriel  Richardson,  brewer,  in 
Dumfries:  it  is  carefully  preserred  in  the  family.] 

Hiu  brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  extinct, 

And  empty  all  his  barrels : 
He's  blest — ^if,  as  he  brew'd,  he  drink — 

In  upright  rirtaons  morals. 


LV. 

EPITAPH 
ON  WILLIAM  NICOL. 

[Nicol  was  a  scholar,  of  ready  and  rough  wit, 
loved  a  Joke  and  a  gill.] 

Yb  maggots,  feast  on  Nicol's  brain, 
For  few  sic  feasts  yeWe  gotten ; 

And  fix  your  claws  in  Nicol's  heart, 
For  deil  a  bit  o't's  rotten. 


who 


Lvn. 

ON  A  NOTED  COXCOMB. 

[Neither  Ayr,  Edinbnfgh,aor  DnmAies  have  eoates 
the  honour  of  producing  the  person  on  whom  these  U 
were  written  :-^oxconibs  are  the  growth  of  all  < 
tricts.] 

Light  lay  the  earth  on  Willy's  breast. 
His  chicken-heart  so  tender ; 

But  bnild  a  castle  on  his  head« 
His  sknll  will  prop  it  under. 


Lvm. 

OH  8UIK0  Tm  BSAimrm  bxav  ov 

LORD  GALLOWAY. 

[This,  and  the  three  suceeediqg  E|(igruns,  are 
squibs  thrown  amid  the  tumult  of  a  coat«Bted  al 
and  must  not  be  taken  as  the  fixed  and  d*Hb«raU 
meats  of  the  poet,  r^gaidiag  an  aneiaat  aad  n&bte  I 


What  dost  then  in  that  m«n&ion 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dongeoa  oawe. 

The  picture  of  thy  mind  I 


OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 
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ON  THB  BAHE^ 

Ko  Stewui  art  thou,  (Hllowaj, 
The  Stewarts  all  were  braye ; 

Bendee,  the  Stewarti  were  but  fools, 
Not  one  of  them  a  knaTO. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

Bbioht  rea  thy  line,  0  Galloway, 
Thro*  maay  a  far-fam'd  sire ! 

So  ran  the  Ikr-faia'd  Roman  way, 
80  ended  in  a  mire. 


LSI. 
TO  THB  SAME, 

AVTHO&   BSnrO    THSXATSKXI) 


WITK  Kxa 


Spaxi  me  thy  Tengeance,  Qalloway, 

In  qiiiet  let  me  live : 
I  aak  no  kindness  at  thy  hand, 

For  thoa  hast  none  to  giro. 


LZn. 

ON   A  COUNTBT  LAIBIX 

[Vr.  MAzw»n,  of  CudoiMH,  aftsrwardt  Sir  DftTid, 
himwlf  to  th«  riiymiaif  wnth  of  Baru,  by  Mi 
ia  tho  eoBtottod  •lectiona  of  Horoa.] 


BiLsss  Jesus  Christ,  0  Cardoness, 

With  gjrateAil  lifted  eyes, 
Who  said  that  not  the  soul  alone 

Bat  body  too,  must  rise : 
For  hsd  he  said,  "  the  sonl  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliTori" 
Alaal  alas  I  0  Cardoness, 

Then  thou  hadst  slept  for  erer* 


Lxm. 

ON  JOHN  BUSHBT. 

{BnnM,  fu  hU  banhott  lanpooiM,  alwaya  admittad  tha 
of  BoalAf :  tha  paaaaatry,  who  bata  all  elavar 


attoraaTi,  lovad  to  baadla  bis  ebaxaetar  with  wiipaxiiv 
aavarity.] 

HiBi  lies  John  Bushby,  honest  man! 
Cheat  him,  DotU,  g^  ye  can. 


THE  TRUE  LOTAL  NATIVES. 

[At  a  dlnnar-party,  whara  poUtiea  laa  Ugh,  lioaa 
aignad  bj  man  who  eallad  thamaalTaa  tha  tnia  loyal 
natiraa  of  Domfnaa,  wara  handad  to  Barna :  ha  took  a 
paaeil,  and  at  onea  wrote  thla  raply.] 

Ta  true  "  Loyal  NatiTOS,"  attend  to  my  song. 
In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long ; 
From  envy  or  hatred  your  corps  is  exempt, 
But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  darts  of  con- 
tempt? 


LXV. 

ON  A  SUICIDE. 

[Bnma  waa  obaarrad  by  my  ftiand,  0r.  Copland  Hat- 
ehiaoa,  to  flz,  ona  morning,  a  bit  of  paper  on  tha  grave 
of  a  parKm  who  had  eonunittad  aoicida :  on  tha  paper 
theae  linaa  ware  pencilled.] 

Eabth'p  up  here  lies  an  imp  0'  hell. 

Planted  by  Satan's  dibble- 
Poor  ^y  wretch,  he's  damn'd  himsel' 

To  Bare  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


LXVI. 

EXTEMPORE 
pDiinn>  ox  A  last's  coach. 

[«  Printed,*'  aaya  Sir  Harria  Nieolaa,  "  fnm  a  copy 
in  BnnM*a  handwriting,'*  a  alight  alteration  in  the  laat 
Una  ia  nhda  ftom  an  oral  yardon.] 

Ir  you  rattle  along  like  your  mistress's  tongue, 
Tour  speed  will  outriTsl  the  dart: 

But,  a  fly  for  your  load,  you'll  break  down  oir 
the  road 
If  your  Btttif  has  the  rot,  like  her  heart 
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Lxvn. 

LINES 
TO  JOHN  EANKINE. 

[These  linee  weie  mid  to  have  been  written  by  the 
poet  to  Renkxne,  of  A4uiihiU,  with  ozden  to  forward 
them  when  he  died.] 

Ha  who  of  Bankine  sang  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
And  a  green  grassy  Idllook  hides  His  head; 
Alas!  alas!  a  devilish  change  indeed. 


LXYin. 

JESSY  LEWABS. 

pYritten  on  the  blank  lide  of  a  list  of  wild  beasts,  exhi- 
biting in  Dumfries.  "  Now,'*  said  the  poet,  who  was 
Chen  very  ill,  « it  is  fit  to  be  presented  to  a  lady."] 

Tale  not  to  me  of  savages 

From  Afrio's  boming  sun, 
No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  heart 

As,  Jessy,  thou  hast  done. 
Bat  Jessy's  lovely  hand  in  mine, 

A  mutaai  faith  to  plight, 
Not  even  to  view  the  heavenly  ohoir 

Would  be  80  blest  a  sight. 


LXIX. 
THE  TOAST. 

[One  day,  when  Bams  was  111  and  seemed  in  slomber, 
he  observed  Jessy  liswars  moving  aboat  the  house  with 
a  light  stop  lest  she  shonld  disturb  him.  He  took  a 
crystal  goblet  containing  wine-and-wator  for  moistening 
his  lips,  wrote  these  words  upon  it  with  a  dismond,  and 
presented  it  to  her. 

Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine. 
Gall  a  toast — a  toast  divine ; 
Give  the  Pdef  s  darling  flame. 
Lovely  Jessy  be  the  name ; 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast. 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast. 


LXX. 

ON  MISS  JESSY  LEWABS. 

*  [The  constancy  of  her  attendance  on  the  poet's  sick- 
bed and  anxiety  of  mind  brooght  a  slight  illness  upon 
Jessy  Lewars.    "  You  must  not  die  yet,'*  aaid  the  poet : 


"give  me  that  goblet,  and  1  shall  prepaie  jou  for  the 
worst."  He  traced  these  lines  with  his  disaiOBd,  ud 
said*,  "  That  will  be  a  compaaioa  to  <  The  Tosst.' "] 

Sat,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  etrth 

Can  torn  Death's  dart  aside ! 

It  is  not  purity  and  worth. 

Else  Jessy  had  not  died. 

B.  B. 


LXXL 

ON  m 
BEGOVEBT  OF  JESSY  LEWARS. 

[A  little  repose  brought  health  to  the  yoaag  tedy. 
"  I  knew  you  would  not  die,"  observed  the  poet,  with  t 
smile :  "  there  is  a  poetic  reason  for  your  recovery ;"  hi 
wrote,  and  with  a  feeble  hand,  the  following  lines.] 

But  rarely  seen  since  Nature's  birth. 

The  natives  of  the  sky ; 

Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  earth, 

For  Jessy  did  not  die. 

B.  B. 


Lxxn. 

TAM,  THE  CHAPMAN. 

[Tam,  the  chapman,  is  said  by  the  late  Witliam  Cob 
bett,  who  knew  him,  to  have  been  a  Thomas  Kennedy, 
native  of  Ayrshire,  agent  to  a  mercantile  bouse  in  th 
west  of  Scotland.  8ir  Harris  Nicolas  eoafbunds  hii 
with  the  Kennedy  to  whom  Bums  addressed  eeveral  le 
tors  and  verses,  which  I  printed  in  mj  edition  of  the  ^o< 
in  IBM :  it  is  perhaps  enough  to  say  that  the  name  of  ti 
one  was  Thomas  and  the  name  of  the  other  John  J 

As  Tam  the  Chapman  on  a  day, 
Wi'  Death  forgather'd  by  the  Wtty, 
Weel  pleas'd  he  greets  a  wight  so  famous. 
And  Death  was  nae  less  pleas'd  wi'  Th,om« 
Wha  cheerftilly  lays  down  the  pack. 
And  there  blaws  np  a  hearfy  crack ; 
His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart* 
Sae  UcUed  Death  they  could  na  part : 
Sae  after  viewing  knives  and  gariem. 
Death  takes  him  hame  to  gie  him  qnax-toi 
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Lxxm. 

[TheM  liBM  M«ni  to  owB  their  origin  to  the  precept  of 
Mickle. 

"  Tlie  present  moment  ie  onr  ain, 
The  aezt  we  never  mw."] 

Hjbbb'b  ft  bottle  and  ux  honest  firiend ! 

What  wad  jou  wish  for  mair,  man! 
Wha  kens  before  his  life  may  end. 

What  his  share  may  be  o'  care,  man! 
Tlipn  catoh  the  moments  as  they  fly. 

And  use  them  as  ye  onght,  man  I 
Beliere  me,  happiness  is  shy. 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 


LXXrv. 

(The  Mstiment  which  theie  Unei  ezpren,  wai  one 
AauUer  to  Bone,  in  the  enrly,  ac  well  mm  conelnding 
4er>ofhklife.] 


TBoiran  fickle  Fortime  has  deceiTed  me, 
She  promis'd  fair  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereaVd  me, 
Tet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. — 

ni  act  irith  pradence  as  far's  Fm  able, 
Bat  if  snccess  I  must  nerer  find. 

Then  come  misfortone,  I  bid  thee  welcome, 
ru  meet  thee  with  an  nndaonted  mind. 


TO  JOHN  KENXEDT. 

[The  John  Kennedy  to  whom  theie  Yenee  and  the  me* 
Cf  ddiflf  liaea  were  addreeeed,  lived,  in  1796,  at  DomMee- 
hooje,  and  hia  taste  was  eo  mneh  eeteemed  by  the  poet, 
thathe  mbmitted  hia  •<  Cotter*i  Batniday  Night*'  and  the 
''IffoBntain  Daiay"  to  hia  indgment:  he  aeema  to  have 
been  of  a  aoeial  diqwiition.] 

Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 

Vfft  bring  you  in  by  Mauchline  Cross, 

Ir-^,  man,  there's  lasses  there  wad  force 

A  hermit's  fancy. 
And  down  the  gate  in  faith  they're  worse 

And  mair  unchancy. 

But  as  Vm  sa;^',  t>lease  step  to  Dow's, 
And  taste  sic  gear  as  Johnnie  brews, 
Tin  some  bit  callan  bring  me  news 

That  ye  are  there. 
And  if  we  dinna  hae  a  bonze 

I'se  ne'er  drink  mair. 


It's  no  I  like  to  sit  an'  swallow. 
Then  like  a  swine  to  puke  and  wallow, 
But  gie  me  just  a  true  good  fallow, 

Wi'  right  ingine, 
And  spunkie  ance  to  make  us  mellow. 

And  then  we'll  shine. 

Now  if  ye're  ane  o'  warl's  folk, 
Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  cloak, 
An'  sklent  on  poverty  their  joke 

Wi*  bitter  sneer, 
Wi'  you  nae  friendship  I  will  troke, 

Nor  cheap  nor  dear. 

But  if,  as  Fm  informed  weel, 
Te  hate  as  ill's  the  vexy  dell 
The  flinty  heart  that  canna  foel — 

Come,  Sir,  here's  tae  you ! 
Hae,  there's  my  haun,  I  wiss  you  weel. 

And  gude  be  wi'  you. 

BOBSBT  BUKVISS. 

Mougid,  8  Marck^  1786. 


LXXVI. 
TO  JOHN  KENNEDT. 

Fabxwsll,  dear  friend !  may  guid  luck  hit  you. 
And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you ! 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you, 

May  nane  belicTe  him ! 
And  ony  4eil  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceiTe  him  t 
R.  B. 
KUmoffiiOckj  Augtut^  1786. 


Lxxvn. 

[Cromek  found  theie  characteriitie  lines  among  the 
poet'e  papera.] 

Theeb's  naethin  like  the  honest  nappy! 
Whaur'll  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy. 
Or  women,  sonsie,  saft  an'  sappy, 

'Tween  mom  an'  mom 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drapple 

In  glass  or  horn  ? 

I're  seen  me  daeit  upon  a  time ; 
I      I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  styme ; 
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Just  ae  havf  mocUdn  does  me  prime, 

Ought  leas  ia  UtUet 

Then  back  I  rattle  on  the  rhyme, 

la  gleg's  a  whittle. 


LXXYIH. 

OH  THl  BLAKK  XAAV 
OV  ▲ 

WORK  BY  HANNAH  MORE. 


PABSSNTSD  BT  XKB.   0- 


• 


Thou  flattering  work  of  friendship  kind, 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 

The  dear,  the  beauteous  donor ; 
Though  sweetly  female  eyery  part, 
f  et  such  a  head,  and  more  the  hearty 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour. 
She  showed  her  taste  refined  and  just^ 

When  she  selected  thee, 
Yet  deviating,  own  I  must. 
For  so  approving  me ! 
But  kind  still,  FU  mind  stiU 

The  giver  in  the  gift ; 
rn  bless  her,  and  wiss  her 
A  Friend  above  the  lift 

Matt^  Aprils  1786. 


TO*TSB  MBN  AKD  BBBTHBSV 
or  THS 

MASONIO  LODaS  AT  TABBOLTON. 

WiTHor  your  dear  mansion  may  wayward  oon- 
tention, 
Or  withering  envy  ne'er  enter : 
May  secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound, 
And  brotherly  love  be  the  centre. 
Edinburgh^  28  Auguit,  1787. 


IMPROMPTU. 

[The  tambler  on  which  Aeie  vatiM  an  iueribed  by 
the  diamond  of  BoniB,  fonnd  ita  way  to  the  hiadi  of  fir 
Walter  Beott,  and  ia  now  among  the  tiaaaarei  of  Abboti* 
ford.] 

You'bs  welcome,  Willie  Stewart, 
Tou're  welcome,  Willie  Stewart; 
There's  ne'er  a  floww  that  blooms  in  Utj, 
That's  half  sae  weUome's  thou  art 


Come  bumpers  high,  express  your  jqy. 
The  bowl  we  maun  renew  it ; 

The  tappit-hen,  gae  bring  her  ben, 
To  welcome  Willie  Stewart 

My  foes  be  Strang,  and  friends  be  slack, 

nk  action  may  he  rue  it. 
May  woman  on  him  turn  her  back, 

That  wrongs  thee,  Willie  Stewart 


PRATER  FOR  ADAM  ARMOUR. 

[The  origin  of  this  prayer  ia  carioaa.    In  1785,  1 
maid-iervant  of  an  innkeeper  at  Maaehline,  having  b< 
caught  in  what  old  ballad-malteni  delieatelf  call  **  i 
deed  of  shamei*'  Adam  Armoar,  the  brother  of  the  po< 
bonnie  Jean,  with  one  or  two  more  of  hia  eofluades,  e 
cuted  a  rastio  act  of  jiutice  upon  her,  by  parading 
perforce  through  the  viUage,  placed  on  a  loogti, 
pruned  piece  of  wood :  an  nnpleoaaat  eerooMmy,  vulgi 
called  "  Ridiiy  the  Staag.**     Thla  wna 
Geordie  and  Naaae,  the  girl 'a  maater  and  aaiati 
waa  reaorted  to,  and  aa  Adam  had  to  hid*  till  tb*  nu 
waa  Mttled,  he  durat  not  venture  hone  till  late  oa 
Saturday  nighta.    In  one  of  theee  hoiaa-eoaunge  b< 
Bnma,  who  laughed  when  he  heard  the  story,  aad 
"  Ton  haTe  need  of  aome  one  to  pray  for  yoa.** 
one  can  do  that  better  thaayoarielf/*  was  tha  reph 
thii  humorona  intereeaetoa  waa  made  on  tba  iaMant 
aa  it  ia  aaid,  "  clean  off  loof."   From  Adam  Axn 
obtained  the  Teriec,  and  when  he  wrota  tkam  o^ 
told  the  itory  in  which  the  prayer  oiigtaatad.] 

Loan,  pity  me,  for  I  am  Uttle, 
An  elf  of  mischief  and  of  mettle, 
That  can  like  onj  wabster's  shnttle. 

Jink  there  or  ltev«^ 
Thongh  soaroe  aa  lang'a  a  giuU  k»l«»irUl 

VwL  unco  que«r. 
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Lord  pity  BOW  our  waefa'  Oftse, 

For  6«ordie*s  Jnrr  we*re  in  disgrace, 

Beciiue  we  etong'd  lier«throiigli  the  place, 

'liang  hundreds  laaghin% 
Tot  which  we  datxma  show  onr  face 

Within  the  claehan. 


When  Death  comes  in  wi'  glimmering  blink; 
And  tips  anld  drunken  Nanse  the  wink' 
Qaur  Satan  gie  her  a— «  a  clink 

Behint  his  yett, 
And  fiU  her  up  wi'  brimstone  drink. 

Bed  reeking  het ! 


And  now  we're  dem'd  in  glens  and  hallows, 

There's  Jockie  and  the  haVrel  Jenny, 

And  hunted  as  was  William  Wallace, 

Some  deril  seise  them  in  a  hurry, 

Bj  constables,  those  blackguard  fellows, 

And  waft  them  in  th'  infernal  wherry. 

And  bailies  baith. 

Straught  through  the  lake» 

0  Lord,  ptesqrf  ns  frae  the  gallows! 

And  gie  their  hides  a  noble  curry. 

Thai  cursed  death. 

< 

Wi'  oU  of  aik. 

AnU,  grim,  Uaek-bearded  Geordie's  sel', 

As  for  the  lass,  lasclyious  body. 

0  shake  him  ewre  the  mouth  o'  hell. 

She's  had  mischief  enough  already, 

And  let  Um  hing  and  roar  and  yell. 

Weel  stang'd  by  market,  mill,  and  smiddie, 

Wi'  hideous  din. 

She's  suffer'dBair; 

And  if  h*  offers  to  rebel 

But  may  she  wintle  in  a  widdie, 

Just  heaTe  him  in. 

If  she  wh-re  mair. 

SONGS  AND  BALLADS. 


I. 

HANDSOME   NELL. 
Tune. — *'  lama  man  unmarried," 

f^lU*  eooipoaitkm,"  njm  Banw  in  hit  *<  Coaumm- 
pbc*  Book,**  "  WM  the  lint  of  my  perfornuacMi  and 
at  «a  early  period  in  li(^,  when  my  heart  glowed 
hoaaet,  warm  dmplieity }  QaaeqaaiBted  and  naeor- 
npfmd  with  the  waya  of  a  wicked  world.  The  mbjeot 
of  ftwtta  ayoaagfirl  who  really  deterred  all  the  praitet 
I  hatv  httlBwul  OB  her.'*] 

I. 
O  OSes  I  leVd  a  bonnie  lass. 

Ay,  and  I  Ioto  her  stni ; 
And  whilst  that  honour  warms  my  breast^ 

m  lore  my  handsome  NeU. 

XL 

As  bo— le  lasses  I  has  seen, 

A»d  moay  ftill  as  braw ; 
But  for  a  modest  graoeAi'  mien 

Thm  like  I  ncTor  saw. 

XXX, 

A  1i  smIb  IaflB»  I  will  eonfess^ 
Jm  pltasswt  to  the  o'e, 


But  without  some  better  qualities 
She's  no  a  lau  for  me. 


IT. 


But  Nelly's  looks  are  blithe  and  sweot» 

And  what  is  best  of  a', 
Her  reputation  is  complete, 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 


V. 


She  dresses  ay  sae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  genteel : 
And  then  there's  something  in  her  gui 

Oars  ony  dress  look  weel. 

▼X. 

A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart ; 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  polishes  the  dart 

VII. 

'Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 
'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 

For  absolutely  in  my  breast 
She  reigns  without  control 
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n. 

LirCELESS   FOKTUNE. 

[These  lineii  as  Bami  informi  us,  were  written  to  e 
tone  of  his  own  eomposiiigi  consisting  of  three  parts, 
and  the  words  were  the  flcho  of  the  air.] 

0  BAGiNO  fortttne's  withering  blast 

Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0 1 
0  raging  fortune's  withering  blast 

Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0  i 
My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green. 

My  blossom  sweet  did  blow,  0 ; 
The  dew  fell  firesh,  the  snn  rose  mild, 

And  made  my  branches  grow,  0. 
But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0 ; 
But  lucldess  fortune's  northern  storms 

Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  0. 


HI. 

I  DREAMED  I  LAY. 

[These  melancholy  verses  were  written  when  the  poet 
was  some  seventeen  yean  old:  his  early  days  were  typi- 
enl  of  his  latter.] 

I. 

I  drbax'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing 

Quly  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  sing^g, 

By  a  falling  crystal  stream: 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring ; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave  ; 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

O'er  the  swelling  drumlie  ware. 

XX. 

Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning, 

Such  the  pleasure  I  ei\}oy'd : 
But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  stormiog^ 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroy'd. 
Tho'  fickle  fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 


IV. 

TIBBIE,  I  HAE'SEEK  THE  DAT. 
Tunt-^**  Invercald*i  Bed." 

[The  Tibbie  who  «  q)ak  na,  bat  gaed  by  like  stoats," 
was,  it  is  said,  the  danyhter  of  a  nan  who  wu  Islidof 
three  acres  of  peatntoss,  and  thought  it  beesas  hu  to 
pat  on  airs  in  eonseqnence.] 

OKOKUS. 

0  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day, 
Ye  wad  na  been  sae  shy; 

For  lack  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me. 
But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by. 


YssTBBBH  I  met  you  on  the  moor, 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stove ; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  Vm  poor, 
But  fient  a  hair  oare  L 

II. 
I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think. 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  dink. 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 

III. 
But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  olean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean. 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 

IV. 

Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'U  cast  your  head  anither  alrty 
And  answer  him  f  u'  dry. 

V. 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'U  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he,  for  sense  or  lear. 
Be  better  than  the  Igre. 

VI. 

But,  !nbbie,  lass,  tak  my  advic«. 
Your  daddie's  gear  malu  yoa  sae  zdc« 
The  dell  a  ane  wad  spier  your  price. 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  1. 

VII. 

There  lives  a  lass  In  yonder  park, 
I  would  nae  gie  her  in  her  sark. 
For  thee,  wi'  a*  thy  thousan'  maxk  ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  hig^ 


1 


V. 
HT  FATHER  WAS  A  FABMER. 
Time—'*  The  Weaver  and  kU  Shuttle,  0." 

(^Ibc  foUowi]«  ■<»«>"  nyi  the  po«t,  «it  m  wild 
itapsodf ,  mlMfmbly  dafieicnt  in  Tariifleation,  bnt  m  the 
■I*  th«  franiM  fMliagi  of  mj  IkMrt,  for  tiiat 
I  hKf  m  puticnkr  plMumrt  la  coaninf  it  orer.'^J 

X. 

Ut  father  vm  a  farmer 

Upon  the  Caniek  horder,  0, 
And  earef oily  he  bred  me. 

In  deeenej  and  order,  0 ; 
He  bade  me  act »  manly  part» 

Thon^  I  had  n«*er  a  Huihing^  0; 
For  irithOBl  na  honest  meal j  hearti 

He  man  wag  vorth  regarding,  0. 

XI. 

Then  eat  into  the  worid 

Vj  covzee  I  did  determine,  0 ; 
Tlie*  to  be  rich  was  not  my  wish, 

Tet  to  be  great  was  charming,  0 : 
My  talents  they  irere  not  the  worst, 

Kor  yet  my  edncation,  0 ; 
Beaolf'd  was  I,  at  least  to  try. 

To  mend  my  situation,  0. 

III. 

In  many  a  way,  and  Tiun  essay, 

I  eonrted  fSortane's  fayonr,  0 ; 
Some  eanse  unseen  still  stept  between, 

To  frvsirate  each  endearonr,  0 : 
Scmetimee  by  foes  I  was  o'erpower'd, 

Sometimee  bj  fUends  forsaken,  0, 
And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top, 

I  still  was  worst  mistakeni  0. 

IT. 

Then  sore  harassed,  and  tir^d  at  last, 

With  fertone's  Tain  delnidon,  0, 
I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams. 

And  came  to  this  conclnsion,  0 : 
The  past  was  bad,  and  the  fbtare  hid; 

Its  good  or  ill  nntried,  0; 
Bnt  the  present  honr,  was  in  my  poVr 

And  so  I  would  eiijoy  it,  0. 

Ko  hd^  Bor  hope,  nor  Tlew  had  I, 
Kor  person  to  bcMend  me^  0 ; 

8o  I  mnst  toil,  and  sweat  and  br^ 
And  labonr  to anstaia ae,  0: 
u 


To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow. 
My  father  bred  me  early,  0 ; 

For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred,         • 
Was  a  match  for  fortnne  fainy,  0. 


TL 

Thns  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor. 

Thro'  life  I'm  doom'd  to  wander,  0, 
Till  down  my  weary  bones  I  ley. 

In  CTcrlasting  slumber,  0. 
No  Tiew  nor  care,  bnt  shun  whate'er 

Might  breed  me  pain  or  sorrow,  0: 
I  Utc  to-day  as  well's  I  may, 

fifgaanfless  of  te-menow,  O. 

TIL 

But  cheerful  sUll,  I  am  as  well. 

As  a  monarch  in  a  palace,  0, 
The'  Fortune's  firown  still  hunts  me  dow% 

With  all  her  wonted  malice,  0: 
I  make  indeed  my  daily  bread. 

But  ne'er  can  make  it  farther,  0 ; 
But,  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need, 

I  do  not  much  regard  her,  0. 

Till. 

When  sometimes  by  my  labour 

I  earn  a  little  money,  0, 
Some  unforeseen  misfortune 

Comee  gen'rally  upon  me,  0 : 
Misohanoe,  mistake,  or  by  neglect. 

Or  my  goodnatur'd  folly,  0 ; 
But  come  what  will.  Fro  sworn  it  still» 

111  ne'er  be  melancholy,  0. 

xz. 

All  yon  who  follow  wealth  and  power, 

yhih  unremitting  ardour,  0, 
The  more  in  this  you  look  for  bliss. 

Ton  leare  your  Tiew  the  farther.  Ox 
Had  you  the  wealth  Fotosi  boasts. 

Or  nations  to  adore  you,  0, 
A  cheetftil  honest-hearted  down 

I  will  prefer  before  you,  0. 
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VI. 
JOHN  BARLEYCORN: 

A  BALLAD. 

[Compoflsd  on  tb«  plan  of  aaold  Miif ,  of  whieh  David 
X^aiag  hu  giToa  fta  aatheotie  Tonion  in  hii  Tory  emioiu 
volniM  of  Metrical  Talei.] 

I. 
Thxbi  were  three  kings  into  the  east. 

Three  kings  both  great  and  high ; 
And  thej  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

II. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plongh'd  him  down« 

Put  clods  upon  his  head ; 
And  they  ha*e  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  wa»  dead. 

III. 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  on. 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again. 

And  sore  surprised  them  alL 

XT. 

The  sultry  suns  of  summer  came. 
And  he  grew  thick  and  strong ; 

His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears 
That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

V. 

The  spber  autumn  enter'd  mild, 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pale ; 

His  beading  joints  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  he  began  to  faiL 

TL 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age ; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 


TIX. 

The/re  ta'en  a  weapon,  long  and 
And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 

Then  ^d  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 
lake  a  rogue  for  forget ie. 


▼XIX. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back. 
And  oudgell'd  him  fall  sore ; 

They  hung  hfan  up  before  the  storm. 
And  tvn'd  Ua  o*er  and  o'er. 


IX. 


They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 
With  water  to  the  brim ; 

They  heaTed  in  John  Barleycorn, 
There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 


They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor. 

To  work  him  farther  woe ; 
And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appear'd. 

They  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 

zi. 
They  wasted  o*er  a  scorching  flame 

The  iharrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  miller  us'd  him  worst  of  aU— • 

He  crushed  him  'tween  two  stones* 

XII. 

And  they  ha'e  ta*en  his  very  heart's  blood, 
And  drank  it  round  and  round; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  draak, 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

XIII. 

John  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise ; 
For  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blopd, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

XIV. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe ; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  joy: 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  ^g, 

Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

XV. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand ; 
And  may  his  great  posterity 

Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland  I 


vn. 

THE  RIGS  0'  BABLBT. 
Tune—"  Com  ri(f9  art  honnUJ^ 


«t 


[Two  youig  woBBMi  of  the  weaC, 
Abm  Blair,  haw  eaeh,  \tj  the  district  traditioa^ 
claimad  a«  the  heroine  of  this  early  eottg.} 


It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night. 
When  com  rigjs  are  bonnie^ 
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Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  ftwft  to  Annie : 
The  tin\e  flew  by  wi'  tentless  heed, 

'Till  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi'  sma'  penaasion  she  agreed, 

To  see  me  through  the  barley. 

11. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still, 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly; 
(  set  her  down  wi'  right  good  will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley: 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain ; 

I  loVd  her  most  sincerely ; 
I  kiae'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

III. 

I  lo^'d  her  in  my  fond  embrace ! 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely: 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  I 
Bat  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bx-ight, 

That  shone  that  hour  so  clearly  ? 
6he  ay  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  1 

IT. 

I  hae  been  blithe  wi'  comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinkin'; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin'  gear ; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinkin' : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubled  fairly. 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

^        0  H  o  B  u  8. 

Com  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs. 

An'  com  rigs  are  bonnie : 
ni  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  wl'  Annie. 


vm. 

MOHTOOMBBT'S  PEGGT. 
ji  ChlUhWdter." 


(*'  My  Moatgonery'i  Ptfff,**  nyi  Bom,  *<  was  ny 
<cify  tor  tix  or  eight  months:  tht  had  beta  brad  iaa 
fcria  <>i  (if*  rather  eleguit :  it  eost  ma  ■oraa  haart-aehaa 
aa  gee  rM  of  the  ailkir.'*   The  Tonag  led/ Uitaaad  to  the 


•loquenee  of  the  poat,  ponrsd  oat  ia  nmaj  aa  latarrlaw, 
and  then  qnietly  told  him  that  iha  itood  unnltaiahly 
engaged  to  another.] 


I. 


Altec'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir, 
Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie, 

Tet  happy,  happy  would  I  be. 
Had  I  my  dear  Montgomery's  Peggy. 


II. 


When  o'er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms, 
And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainy ; 

I'd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomery's  Peggy. 


III. 


Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high. 
And  horse  and  serrants  waiting  readyi 

Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  Joy  to  me. 
The  sharin't  with  Montgomery's  Peggy* 


IX. 

THE  MAUCHLIKE  LADT. 
Tude — *<  /  had  a  hont^  I  had  nae  tnair" 

[The  Uanehline  lady  who  woa  the  poat*a  heart  waa 
Jean  Armour :  the  loTed  to  relate  how  the  bard  made  her 
acquaintance :  hit  dog  ran  aeron  loma  linen  weba  which 
■he  waa  bleaching  among  Manchline  gowane,  and  he 
apologized  to  handiomely  that  ehe  took  another  look  at 
him.  To  thie  Interview  the  world  owee  eome  of  oar 
moat  impanioaed  atnina.] 

Whih  first  I  came  to  Stewart*  Kyle, 

My  mind  it  was  nae  steady ; 
Where'er  I  gaed,  where'er  I  rade, 

A  mistress  still  I  had  ay : 
But  when  I  came  roun'  by  Mauchline  town, 

Not  dreadin'  any  body. 
My  heart  was  caught  before  I  thought, 

And  by  a  Mauchline  la^y. 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIB. 
Tune^«  J%*  denki  dang  o'«*  mp  daddg  /" 


["  The  Highland  Lauie"  waa  )faiy  CanpbaU,  whoae 
too  early  death  the  poat  eaag  u  atialas  that  will  eadare 
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trtiUa  dM  laqgiiage  laiti.  «  She  wu,**  my*  Bans,  «  a 
wmn-liMrtad,  ebanniiig  yonng  eraatnre  ai  erer  bleoed 
a  mui  with  geaarons  love.''] 


Nab  gentle  dames,  tho'  e*er  sae  fair, 

Shall  erer  be  my  nraee'e  care : 

Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 

Gie  me  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0, 
Aboon  the  plains  sae  roshy,  0, 
I  set  me  down  wi'  right  good-will, 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

II. 

Ohy  were  yon  hills  and  ralleys  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine. 
The  world  then  the  lore  should  know 
I  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

III. 

Bat  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me. 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea ; 
ButVhile  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
111  lore  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

IV. 

Altho*  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range,  * 
I  know  her  heart  will  neyer  change. 
For  her  bosom  bums  with  honour's  glow, 
My  futhfixl  Highland  lassie,  0. 

V. 

For  her  1*11  dare  the  billows'  roar. 
For  her  m  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 

vx. 

She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 
By  sacred  truth  and  honour's  band  ! 
'Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
Pm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 
Farewell  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0 1 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  rushy,  0 1 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go, 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  0. 


XT. 

P  E  G  G  T. 

[The  heroine  of  tbii  aong  is  nid  to  have  been  "  Bloat* 
fomery's  Peggy  .»>] 

Tune — "  I  had  a  hone,  I  had  nae  nocr.*' 

I. 

Now  westlin  winds  and  slaughtering  guns 

Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather; 
The  moorcock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather : 
Now  waring  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain. 

Delights  the  weary  fanner; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  at 
night 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 

II. 

The  partridge  lores  the  fruitful  fells; 

The  ploTer  loves  the  mountuns ; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells ; 

The  soaring  hem  the  fountains ; 
Thro*  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roTes 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  haiel  bush  o'erhangs  the  thrush, 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 

III. 

Thus  ev'zy  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender ; 
Some  social  Join,  and  leagues  combine ; 

Some  solitary  wander: 
Avaunt,  away  I  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyrannic  man*s  dominion ; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  ety. 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion. 

XV. 

But  Peggy,  dear,  the  ev'ning's  dear. 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  swallow; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view, 

All  fading-green  and  yellow  : 
Come,  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way. 

And  riew  the  charms  of  nature ; 
The  rustling  com,  the  fruited  thoro^ 

And  every  happy  creature. 

T. 

We'n  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 
Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly ; 

ni  grasp  thy  waist,  and,  fondly  preat. 
Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly: 
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Well  gentlj  walk,  and  sweetly  talk, 
Tni  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly ; 

ni  grasp  thy  waist,  ond,  fondly  preat» 
Swear  how  I  lore  thee  dearly : 
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Not  Tenud  show^  to  budding  floVn, 
Noi  aatnmn  to  the  fanner, 

So  deer  can  be  as  thou  to  me, 
My  fair,  my  lotely  charmer ! 


THE  BAKTIN'  DOG,  THE  DADBIE  O'T. 
Tone— «  Hut  nook  o*  Ffft." 

[Tb«  haroiiM  of  tlii«,hiuiit>ioiM  ditty  wai  the  mother 
of  •*  Sootio,  aairkiaf ,  dosr-boDg  htBoM,"  a  penoa  whom 
the  po«t  feguded,  m  ha  nyg,  hoCh  for  her  form  and  her 
fraco.] 

I. 

O  WHA  my  babie-doata  will  bay  f 
O  wha  wUl  tent  me  when  I  cry  T 
Wha  win  kiss  me  where  I  lie  7-r- 
The  rantin'  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

XI. 

0  wha  will  own  he  did  the  fan't  ? 
O  wha  will  buy  the  groanin*  mant  ? 
0  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  ca't? 
The  rantin*  dog,  the  daddie  o't 

III. 

When  I  meant  the  creepie  chair, 
Wha  win  ait  beside  me  there  t 
Gie  me  Bob,  Til  seek  nae  mair. 
The  rantin'  dog,  the  daddie  o't 

IT. 

Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lanet 
Wha  will  make  me  fidgin'  fidn  ! 
Wha  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  7 — 
The  rantin'  dog,  the  daddie  o't 


HT  HEART  WAS  ANCE. 
Tone—'*  To  the  weovera  gin  y«  go. 


9> 


I  '*  T%e  ehonif  of  this  foag,"  nyg  Barai ,  in  hit  note  to 
the  Xuram,  "  !■  old,  the  reit  !■  mino."  The  **  bonnio, 
weeHia  weavor  lad"  it  itid  to  hare  beta  one  of  the 
livalt  of  the  poet  in  the  affoctioBt  of  a  weat  landlady.] 

I. 

Mt  heatt  was  anee  as  blythe  and  free 
As  rimmer  days  were  lang^ 


Bat  a  bonnie,  westlin  wearer  lad 
Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 
To  the  weayers  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids, 

To  the  wearers  gin  ye  go ; 
I  rede  yon  right  gang  ne'er  at  xii|^l^ 
To  the  wearers  giin  ye  go. 

XI. 

My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town. 

To  warp  a  plaiden  wab ; 
Bat  the  weary,  weary  warpin  o't 

Has  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 

III. 
A  bonnie  westlin  wearer  lad. 

Sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net. 

In  erery  knot  and  thrnm. 

IT. 

I  sat  beside  my  warpin-wheel. 

And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roan' ; 
Bat  erery  shot  and  erery  knock. 

My  heart  it  gae  a  stoan. 

T. 

The  moon  was  sinking  in  the  west 

Wi'  risage  pale  and  wan. 
As  my  bonnie  westlin  wearer  lad 
*    Conroy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 

TI. 

Bat  what  was  sud,  or  what  was  done, 

Shame  fa'  me  gin  I  tell ; 
Bnt,  oh  I  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 
Will  ken  as  weel's  myseL 
To  the  wearers  j/ai  ye  go,  fair  maldy, 

To  the  wearers  gin  ye  go ; 
I  rede  yon  right  gang  ne'er  at  idght, 
To  the  wearers  gin  ye  go. 


•    XIV. 

NANNIE. 
Tone.— ^«  Jfy 


0." 


[Agatt  Flaming,  larraaft  at  Caleothill,  in^Ifed  thia 
fine  tons  •  ■!>*  ^1*^  at  an  adranead  age,  and  wat  worn 
ramaxicabia  for  the  baanty  of  har  form  than  Aea.  Whan 
qnatiionad  about  the  lora  of  Barat,  the  nnUad  aad  nid, 
"  Ayt,  atweal  ha  made  a  grtat  wark  about  a)*.'*J 

^   I. 

BaHnro  yon  hiUs,  where  Logar  flows, 
'Mang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  O, 
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The  wintry  mm  the  daj  hme  closed, 

I  sat  me  down  t^j>onder. 

And  ru  awa  to  Nannie,  0. 

Upon  an  auld  tree  root : 

Anld  Ayr  ran  by  before  me. 

xz. 

And  bicker'd  to  the  seas; 

The  weetlin  wind  hlaws  lend  an'  shrill ; 

A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me. 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainj,  0 ; 

That  echoed  thro'  the  braes. 

Bnt  ru  get  mj  plaid,  an'  out  111  steal, 

An'  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  0. 

ZIZ. 


Uy  Nannie's  ohazming,  sWeet,  an'  young ; 

Nae  artfti'  wiles  to  win  ye,  0 : 
Hay  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  0. 


IV. 


Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true. 
As  spotless  as  she's  bonnie,  0 : 

The  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  dew, 
Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  0. 


T. 


A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 
An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  0 ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be  ? 
I'm  welcome  ay  to  Nannie,  0. 


▼z. 


My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee, 
An'  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  0 ; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me. 
My  thoughts  are  a'  my  Nannie,  0. 

TZX. 

Our  auld  guidman  delights  to  riew 
His  sheep  an'  kye  thrire  bonnie,  0 ; 

But  I'm  as  blythe  that  bauds  his  plough. 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  0. 

vzxi. 
Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 
*  ru  Uk  what  HeaVn  wiU  sen'  me,  0 : 
Nae  iiher  care  in  life  hare  I, 
But  Utc,  an'  Ioyc  my  Nax^e,  0. 


XVI. 

BONNIE  PEGQT  ALISON. 
Tune—"  Braei  o'  BalgMaddtr," 

[Ob  tkoM  uriiom  Bonu  loved,  he  poured  oat  loiiff 
withoak  limit.  Ttggj  Aliton  ii^aid,  by  a  western  trt' 
dition,  to  be  Montgomerjr'e  P^nT,  but  this  Merni  dooKt- 
fal.) 

CHOEVS. 

I'U  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 
An'  ru  kiss  thee  o'er  again ; 

An'  ru  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
My  bonnie  Peggy  Alison ! 

z. 

Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thou  art  near, 

I  CTcr  mair  defy  them,  0 ; 
Toung  kings  upon  their  hansel  throne 

Are  no  sae  blest  as  I  am,  0 1 

zz. 

l¥hen  in  my  arms,  wI'  a'  thy  charms, 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  0, 
*  I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Hearen  to  share 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  0 1 

ZII. 

And  by  thy  een,  sae  bonnie  blue, 

I  swear,  I'm  thine  for  ever,  0 ! — 
And  on  thy  Ups  I  seal  my  tow, 
And  break  it  shaU  I  neter,  O  t 
ru  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 

An'  I'll  kiss  thee  o'er  again ; 
An'  ru  kiss  thee  yet,  yet. 
My  bonnie  Peggy  Alison ! 


A  FRAGMENT. 
Tune— "</oAi»  Andenon  mifjo,'* 

(Thli  vene,  written  earif,  and  probably  latended  for 
the  etarting  Tene  of  a  lonf  i  wai  fonnd  among  the  papen 
of  the  pott.] 

On  night  as  I  did  wander, 
When  com  begins  to  shoot. 


xvn. 

THERE'S  NOUGHT  BUT  OABB. 

Tune—"  Oreen  grow  ike  raahet,** 

["Man  was  made  when  nature  waa  bat  an  appt«BU< 
bat  woman  ie  the  laet  and  moit  perfect  work  otf  i 
tare,*'  lays  an  old  writer,  In  a  rare  old  book :  a  pna« 
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wUek  axprMMt  Um  iratiiaeat  of  Banu ;  yet  it  i^U  bnt 
coTteia,  tbftt  the  Ploaghman  Bard  waa  anaequainted  with 
"Capid'i  Whirlyyig,'*  where  tiieee  wordi  are  to  be 
fbaad.] 

0  H  O  S  U  8. 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 1     ^ 
Green  grow  the  rashee,  0 ! 

The  sweetest  hours  that  e*er  I  spend 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 

z. 

Tsno's  nought  but  care  on  eVry  han*. 

In  eraiy  hour  thai  passes,  0 : 
What  signifies  the  life  o'  man, 

An'  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  0. 

XL 

The  warlj  race  maj  riches  chas6. 
An'  riches  still  may  flj  them,  0 ; 

An'  tho'  at  last  they  catch  them  fast, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  0. 

III. 

Bui  i^e  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en. 

My  arms  about  my  dearie,  0 ; 
An'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men. 

If  ay  a'  gae  tapsalteerie,  0. 

IT. 

For  you  sae  douce,  ye  sneer  at  this, 
Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  0 : 

The  wisest  man  the  warl'  e'er  saw, 
He  dearly  loT'd  the  lasses,  0. 

Auld  Nature  swears  the  loTcly  dears 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0 : 
Her  "prentice  han'  she  iry'd  on  man. 
An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  0. 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 ! 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 


xvni. 

MY  JEANI 

Tune— *<  ThB  Norihem  Zmu." 

[The  tedj  OB  whom  tliif  paBsioaate  verM  waa  written 
Jeaa  Anncmr. 

Tdovoh  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part. 
Far  as  the  pole  and  line, 


Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart, 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 
Though  mountains  rise,  and  deserts  howl. 

And  oceans  roar  between ; 
Tet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  loTe  my  Jean. 


ROBIN. 
Tune— *<  Damtie  DavieJ* 

[Stothard  painted  a  clerer  little  picture  from  this 
eharaeteriatio  ditty:  the  eannie  wife,  it  waa  evident, 
aaw  in  Robin*a  palm  aomething  whloh  tiekled  her,  and 
a  enriona  intelligence  q>arkled  in  the  eyes  of  her  goaaipa.] 

I. 
Thxu  was  a  lad  was  bom  in  Kyle, 
But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style 
I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  the  while 
To  be  sae  nice  wi'  Robin. 
Robin  was  a  roTin'  boy, 

Rantin'  roTin',  rantin'  roTin' ; 
Robin  was  a  roTin'  boy, 
Rantin'  roTin'  Robin ! 

IX. 

Our  monarch's  hindmost  year  bat  ane 
Was  fire-and-twenfy  days  begun, 
'Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Janwar  win' 
Blew  hansel  in  on  Robin. 

III. 
The  gossip  heekit  in  his  loof. 
Quo'  she,  wha  liyes  will  see  the  proof, 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  coof, 
I  think  we'U  ca'  him  Robin. 

ivJ 
He'n  hae  misfortunes  great  and  sma', 
Bui  ay  a  heart  aboon  them  a' ; 
He'll  be  a  credit  to  us  a'. 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

T. 

But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak  nine, 
I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line. 
This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin'. 
So  leese  me  on  thee,  Robin. 

• 

▼  X. 

Child  faith,  quo'  she,  I  doubt  you  |^r. 
The  bonnie  lasses  lie  aspar, 
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Bat  twenlf  fkata  je  may  hM  wftvr, 
80  blessiiL'B  on  thee,  Bobin  I 
Bobin  was  a  roTin'  boy, 

Bantin'  rotin'»  rantin'  roTin' ; 
BoMn  vaa  a  roTin'  boy, 
Bantin'  roTin'  Bobin  I 


HEB  FLOWING  LOCKS. 
Tone— (unknown. ) 

[One  day— It  it  tradition  that  ipaaka— Barai  bad  hii 
ftwt  ia  tba  itifrap  to  ratnnilhnn  Ayr  to  MaaeUiiw,  wbon 
a  young  lady  of  graaf  baanty  roda  ap  to  tha  iaa,  and  or* 
dond  rafrailunanta  forharaarranti:  ha  nada  thaia  linoi 
at  tfao  Boaanti  to  koap,  ha  nJd,  lo  nach  baavty  in  hia 
manory*] 

Hin  flowing  looks,  the  rayon's  wing, 
Adown  hor  neok  and  bosom  hing ; 
How  sweet  unto  tliat  breast  to  oling. 

And  ronnd  that  neok  entwine  her  I 
Her  lips  are  roses  wat  wi'  dew, 
0,  what  a  feast  her  bonnie  mou'  t 
Her  oheeks  a  mair  oelestial  hue, 

A  crimson  sUll  diviner. 


II 


0  LBAYE  NOVELS. 
Tnne^*'  MauehUne  beUu.** 

[Who  thoM  Uanehlina  baUas  wara  tha  bard  in  othar 
Toraa  infonna  na  :— 

Min  Millar  ii  fina,  Mim  Markland*i  diyina, 
Hln  Smith,  iha  haa  wit,  and  Mtse  Batty  ii  braw; 

Thara's  baanty  and  fortoaa  to  gat  with  Min  Mortoa, 
Bnt  Armonr'a  tha  jawal  for  ma  o*  tham  a' ."J 

I. 

0  uuvi  noTols,  ye  Manchline  belles, 
Te're  safer  at  yonr  spinning-wheel ; 

Sooh  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 
For  rakish  rooks,  like  Bob  MossgieL 

II. 

Tour  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandisons^ 
They  make  yonr  youthful  fancies  reel ; 

They  heat  your  brains,  and  fire  your  T^ns, 
And  then  you're  prey  for  Bob  MossgieL 

III. 

Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung^ 
A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel ; 


That  feeling  heart  but  aets  a  pai^- 
'Tis  rakish  art  in  Bob  Hossgiel. 

IV. 

The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress, 
Are  worse  than  poisoB'd  darts  of  steel; 

The  frank  address  and  politesse 
Are  all  finesse  in  Bob  Mossgiel. 


TOUNG  PEGGT. 
Tone — **L€ui  time  Team  o*er  the  siawr." 

[In  thaia  Tanaa  Bumi,  it  ia  said,  bada  Ihrawall  to  oaa 
on  whom  ha  had,  aeeording  to  his  own  aeeeoBt,  waatad 
aight  months  of  courtship.  Wa  haar  no  mora  of  XOBt- 
gomery's  Faggy.] 

I. 

TouKO  Peggy  blooms  our  bonniest  lass. 

Her  blush  is  like  t^e  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  early  gems  adorning : 
Her  eyes  outshone  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams, 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 

II. 
Her  lips,  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  dye  has  graced  them ; 
They  charm  th*  admiring  gazer's  sight, 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them : 
/Her  smile  is,  as  the  eyening  mild. 

When  feather'd  tribes  are  courting, 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild. 
In  playful  bands  disporting. 

III. 
Were  fortune  lorely  Peggy's  foe. 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her. 
As  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly,  sayage  winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gidn. 

Her  winning  powers  to  lessen ; 
And  fretful  envy  grins  in  yain 

The  poison'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

IT. 

Ye  powers  of  honour,  Ioto,  and  trufh. 

From  every  ill  defend  her ; 
Inspire  the  highly-favour'd  youth. 

The  destinies  intend  her : 
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Still  tan  tbe  8w««t  eonnubiAl  flame 
RespODSiTe  in  each  boeom, 

And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 
With  man/  a  filial  blossom. 


THE  CURB  FOB  ALL  CABE. 
Tune— "iV^re,  my  dear  hrOhren,  to  the  tavern 

tTkrbolloii  Lodg»,  of  which  the  poet  wai  a  member, 
ves  aoted  for  its  aoeiaUtiei.  MaeoBie  lyrici  ate  all  of  a 
ark  BBd  mystic  order  j  and  tboM  Of  Buras  are  scareelr 
ea  exeeptkiB*! 

Ko  churchman  am  I  for  to  raU  and  to  write, 
No  atntesman  nor  soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight, 
No  Aj  man  of  boatness,  contriving  to  snare— 
For  a  Ug-beDled  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 

xz. 
The  peer  I  don't  enyy,  I  gire  him  his  bow ; 
I  soom  not  the  peasant,  tho'  CTer  so  low ; 
Bnt  n  dub  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are 
here, 

Aad  %  bottle  like  this,  are  mj  glory  and  care. 

III. 
Here  pasees  the  sqnire  on  his  brother— his  horse ; 
There  centum  per  centum,  the  cit  with  his 


Birt  see  jon  The  Crown,  how  it  waves  in  the  air  I 
a  big-bellied  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 


IV. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 
For  sweet  consolation  to  church  I  did  fly ; 
I  foond  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fair. 
That  a  big-beQied  bottle's  a  core  for  all  care. 

V. 

I  coee  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make ; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck  ;— 
Bat  the  pvny  old  landlord  just  waddled  up 

•tain. 
With  •  glerieiv  botfle  that  ended  my  cares. 

TI. 

««Life^e  cares  they  are  comforts,"^— a  maxim 

laid  down 
By  the  bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the 

black  gown ; 


Tonagiii  ]f%lit  Thoof  Ma. 


And  ftuth  I  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  h^; 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  eare. 

VII. 
ADDED  »  A  XASOH  LODQl. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erflowy 
The  honours  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw; 
May  every  true  brother  of  the  compass  aad 

square 
Have  a  big-bellied  bottle  when  harass'd  with 

care  I 


,  xxrv. 

ELIZA. 
Tune— -"(TtZderoy.'* 

[Bfy  late  excellent  friend,  John  Oalt,  informed  me  that 
the  Ellsa  of  this  tong  wai  hia  relative,  and  tliat  her  name 
waa  Elizabeth  Barbour.] 

I. 
Fbom  thee,  Elixa,  I  must  go. 
And  from  my  native  shore ; 
The  cruel  Fates  between  us  throw 

A  botmdless  ocean's  roar : 
But  boundless  oceans  roaring  wide 

Between  my  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 
My  heart  and  soul  from  thee ! 
P 

II. 

Farewell,  farewell,  Elisa  dear. 

The  maid  that  I  adore  I 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear, 

We  part  to  meet  no  more ! 
The  latest  throb  that  leaves  my  heart, 

While  death  stands  victor  by, 
That  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part, 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh  I 


XXV. 

THE  SONS  OF  OLD  KILLIE. 

♦  Tune— "  <SIUrtrn5oy." 

[<*  Thii  aoa;,  wrote  by  Mr.  Bums,  waa  aonf  by  him 
in  the  Kilraamock-Kil winning  Lodge,  in  1786,  and  gives 
by  him  to  Mr.  Parker,  who  wui  Master  of  the  Lodge.'' 
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TheM  inteteitiag  words  are  on  the  original,  in  the  poet 
bendwritiBg,  ii  the  poeseHion  of  Mr.  Oaibriel  NeU,  of 
OUifOW.] 

I. 

Ti  ions  of  old  Eillie,  assembled  by  Willie, 

To  follow  the  noble  yooation ; 
Your  tlirifty  old  mother  has  scarce  such  another 

To  sit  in  that  honoured  station. 
Fts  little  to  say,  but  only  to  pray, 

As  praying's  the  ton  of  your  fashion ; 
A  prayer  firom  the  mose  yon  well  may  excnse, 

'Tis  seldom  her  faYonrite  passion. 

zi. 
Ye  powers  who  preside  o'er  the  wind  and  the 
tide, 
"Who  marked  each  element's  border ; 
Who  formed  this  frame  with  beneficent  aim, 

Whose  soTereign  statute  is  order ; 
Within  this  dear  mansion,  may  wayward  con- 
tention 
Or  withered  enyy  ne'er  enter ; 
May  secrecy  round  be  the  mystical  bound, 
And  brotherly  Iotc  be  the  centre. 


III. 


XXVI. 

M  £  N I E. 
Tune. — "Johnny's  grty  hreeXu, "  • 

[Of  the  lady  who  iaeplred  thie  eong  no  one  hai  given 
any  aceoont :  It  first  appeared  in  the  second  edition  of  the 
poet's  works,  and  as  the  ehoms  was  written  by  an  Edin- 
bargh  gentleman,  it  has  been  snnnised  that  the  song  was 
a  matter  of  friendship  rather  than  of  the  heart.] 

I. 
Again  rejoicing  nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  yemal  hues, 
Her  leafy  loclcs  wsts  in  the  breeze, 
All  freshly  steep'd  in  morning  dews. 
And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat, 

And  bear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'e  ? 
For  it's  jot,  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  a  hawk, 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  be« 

II. 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw. 
In  Tain  to  me  the  Ti'lets  spring; 

In  Tain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw, 
The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sing. 


The  merry  ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tentie  seedsman  stalks; 

But  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  ncTcr  wauks. 


IT. 


The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  ery^ 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims. 
And  every  thing  is  blest  but  L 


T. 


The  sheep-herd  steeks  his  fanlding  slap. 
And  owre  the  moorland  whistles  shrill ; 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 


VI. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 

TII. 

Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 

And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree: 
Thy  gloom  will  sooth  my  cheerless  soul, 
When  nature  all  is  sad  like  me ! 
And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat. 

And  bear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e*e? 
For  it's  jet,  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  %  hawk, 
-    An'  it  wmna  let  a  body  be. 


xxvn. 

THE   FAREWELL 

TO  TKS 

BRETHREN  OF  ST.   JAMES'S  LODOB, 
TABBOLTOX. 

Tune — "  Good-nighty  and  joy  be  tPt*  you  a\ 


ft 


[Bams,  it  is  said,  snng  this  song  in  the  St.  JanMa^ 
Lodge  of  Tarbolton,  when  his  chest  was  on  the  vmj  t 
Greenock :  men  are  yet  living  who  had  the  honour  c 
hearing  him— 4he  conclndug  Terse  aflbeted  th«  who! 
lodge.] 

I. 

Abdeu  !  a  heart-warm,  fond  mdleo  I 
Dear  brothers  of  the  mystic  tie! 

Te  fsTour'd,  ye  enlighten'd  few, 
Companions  of  my  aoeial  joy  I 
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Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  most  hie, 
PomiiBg  Fortune's  didd'iy  ba'» 

"Witli  Mlting  hearti  and  brimM  eye, 
rU  mind  70a  stillf  tho'  far  awa'. 

> 

zi. 

Oft  liaTe  I  met  jowt  social  band, 

And  spent  tHe  cbeerftil,  festiTO  night ; 
Oftt  hononr'd  irith  supreme  command. 

Presided  o'er  the  sons  of  light : 
And  by  that  hieroglTphic  bright, 

Which  none  bnt  craftsmen  OTer  saw  I 
Strong  aem'ry  on  mj  heart  shall  write 

Those  happj  scenes  when  far  awa*. 

ZII. 

Hay  freedom,  harmony,  and  Ioto 

Unite  yon  in  the  grand  design. 
Beneath  th'  Omniscient  Eye  abore. 

The  glorions  Architect  diTine ! 
That  yon  may  keep  th'  nnelrring  line, 

Still  xiaing  by  the  plummet's  law. 
Tin  order  bright  completely  shine. 

Shall  be  my  pray'r  when  far  awa'. 

IV. 

And  you  farewell !  whose  merits  claim, 

Justly,  that  highest  badge  to  wear  I 
HeaVn  bless  your  honour'd,  noble  name, 

To  masonry  and  Scotia  dear  I 
A  last  request  permit  me  here. 

When  yearly  ye  assemble  a'. 
One  round— I  ask  it  with  a  tear, — , 

To  him.  the  Bard  that's  far  awa'. 


xxyni. 

ON  CSSSNOCK  BANKS. 

7un^^"I/h$  be  a  hiSsher  mat  and  trim." 

[n*ra  are  tnaj  ywrtmitUnu  of  thii  uong,  whieh  wu 
£7«t  pnatad  by  Cromtk  from  tht  oral  commnaieatioB  of 
a  Glaafoir  ladf ,  on  wfaoM  channa  the  poet,  in  early  lift, 
conpoeed  It.] 

X. 

Om  Cesanook  banks  a  lassie  dwells ; 

Coolil  I  deaoribe  her  shape  and  mien ; 
Oar  lasses  a*  she  far  excels, 

An'  she  haa  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


II. 


She's  sweeter  than  the  morning  dawn 
When  rising  Phoebus  first  is  seen. 

And  dew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een 


XXI. 


She's  stately  like  yon  youthfVil  ash, 
That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between. 

And  drinks  the  stream  with  rigour  fresh ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


IV. 


She's  spotless  like  the  flow'ring  thorn, 
With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  so  green, 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  mom ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


V. 


Her  looks  are  like  the  vernal  May, 
When  evening  Phoebus  shines  serene. 

While  birds  rejoice  on  erery  spray — 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


VI. 


Her  hair  is  like  the  curling  mist 
That  climbs  the  mountain-sides  at  e'en. 

When  flow'r-reriring  rains  are  pasi; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


VII. 


Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow. 
When  gleaming  sunbeams  interrene. 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


VIII. 


Her  cheeks  are  like  yon  crimson  gem. 
The  pride  of  all  the  floVry  scene. 

Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem ; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


XX. 


Her  teeth  are  like  the  nightly  snow 
When  pale  the  morning  rises  keen. 

While  hid  the  murmuring  streamlets  flow; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een 


Her  lips  are  like  yon  cherries  ripe. 
That  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screen-* 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight  j 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  rogidsh  een. 
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zi. 


Her  teeth  are  like  a  flook  of  sheep, 
With  fleeces  newly  WMhen  elean, 

That  slowly  aionnt  the  rising  steep ; 
All'  «he  has  twa  glandn'  roguish  een. 


zii. 


Her  breath  la  liks  the  fragrant  breese 
That  gently  stirs  the  blossom'd  bean, 

When  Phoebns  sinks 'behind  the  seas'; 
An'  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 


zxzz. 

Her  Toiee  is  like  the  eVning  tfamsh 
That  sings  on  Gessnook  banks  unseen. 

While  his  mate  sits  nestling  in  the  bush ; 
An*  she  has  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

XIT. 

But  it*B  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
The*  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen, 

'Tis  tho  mind  that  shines  in  ey'ry  grace, 
An'  chiefly  in  her  roguish  een. 


XXIX. 

MARYI 

Tune—^jS^tie  BonneU.'* 


[In  the  original  nMnnicript  Barai  ealli  thii  long  «  A 
prayer  for  Marjr ;"  hie  Highland  Mary  ia  rappoead  to  be 
the  inapirer.] 

I. 

PowsRS  celestial !  whose  protection     « 

Ever  guards  the  virtuous  fair, 
While  in  distant  climes  I  wander, 

Let  my  Mary  be  your  care : 
Let  her  form  sae  fair  and  faultless. 

Fair  and  faultless  as  your  own. 
Let  my  Mark's  kindred  spirit 

Draw  your  choicest  influence  down. 

iz. 

Make  the  gales  you  waft  around  her 

Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast; 
Breathing  in  the  breeze  that  fans  her. 

Soothe  her  bosom  into  rest: 
Guardian  angels  I    0  protect  her, 

When  in  distant  lands  I  roam ; 
To  realms  unknown  while  fate  exiles  me, 

Make  her  bosom  still  my  home. 


THE  LASS  OF  BALL0CHM7LE. 

Tune— "ifiM  Forbu't  FareweU  to  Banff:' 

[Mill  Alexander,  of  BaUoebmyle,  aa  the  poet  telli  b«i 
in  a  letter,  dated  NoTember,  1786,  inepired  thia  popaUr 
801^.  He  chanced  tp  meet  her  in  one  of  hia  faroorite 
wallca  on  the  banki  of  the  Ayr,  and  the  fine  eeeae  and 
the  lovely  lady  let  the  mnae  to  woric.  Miaa  Alexaad«r, 
perhapa  nnaccnitoned  to  tiiii  fdrward  wooing  of  tkt 
mnae,  allowed  &e  oHiMing  to  femain  vnaeticed  for  a 
time ;  it  ia  now  in  a  coatly  fnuna,  and  hnng  ia  her  ekaa- 
ber— aa  it  deaerrea  to  be.] 


'TwAS  eren — ^the  dewy  fields  were  green. 

On  erery  blade  the  pearls  hang, 
The  lephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang: 
In  eVry  glen  the  ma?is  sang, 

All  nature  listening  seem'd  the  wUle, 
Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang 

Amang  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle  1 

II. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  stray'd. 

My  heart  rejoic'd  in  nature's  joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chano'd  to  spy ; 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye. 

Her  air  like  nature's  Tcmal  smile. 
Perfection  whisper'd  passing  by. 

Behold  the  lass  o'  BaUoohaylc  1 

III. 

Fair  is  the  mom  in  flow'ry  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  autumn  mild 
When  roYing  thro'  the  garden  gay. 

Or  wand'ring  In  the  lonely  wild ; 
But  woman,  nature's  darling  child ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile ; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  foiVd 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

IT. 

O,  had  she  been  a  eovntry  maid. 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Tho'  shelter'd  in  the  lowest  ahed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Thro*  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain. 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil  ; 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonnie  lass  o'  BaUoofaayle. 


Then  plide  might  climb  the  alipperj  steep, 

Where  fune  ftnd  honours  lofty  shine : 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine ; 
Oire  me  the  oot  below  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  floehs,  or  till  the  soil, 
And  oT'xy  day  haye  Joys  diyine 

With  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 


THB  OLOOMT  NIGHT. 
^'SatUn  Cattle." 


[••  I  had  takan,'*  mjM  Barni,  "  the  lait  farewall  of  my 
ihaat  waa  on  tha  road  to  Oraanock,  and  I  had 
tfcalaat  aoBf  I  ihonldarar  naasara  in  Calado- 


L 


•The  glooajBight  ia  gathariag  faat.>  >*] 

I. 

Toi  gjioomy  night  is  gath*ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  the  i|jld  inconstant  blast; 
Yon  murky  dond  is  foal  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o'er  the  plain ; 
The  hvnter  now  haa  left  the  moor. 
The  seatter'd  eoreys  meet  secnre ; 
While  here  I  wander,  prest  with  care, 
AloDg  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

II. 

The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  com. 
By  early  Winter's  rarage  torn ; 
Across  her  placid,  axure  sky, 
She  sees  the  scowling  iemfeai  fly : 
ChBl  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave— 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  waye. 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare. 
Far  from  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 

III. 

^Tie  not  the  surging  billow's  roar, 
Its  not  that  fatal  deadly  shore ; 
The>*  death  in  er'ry  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear  t 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound, 
That  heart  transpiere'd  with  many  a  wound ; 
Theaa  bleed  afresh,  thoie  ties  I  tear, 
To  Imitu  the  bootfe  banks  of  Ayr. 

IT. 

FanweU  old  Cknla's  hiUs  and  dales. 
Her  heathy  moon  and  winding  Tales ; 


The  scenes  where  wretched  fam^  roTOS, 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  lores  1 
Farewell,  my  friends  I  fareweU,  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  Ioto  with  thos»— 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare ; 
Farewell,  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr ! 


n. 

0  WHAB  DID  TE  GET. 
Tune — '*  Bonnie  Dundee." 

[Thii  ia  ona  of  tha  first  loiigB  which  Bams  eommnBl- 
eatad  to  Johaaon*!  Unaieal  MoMam :  tha  ttarting  vane 
ia  partly  old  aad  partly  new :  tha  Moond  ii  wholly  by  hia 
hand.] 

I. 

0,  WHAB  did  ye  get  that  hauyer  meal  bannock  t 

0  silly  blind  body,  0  dinna  ye  see  T 
I  gat  it  frae  a  young  brisk  sodger  laddie. 

Between  Sidnt  Johnston  and  bonnie  Dundee. 
0  gin  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me't ! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  up  on  his  knee ; 
May  Heayen  protect  my  bonnie  Scots  laddie, 

And  send  him  safe  hame  to  his  babie  and 
me  I 

II. 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  sweet  wee  lippie. 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  bonnie  e'e  brie ! 
Thy  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blythe  sodger  laddie, 

Thou's  ay  the  dearer  and  dearer  to  me ! 
But  m  big  a  bower  on  yon  bonnie  banks. 

Where  Tay  rins  wimplin'  by  sae  clear ; 
And  m  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine. 

And  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear 


THB  JOYFUL  WIDOWBB. 
Tune— <*  Mdff^  Lauder." 

[Most  of  thia  wong  ii  hy  Bnma:  hii  fancy  wai  fillM 
with  inag at  ot  matrimonial  Joy  or  infalicitf ,  and  ha  had 
tham  ayar  raady  at  tha  eall  of  tha  mnaa.  It  was  fint 
printad  in  tha  Moaleal  Moaaam.] 

I. 

I M AB&in>  with  a  scolding  wife 
The  fourteenth  of  Norember ; 

She  made  me  weary  of  my  life. 
By  one  unruly  member. 
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Long  did  I  bear  the  heavy  yoke, 

And  many  griefs  attended ; 
Bat  to  Diy  comfort  be  it  spoke. 

Now,  now  her  life  is  ended. 

II. 
We  Wd  tuXL  one-and-twenty  years 

A  man  and  wife  together ; 
At  length  from  me  her  coarse  she  steer'd. 

And  gone  I  knew  not  whither : 
Woald  I  could  gaess,  I  do  profess, 

I  speak,  and  do  not  flatter, 
Of  all  the  woman  in  the  world, 

I  neyer  coald  come  at  her. 

III. 
Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

A  handsome  grare  does  hide  her; 
Bat  sore  her  soul  is  not  in  hell. 

The  dell  would  ne'er  abide  her. 
I  rather  think  she  is  aloft, 

And  imitating  thunder ; 
For  why, — methinks  I  hear  her  voice 

Tearing  the  clouds  asunder. 


XXXIV. 


GOME  DOWN  THE  BACK  STAIE8. 
Tune — <*  Whittle,  and  PU  come  to  you,  my  lad." 

[The  air  of  thit  lon^  wai  cornpoied  by  John  Brace,  a 
DumTries  fiddler.  Bama  gave  another  and  happier  ver- 
aion  to  the  work  of  Tbomaon :  thia  waa  written  for  the 
Moaenm  of  Johnion,  where  it  waa  firat  pnhliahed.] 

CBO&ITS. 
0  Wstle,  and  Til  come 

To  yon,  my  lad ; 
O  whistle,  and  I'll  come 

To  you,  my  lad : 
Tho'  father  and  mither 

Should  baith  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  and  I'll  come 

To  you,  my  lad. 

Con  down  the  back  stairs 

When  ye  come  to  court  me ; 
Comt  down  the  back  stairs 

When  ye  come  to  court  me; 
Come  down  the  back  stairs. 

And  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na 

Coming  to  me. 


XXXV. 

•* 

I  AM  MY  MAMMY'S  AE  BAIBN. 
Xune — **  Pm  o*er  young  to  marry  ytL** 

[The  title,  and  part  of  the  ehonia  only  of  thii  lOBf  ,s» 
old ;  the  reat  !■  by  Bama,  and  waa  written  for  Johuoa.] 

I. 

I  AX  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 

Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  Sir ; 
And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 
I'm  fley'd  it  make  me  eerie.  Sir. 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet; 
I'm  o'er  young — ^'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak'  me  frae  my  mammy  yet 

II. 

Hallowmas  is  come  and  gane, 
The  nights  are  lang  in  winter,  Sir; 

And  you  an'  I  in  ae  bed. 
In  trouth,  I  dare  na  venture,  Sir. 

III.    t 

Fa'  loud  and  shrill  the  frosty  wind, 

Blaws  through  the  leafless  timmer.  Sir; 
But,  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
rU  aulder  be  gin  simmer,  Sir. 
Fm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

Tm  o'er  yotmg  to  marry  yet ; 
Fm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  firae  my  mammy  yet 


XXXVI. 

BONNIE  LASSIE,  WILL  TE  QO. 
Tune^"  The  tnrke  of  Aberfel4y.'* 

[An  old  atrain,  called  "  The  Birka  of  Abeiyeldie,'*  irm 
the  forerunner  of  thia  aweet  woog :  it  waa  written,  thi 
poet  aaya,  atanding  under  the  Falla  of  Aberfeldy,  boq 
Moneaa,  in  Perthahire,  daring  one  of  the  tours  whioA  h 
made  to  the  north,  in  the  year  1797.] 

0B0BU8. 

Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go, 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go ; 
Bonnie  lassie,  wiU  ye  go 
To  the  birics  of  Aberfeldy  } 


Now  dmmer  blinks  on  flowery  braee^ 
And  o'er  the  crystal  atreamlel  plAje ; 


OF  BOBEBT  BUBNS. 
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Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 


IX. 


The  little  birdies  blithely  sing, 
WhUe  o*er  their  heads  the  haiels  hing, 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 


III. 


The  braes  ascend,  like  lofty  wa*s, 
The  foamy  stream  deep-roaring  fa*s, 
(Verhnng  wi'  fragrant  spreading  shaws. 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 


IV. 

The  hoary  cUiTs  are  crown'd  wi'  flowers, 
mdt/B  o'er  the  linns  the  bnmie  pours, 
And  rinng,  weets  wi'  misty  showers 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

T. 

Let  Fortone's  gifts  at  random  flee, 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frae  me, 
Supremely  blest  wi'  Ioto  and  thee, 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go. 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go ; 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy  T 


ZXXYH. 
MACPHSBSON'S  FABEWELL. 


99 


Tone— '<ir'P^«oii*«  JZdfK. 


[TbU  T»hraieat  and  dmxiag  woog  had  ita  orifia  in  aa 
olter  td  isfOTior  ftnUi,  raeordiog  the  fMliog  i  of  a  notad 
fratbootar  wfaaa  brooght  to  "Joatiff  Us  deads  on  the 
gaUorwa-traa**  at  laTaman.] 


Fajowsu,  ye  dungeons  dark  and  strong 

Tha  wreteh's  destinie  1 
llaepherson's  time  wiU  not  be  long 
Ob  yonder  gnllowt-tree. 

Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonlyi 

Sae  daunUngly  gaed  he ; 
Ba  piay'd  a  spring,  and  dane^d  it  ronnd, 
Bslow  the  gaUowa-tree. 


II. 


Oh,  what  is  death  but  parting  breath  t 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I'ye  dar'd  his  faoe,  and  in  this  plaoe 

I  scorn  him  yet  again  I 


III. 


Untie  these  bands  from  off  my  hands, 
And  bring  to  me  my  sword ; 

And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotiand, 
But  ni  brave  him  at  a  word. 


IT. 

Ftc  liVd  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife ; 

I  die  by  treacherie : 
It  bums  my  heart  I  must  depart, 

And  not  avenged  be. 

V. 

Now  farewell  light — ^thou  sunshine  bright^ 

And  all  beneath  the  sky  I 
May  coward  shame  distain  his  name. 
The  wretch  that  dares  not  die  I 
Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he ; 
He  piay'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round, 
Below  the  gallows-tree. 


xxxym. 


BBAW  LADS  OF  GA/LLA  WATEB. 

Tune— *<  OaUa  Water. 

[Barni  foand  tlUa  soog  in  the  eoUaetion  of  Held  j 
addad  tha  firit  Taraa,  mada  other  but  not  matarial  aoMB* 
dationi,  and  pnbliihad  It  in  Johnson :  in  1799  he  wxole 
another  rareion  for  Thomaon.]* 

OHOnus. 

Braw,  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water; 

0  braw  lads  of  Qalla  Water : 
111  kilt  my  coats  aboon  my  knee, 

And  follow  my  lore  thro'  the  water. 

I. 

Sab  fair  her  hidr,  sae  brent  her  brow, 
Sae  bonny  blue  her  een,  my  dearie ; 

Sae  white  her  teeth,  sae  sweet  her  mou', 
The  mair  I  kiss  she's  ay  my  dearie. 

II. 

O'er  yon  bank  and  o'er  yon  brae. 
O'er  yon  moss  ama^g  the  heather ; 
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ni  kilt  mj  ooatB  aboon  my  knee, 
And  follow  mj  lore  thro'  the  water. 

I XI. 

Down  amang  the  broom,  the  broom, 

Down  amang  the  broom,  mj  dearie. 
The  lassie  lost  a  silken  snood. 
That  cost  her  mony  a  blirt  and  bleary. 
Braw,  braw  lads  of  Galla  Water ; 

0  braw  lads  of  Qalla-Water : 
111  kilt  my  coats  aboon  my  knee, 
And  follow  my  lore  thro'  the  water. 


II. 


Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing, 
Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind. 

Western  breeses  softly  blowing. 
Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 


III. 


STAT,  MT  CHABMER.     ' 
Tone—"  An  OilU  dubh  ciar  dhubh,** 

(The  Air  of  thia  MMig  wu  piokad  np  by  the  poet  in  one 
of  hia  northern  tonra :  hie  Highluid  excvnioai  coloand 
many  of  hie  lyrio  eomporitiou.] 

I. 
Stat,  my  charmer,  can  you  leaye  me  T 
Cruel,  cruel,  to  deceiye  me  1 
Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieye  me ; 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  T 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go  ? 

II. 

By  my  loye  so  ill  requited ; 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted; 

By  the  pangs  of  loyers  slighted ; 

Bo  not,  do  not  leaye  me  so  I 

Bo  not,  do  not  leaye  me  so! 


In  the  cause  of  Eight  engaged. 
Wrongs  injurious  to  redress. 

Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged. 
But  the  heayens  denied  success. 


ly. 


Buin's  wheel  has  driyen  o'er  us, 
Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 

The  wild  world  is  all  before  us— 
But  a  world  without  a  fnend. 


XL. 


THICKEST  KIQHT,  O'EBHANa  MT 

DWELLING. 

[The  Viaeonnt  Btnthallan,  whom  thie  eong  eomme- 
moratet,  waa  William  Dnunmond :  he  waa  alaia  at  the 
carnage  of  Calloden.  It  waa  long  belieTed  that  he  ea- 
oaped  to  Fnnee  and  died  in  exile.] 

I. 
TmoKXST  night,  surround  my  dwelling  I 

Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  raye ! 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling, 

Boating  by  my  lonely  oaye ! 


XLI. 

MT   HOQOIE. 
Tune—"  What  wUildoguim^  EoggiM  dUr 

[Bama  waa  atrnck  with  the  paatoral  wiUneaa  of  thii 
liddeidale  air,  and  wrote  theae  worda  to  ttlbr  the  ll«» 
■earn :  the  Arat  line  only  ia  old.] 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hogg^e  die  t 

My  Joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggict 
My  only  beast,  I  had  nae  mae, 

And  yow  but  I  was  yogie ! 
The  lee-lang  night  we  watch'd  the  fauld. 

Me  and  my  faithfu*  doggie ; 
We  heard  nought  but  the  roaring  linn, 

Amang  the  braes  sae  scroggie ; 
But  the  houlet  cry'd  ftwt  the  castto  wa'. 

The  blitter  frae  the  boggie. 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill, 

I  trembled  for  my  Hogpe. 
When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  erav. 

The  morning  it  waa  foggie ; 
An'  unco  tyke  lap  o'er  the  ^^% 

And  maist  has  kill'd  my  Hogg^e. 


HSB  DADDIS  FOBBAO. 

[Thia  ia  one  of  the  old  aonga  which  Biiaoa  ae< 
Boma  of  amending  for  the  Moaettm:  UttSe  of  it. 
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r,  ia  Ui,  HIT*  a  tooeh  hare  mad  there— bat  they  are 
Bane's  tonehes.} 


Em  daddie  forbad,  her  minnie  forbad ; 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be: 
Cbe  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brev'^ 
Wad  taste  eae  bitterlle. 

The  lang  lad  thej  ca'  jumpin'  John 

Beguiled  the  bonnie  lassie, 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jompin'  John 
Beguiled  the  bonnie  lassie. 

2 1* 

• 
A  cow  and  a  canf,  a  yowe  and  a  haul^ 

And  thretfy  gude  shiUin's  and  three ; 
A  Tera  gnde  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochter. 
The  lass  wi'  the  bonnie  black  e'e. 

The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jompin'  John 

Begniled  the  bonnie  lassie, 
The  lang  lad  they  ca'  Jompin'  John 
Beguiled  the  bonnie  lassie. 


XLTV. 


THS 


XLTTT 

UP  IK  THE  MORNING  EABLT 

>«  Cold  bhv$  the 


If 


PThe  ehonu  of  thie  lOBf ,»  aeyi  the  poet,  ia  hie  notes 
ea  the  Beottiik  Lyrics,  "is  old,  the  two  staaas  are 
Bta*.'*   Tlie  air  is  aaeient,  aad  was  a  faTourite    • 
Uuy  Staart,  the  queen  of  William  the  Th<sd.} 

ORO&VS. 

Up  in  the  moming'B  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  eoTer'd  m*  snaw, 

Vm  snre  it's  irinter  fairly. 

z. 

Cavld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west, 

Qw  drift  is  driving  sairly ; 
8ae  loud  and  ahill  I  hear  the  blast, 

Vm  tan  it's  winter  fairly. 

II. 
The  Inrds  rit  chittexing  in  the  thorn, 

A'  day  they  fare  bnt  sparely ; 
Aad  lang's  the  night  firae  e'en  to  mom— 
rm  sore  it's  winter  furly. 
Up  In  the  morning's  no  for  me. 

Up  in  the  morning  early ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  coTcr'd  wi'  snaw, 
rm  sure  itTs  winter  fairly. 


YOUNG  HIGHLAND  BOYEB. 
Tune— "Jfoftf^.'* 

[The  YoQSff  Highland  Royer  of  this  strain  ii  supposed 
by  some  to  be  the  Chevalier,  aad  with  more  probability 
by  others,  to  be  a  Gordon,  as  the  song  was  conposed  in 
eoBseqnenee  of  the  (loet's  visit  to  «  bonnie  Oastle-Qor- 
don,'*  in  September,  1787.] 


Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breeses. 

The  snaws  the  monntains  corer ; 
Like  winter  on  me  seixes, 

Since  my  yonng  Highland  royer 

Far  wanders  nations  oTer. 
Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray, 

Hay  Hearen  be  his  warden : 
Betnm  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspeyi 

And  bonnie  Castle-Gordon  t 

II. 
The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 

Shall  soon  wi'  leaTcs  be  hing^g, 
The  birdies  dowie  moaning. 

Shall  a'  be  blithely  singing. 

And  erery  flower  be  springing. 
Sae  ril  rqjoice  the  lee-lang  day, 

When  by  his  mighty  Warden 
My  youth's  returned  to  fair  Strathspey, 

And  bonnie  Castle-Gordon. 


XLV. 

HET,  THB  DUSTT  MILLEB. 
Tnn»-«  The  Duety  Miller:' 

[The^Dnsty  Miller  ii  an  old  strsin,  modiJIed  for  the 
Mosenm  by  Bams:  it  is  a  happy  q»eeimen  of  his  taste 
aad  skill  in  maUas  ^0  n«w  look  like  the  old.} 

I. 

Hit,  the  dusty  miller. 

And  his  dusty  coat ; 

He  will  win  a  shilling, 

Or  he  spend  a  groat. 

I>08ly  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  eolour» 
Pusty  was  the  kiss 
That  I  got  frae  tha  miller. 
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•  n. 

Hey,  the  dusty  miller, 
And  his  dusty  sack ; 
Leeze  me  on  the  calling 
Fills  the  dusty  peck. 
Fills  the  dusty  peck, 

Brings  the  dnsty  siller; 
I  wad  gie  my  coatie 
For  the  dusty  miller. 


XLVI. 

THERE  WAS  A  LASS. 
Tune—"  Dunean  Paviwn,^' 

[There  are  Mvexml  other  Tartions  of  Daaeaa  OaTlsoa, 
which  it  if  more  delicate  to  ellade  to  than  to  quote :  thii 
one  it  in  the  BCoMam.] 

I. 
Thibi  was  a  lass,  they  ea'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  foUow'd  her, 

They  ea'd  him  Duncan  Batison. 
The  moor  was  driegh,  and  Meg  waa  skiegh, 

Her  faTour  Duncan  could  na  win ; 
For  wi'  the  roke  she  wad  him  knook, 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin. 

II. 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  foor, 

A  bum  was  dear,  a  glen  was  green, 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd-their  shanks, 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between : 
But  Duncan  swore  a  haly  aith, 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  mom, 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinnin'  graith, 

And  flang  them  a'  out  o'er  the  bum. 

III. 

We*Il  big  a  house,*— a  wee,  wee  hevae, 

And  we  wUl  lite  like  king  and  queen, 
Sae  blythe  and  merry  we  wUl  be 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink  and  no  be  drunk ; 

A  man  may  fight  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  bonnie  last, 

And  ay  be  welcome  back  ag^n. 


XLVU. 

THENIEL  MENZIES'  BONNIE  MART. 

Tune.— <*  The  Bt^an*8  Sant,*^ 

[Bonn,  it  iM  balieved,  wrote  thic  eong  dnriag  tail  Int 
Highland  tour,  when  he  danced  amoog  the  aeithtni 
domec,  to  the  toae  of^Bob  at  the  BowsUr,"  till  th« 
momiag  mm  roie  and  reproved  them  tirom  Uie  lop  of  Bn 
Lomond.] 

X. 

Ih  coming  by  the  brig  o'  I)ye, 

At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry ; 
As  day  was  dawin  in  the  sky, 
We  drank  a  health  to  bonni^  Maty. 
Theniel  Mensies'  bonnie  Maiy; 

Theniel  Mensies'  bonnie  Mavy; 
CSiariie  Gregor  tint  his  plaidie^ 
Kissin'  Thenlel's  bonnie  Mazy. 

IX. 

Her  een  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  iHiit% 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  beixy ; 

And  ay,  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile. 
The  rosy  cheeks  o'  bonnie  Mary. 

III. 

We  lap  and  danced  the  lee  lang  day, 

Till  piper  lads  were  wae  and  weary ; 
But  Ohariie  gat  the  spring  to  pay» 
For  kissin'  Theniel's  bonnie  Mary. 

Theniel  Mensies'  bonnie  Mary ; 

Theniel  Menxies'  bonnie  Mary ; 
Charlie  Qregor  tint  his  plaidie, 
Kissin'  Theniel's  bonnie  Mary. 


XLVin. 

THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON. 
Tune. — '*  Bhammnuh  dhm  na  ekriJ* 

(Thete  yeneg  were  eompoMd  on  a  charming  7010^1 
Udj,  Charlotte  Hamilton,  elater  to  the  poet'e  friend 
Oarbi  Hamilton  of  Bbnchllne,  redding,  when  tbe  nooi 
wu  written,  at  Harrieiton,  on  the  bnnki  of  th«  Devon 
in  the'eovntjr  of  Cloekmenoan.] 

X. 

How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear  wia<tm] 
Devon, 
WItii  green  spreading  bushes,  and  floir%i( 
blooming  fair  I 
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• 

Bat  the  boimiest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the 

III. 

BeTon 

Bat,  Doncan,  gin  yell  keep  yoor  aitii — 

Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the 

Ha,  ha,  thegirdinoH! 

Ayr. 

I'se  bless  you  wi'  my  hindmost  breath — 

Mild  be  the  son  on  this  sweet  blnshing  flower, 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't  I 

la  the  gay  rosy  mom,  as  it  bathes  in  the 

Doncan,  gin  ye*ll  keep  yoor  aith, 

dew; 

The  beast  agun  can  bear  as  baith. 

And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  Temal  shower, 

And  aold  Mess  John  will  mend  the  skaith. 

Thnt  steals  on  the  OTening  eaeh  leaf  to  re- 
new. 

And  clout  the  bad  girdin  o't. 

II. 

0  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breeses, 

With  ehin  hoary  wing,  as  ye  usher  the  dawn ; 
And  far  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seises 

The  Terdore  and  pride  of  the  garden  and 
lawn! 
Let  Boari>on  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 

And  England,  triamphant,  display  her  proud 
Bose: 
A  fairer  ttiaa  either  adorns  the  green  Tslleys, 

Where  Deron,  sweet  DeTon,  meandering  flows. 


XUZ. 

WSABT  FA'  YOtT,  DUNCAN  GRAY. 

Tune — **I>unean  Ort^" 

[Tto  orifiml  Dnaeaa  Gray,  oat  of  which  the  preteat 
ttaia  vMextzaeiMl  for  Johnaon,  hacfiio  right  to  be  called 
a  bd  of  grace :  another  Tanion,  and  in  a  happier  mood, 
writtea  for  Tbomaon.} 

I. 

Wbakt  fa'  you,  Punoan  Gray— 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't! 
Wae  gae  by  you,  Duncan  Gray — 

Ha,  ha,  the  gMhi  o't  I 
When  a'  the  lare  gae  to  their  play, 
Then  I  m*un  sit  the  lee  lang  day. 
And  jog  the  cradle  wi'  my  tae, 

And  a'  for  the  girdin  o'tl 

II. 

Bosnie  was  the  Lammas  moon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't! 
Glowrinf  a'  the  hills  aboon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't! 
The  girdin  brak,  the  beast  cam  down, 
I  tint  my  eurch,  and  bdth  my  shoon ; 
Ah !  Dnnean,  ye're  an  unco  loon — 

Wae  on  the  bad  ^rdin  o't ! 


L. 

THE  PLOUGHMAN. 
Tune — **  Up  tffC  tht  phughmtm.*^ 

[The  old  wordi,  of  which  thaie  in  the  MoMam  eie  aa 
altered  and  amended  yertion,  are  in  the  collectloa  e( 
Herd.] 

I. 
Ten  ploughman  he's  a  bonnie  lad. 

His  mind  is  oyer  true,  Jo, 
ffis  garters  knit  below  his  knee. 
His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  jo. 

Then  up  wi'  him  my  ploughman  lad, 

And  hey  my  merry  ploughman ! 
Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken. 
Commend  me  to  the  ploughman. 

II. 
My  ploughman  he  comes  hame  at  e'en, 

He's  aften  wat  and  weary ; 
Cast  off  the  wat,  put  on  the  dry. 

And  gae  to  bed,  my  dearie ! 

III. 
I  will  wash  my  ploughman's  hose, 

And  I  will  dress  his  o'erlay ; 
I  will  mak  my  ploughman's  bed,      ^ 

And  cheer  him  late  and  early. 

IT. 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  west, 

I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnston ; 
The  bonniest  sight  that  e'er  I  saw 

Was  the  ploughman  laddie  daadn'. 

▼. 

Bnaw-white  stockins  on  his  legs. 

And  siller  buckles  glancin' ; 
A  gude  blue  bonnet  on  his  head — 

And  0,  but  he  was  hiqidsome  \ 


I 
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TI. 

Coinmend  me  to  the  barn-yard, 

And  the  oom-moo,  man; 
I  nerer  gat  my  coggie  fou. 
Till  I  met  wi'  the  ploughman. 

Up  wi'  him  my  ploughman  lad, 

And  hey  my  merry  ploughman ! 
Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken, 
Commend  me  to  the  ploughman. 


LI. 

LANDLADY,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 
rjj^e— «ir^  iuui,  taitL" 

[Of  tfaii  loiig,  the  first  tad  laeond  Taraei  un  hy  Barni : 
the  eloiiiig  yta»  belong!  to  a  ■tmia  thraataning  Britain 
with  an  iaTadon  from  tha  iron>handad  Charlaa  XII.  of 
Sweden,  to  aranga  hia  own  wronga  and  raatora  tha  lina 
oftheStnarta.] 

Z. 

Laxbladt,  count  the  lawin, 

The  day  ii  near  the  dawin ; 

Te're  a'  blind  drunk,  boys, 

And  Fm  but  Jolly  fott. 

Hey  tutu,  taiti. 

How  tutti,  toiti — 

Wha*8  fou  now  ? 

'11. 

Cog  an*  ye  were  ay  fou, 
Cog  an'  ye  were  ay  fou, 
I  wad  ait  and  eing  to  you 
If  ye  were  ay  fou. 

III. 

•        Weel  may  ye  a'  be ! 
HI  may  we  neyer  see  I 
Qod  bleee  the  king, 
And  the  companie ! 
^    Hey  tutti,  taiti, 
How  tutu,  taiU — 
Wha'B  fou  now  T 


Ln. 

RAYING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 
Tone-—"  Maeffreffor  of  Bura*a  Lament.** 

["I  eompoaad  thaaa  Teraaa,"  aaya  Bams,  "on  Miaa 
tnbella  M'Leod,  of  Rasa,  allading  to  her  faalioga  on  tha 


death  of  har  aistar,  and  tha  atiU  more  malaaeholj  destli 
of  har  aiitar'a  husband,  tha  lata  Earl  of  Loudon,  in  1790."] 

I. 

Ratiko  winda  around  her  blowing, 
Tellow  leayes  the  woodlands  strewing, 
By  a  xiTer  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring — 
**  Farewell  hours  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  Joy  and  pleasure ; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow, 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow  1 

II. 

*<  O'er  the  past  too  fondly  wandering, 
On  the  hopeless  future  pondering ; 
Chilly  grief  my  life-blood  f^eezesi 
Fell  despair  my  fancy  seizes. 
Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing. 
Load  to  misery  most  distressing, 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee, 
And  to  dark  oblirion  join  thee !" 


Lin. 

HOW  LONG  AND  DREART  IS  THE  NIGHT. 

To  a  Gaelic  air, 

[Compoaad  for  tha  Mnaanm :  tha  air  of  tbfa  agectia| 
atrain  ia  tma  HighlaUd :  Bnma,  though  not  a  mnaaciaa, 
had  a  fine  natural  taata  in  the  matter  of  national  male  • 
diai.j 

I. 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night 

When  I  am  Arae  my  dearie ! 
I  sleepless  lie  firae  e'en  to  mom, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 
I  sleepless  lie  firae  e'en  to  mom, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  sae  weiliy. 

II. 
When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you,  my  dearie. 
And  now  what  lands  between  as  lie. 

How  can  I  but  be  eerie ! 
And  now  what  lands  between  ua  lie. 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie ! 

III. 

How  slow  ye  more,  ye  heaiy  hoars. 
As  ye  were  wae  end  weary! 
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It  vu  Bft  BM  je  glinted  by, 
^hen  I  was  wi'  mj  dearie. 

It  WAS  na  8M  ye  glinted  by, 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 


I. 


Bt  Auchter^e  grows  the  aik, 
On  Yarrow  banks  the  birken  shaw; 

Bat  Phemie  was  a  bonnier  lass 
Than  braes  of  Tarrow  eyer  saw. 


t  LTV. 

MUSING  ON  THB  ROARING  OCEAN. 
Tone—''  Druimwn  dubh.** 

[The  air  of  tlds  ■oof  ii  from  th«  Hig hlaadg :  the  y«rMa 
wen  writtMi  ia  complinianfc  to  th«  fMltoga  of  Mn. 
M*IiMieUaB,  wfaoM  bmlMtnd  wu  aa  officer  Mnriag  in 
the  East  IwUea.] 

•   I. 

llusnro  on  the  roaring  ocean, 
Whioh  dirides  my  love  and  me ; 

Wearying  heaven  in  warm  devotion, 
For  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 

XI. 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  nature's  law, 

Whisp'ring  spirits  round  n)y  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

III. 

Ye  whom  sorrow  never  wounded, 

Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 
Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 

Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

IT. 

Gentle  idght,  do  thou  beflriend  me ; 

Downy  sleep,  the  enrtain  draw ; 
Spirits  kind,  agdn  attend  me. 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa  I 


II. 


Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  mom ; 

She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Sm, 
As  light 's  a  bird  upon  a  thom. 


LV. 

BLITHE  WAS  SHE. 
Tune— **^fiilro  and  hia  cutty  gun" 

pTba  haroioe  of  tbb  aong,  Enphemi*  Marray,  of  Lin- 
Cfme  WM  Joatly  called  the  «  Flower  of  Strathmore  :*> 
ifce  ie  now  wifdew  of  Ijoid  Metfaveo,  one  of  the  Boottieh 
Jodgee,  and  owther  of  a  line  familjr.  The  song  wai 
Wxittea  at  OchUrtyre,  in  Jooe  1787.] 

onoaus. 
Blithe,  blithe  and  merry  was  she, 

Blithe  was  she  but  and  ben : 
Blithe  by  the  banks  of  Em, 

And  bliUM  in  Gleatnrit  ^en. 


III. 

Her  bonnie  faoe.lt  was  as  meek 

As  ony  lamb  upon  a  lea ; 
The  evening  sun  was  ne'er  sae  tweet» 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  ee. 

•  IT. 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wander'd  wide, 

And  o'er  the  Lowlands  I  hae  been.; 
But  Phemie  was  the  blithest  lass 
Tkat  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
Blithe,  blithe  and  merry  was  she, 

Blithe  was  she  but  and  ben : 
Blithe  by  the  banks  of  Em, 
And  blithe  in  Glenturit  glea. 


LVT. 

THE  BLUBE  RED  ROSE  AT  YULB 
MAY  BLAW. 

Tune—"  7b  dmmUm  sm." 

[The  Jacobite  strain  of  "  To  daonton  me,**  naiC  have 
been  in  the  mind  of  the  poet  when  he  wrote  this  pithy 
Inie  for  the  Maaeam.] 


Thi  blude  red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw. 
The  simmer  lilies  bloom  in  snaw. 
The  flrost  may  fireese  the  deepest  sea ; 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  so  ypung, 

Wi'  his  fause  heart  an4  flatt'ring  tongue. 

That  is  the  thing  you  ne'er  shall  see ; 

For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me* 


II. 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  maut, 
For  a'  his  firesh  beef  and  his  saut, 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monle. 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton 


330 


THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


XII. 

EBs  gewr  may  buy  Mm  kye  and  yowes, 
EOs  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes ; 
But  me  he  aball  not  bay  nor  fee. 
For  an  anld  man  sball  nerer  daunton  me. 

XT. 

He  hirples  iva  Uxdd  as  be  dov, 
Wi'  bia  teetblesa  gab  and  bii  anld  bold  pow, 
And  the  rain  raina  down  firae  hia  red  bleer'd  ee- 
That  anld  man  ahaU  nerer  dannton  me. 
To  dannton  me,  and  me  sae  yonng, 
Wi'  his  fame  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongne. 
That  i«  the  thing  yon  ne'er  ahall  see ; 
Por  an  anld  man  ihall  neyer  dannton  me. 


LVn. 

COMB  BOAT  ME  O'EB  TO  CHARLIB. 
Tnne— "  O^er  the  vtaUr  Im  Charlie.** 

[The  Moond  itann  of  thii  ■on;,  and  nearlj  all  the 
thixd,  ue  by  Bnnu.   ICuy  ■ongs,  aome  of  merit,  on  tho 
•  aama  aabject,  and  to  the  aame  air,  were  in  other  daya 
enrreat  in  Scotland.] 

X. 

Con  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o'er, 

Come  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie ; 
I'll  g}e  John  Ross  another  bawbee» 
To  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie. 

We'll  o'er  the  water  and  o'er  the  eea^ 

We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie ; 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go, 
And  Uto  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 

IX. 

I  lo'e  ireel  my  Charlie's  name, 

Tho'  some  there  be  abhor  him : 
Bat  0,  to  see  anld  Nick  gann  hame. 

And  Charlie's  faes  before  him ! 

XIX. 

I  swear  and  tov  by  ihoon  and  stars. 

And  son  that  shines  so  early. 
If  I  had  twenty  thousand  liyes, 
Pd  die  as  aft  for  Charlie. 

Well  o'er  the  water  and  o'er  the  seai 

Well  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie; 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'U  gather  and  go, 
And  lire  or  die  wi'  Charlie  I 


iiVm. 

A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 
Tano— '<  The  Roee^md," 

[The  "  Roae-bnd"  of  these  sMreet  Teraes  wai  Wn 
Jean  Cmikahank,  alterwarda  Bf  n.  Rendenodi  daq;blir 
of  William  Craikahaak,  of  St.  Jamea^a  Square,  OM  of 
the  maatera  of  the  High  Sohodl  of  Ediaborgh:  the  ii 
alao  the  aabject  of  a  poem  equally  iweet.] 

I. 
A  Bosx-Bun  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  oom-enobsed  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk. 

All  on  a  dewy  morning. 
Bre  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 

It  scents  the  early  morning. 

XX. 

Within  the  bush,  her  ooTert  nest 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest. 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast 

Sae  early  in  the  morning. 
She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood, 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leares  bedew'd, 

Awake  the  early  morning. 

III. 
So  thon,  dear  bird,  young  Jeaqy  fair, 
On  trembling  string  or  Tocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

That  tends  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaie  upon  the  day, 
And  bless  the  parent's  erening  ray 

That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 


LIX. 

RATTLIN',  ROARIN'  WILLIE. 
Tune— "i^ol^^',  roarin*  IfeUia." 


["  The  hero  of  tiiii  chant,*'  lajra  Bums  i' w«s  one 
the  worthieat  fellowa  in  the  world— WiUinin  Dnnb 
Eaq.,  Writer  to  the  Signet,  Edinburgh,  and  Colonel 
the  Crochallan  corpa— a  elab  of  wita,  who  Cook  that  ti 
at  the  time  of  raiaiqg  the  fencible  regineata.*'] 

X. 

0  battun',  roarin'  Willie, 

0,  he  held  to  the  fair. 
An' for  to  teU  hia  fiddly 

An'  bay  Kwie  other  wart ; 
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But  partiiig  wi'  hU  fiddle. 
The  Moi  te«r  blint  Ms  ee ; 

And  ntOin*,  roftrin'  WiUie, 
Ye're  welcome  hune  to  me ! 

*  II. 

O  WUlie»  eeae  aell  your  fiddle, 

0  sell  your  fiddle  sae  fine ; 
0  WQlie,  come  sell  yonr  fiddle. 

And  bay  a  pint  o'  wine  I 
If  I  ekMld  mU  my  fiddle, 

The  warr  would  tUak  I  was  mad; 
Fee  nony  a  xmntSn'  day 

My  fiddle  and  I  hae  had. 

III. 
Aa  I  earn  by  Croehallaa, 

1  cannij^  keeUt  beib— 
BatUin',  roaria'  Willie 

Waa  Bittin'  at  yon  board  en' ; 
fiitliag  at  yon  board  eo', 

And  amaag  good  oompanie ; 
Battlin*,  roarin'  WilMe, 

Te're  weleome  hame  to  me  I 


LX. 


BBAVINO  ANQBY  WINTER'S  STOBUS. 
Tnae    **  NtU  Ch^t  LameUaHonfor  Ahtreabmy,** 

('■  Tkis  aoBf  ,**  Myi  tli«  potft,  "  I  eompoMd  od  one  of 
Vbm  most  aecoiiipliih«<l  of  woman,  Miti  Peggy  Chalman 
Oat  WM,  BOW  Mn.  Lewis  Hay,  of  Foibaa  and  Co.*a 
\mkt  Bdmbwf  h."  Bbe  now  Uvm  at  Fan,  in  tha  aoolh 
ofPiaaea.] 

I. 
Whsu,  braTing  angry  winter's  storms, 

The  lofty  Ochelt  rise, 
Far  in  th«r  shade  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes ; 
As  one  who  by  some  sarage  stream, 

A  lonely  gem  surreys, 
Astonish'd,  doubly  marks  its  beam, 

With  art's  most  polish'd  blase. 

II. 
Blest  be  the  wild^  sequester'd  shade. 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  surrey'd. 

When  first  I  fdt  their  power  I 
The  tyrant  Death,  with  grim  control. 

May  seixe  my  fleeting  tweath ; 
But  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Musi  be  a  stronger  deaA. 


LXI. 
TIBBIE  DUNBAB. 


fi 


[Wa  owe  tlia  air  of  fhia  ioag  to  ona  Jobnny  M'Gill,  a 
fiddlarof  OinraByWbobaatowadhiaowiiBaineoBit:  and 
tha  acMig  itaalf  partly  to  Bnnia  aad  partly  to  aoma  on 
known  minatral.    Thay  are  both  in  tha  Moaanm.] 

I. 
0,  WILT  thon  go  wi'  me, 

Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  t 
0,  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me, 

Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  T 
^nu  thou  ride  on  a  horse, 

Or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 
Or  walk  by  my  side, 

O,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  T 

•     II. 
I  care  na  thy  daddle. 

His  lands  and  his  money, 
I  care  na  thy  kindred, 

Sae  high  and  sae  lor<fiy : 
But  say  thou  wilt  hae  me 

For  better  for  waur — 
And  come  in  thy  coatie. 

Sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar! 


STBEAMS  THAT  GLIDE  IN 
OBIENT  PLAINS. 

Tune— "Jfofiy." 

p¥a  owe  thaaa  varaaa  to  tha  too  briaf  riait  wUeh  tha 
poat,  in  1787, mada  to  Goidon  Caatla:  ha  waa  harriad 
away,  mach  againat  hia  will,  by  hia  moody  and  obattnata 
William  Nieol.] 

I. 
Stuams  that  gUde  in  orient  pfains, 
Kerer  bound  by  winter's  chains ; 

Glowing  here  on  golden  sands, 
There  commix'd  with  foulest  stuns 

From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands ; 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  wstcs, 
I  leaTC  to  tyrants  and  their  slsTes ; 
Giye  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  Istss 

The  banks  by  Castle-Gordon. 

II.        ■ 
Spicy  forests,  ever  gay, 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray, 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil. 


1 


Or  the  nithlesB  natiTe'a  way, 
Bent  on  slanghter,  blood,  and  spoil : 
Woods  tliat  ever  Terdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slaTO, 
GWe  me  the  groyes  that  lofty  brare 
The  storms  by  Castle-Gtordon. 

III. 

Wildly  here  without  control, 
Nature  reigns  and  roles  the  whole ; 

In  that  sober  penslYe  mood, 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul,   » 

She  plants  the  forest,  pours  the  flood; 
life's  poor  day  Til  musing  rave. 
And  And  at  night  a  sheltering  cave. 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  wave, 
By  bonnie  Castle-Gordon. 


LXni. 
MY  HAEKY  WAS  A  GALLANT  GAY. 

["  The  ehonu,*'  nys  Banu,  "  I  picked  up  from  an  old 
woman  in  Bnmblane :  the  rest  of  the  song  is  mine.'*  He 
eompoeed  it  for  Johnson :  the  tone  ii  Jacobitieal.] 

I. 

Mt  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay, 
Fu'  stately  strode  he  on  the  plain: 

But  now  he's  banish'd  far  away, 
I'll  never  see  him  back  again. 

0  for  him  back  again  I 
0  for  him  back  again  I 

1  wad  gie  a'  Enockhaspie's  land 

For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

II. 

When  a'  the  lare  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen ; 
I  set  me  down  and  greet  my  fill. 

And  ay  I  wish  him  back  again. 

III. 

0  Were  some  Tilluns  hangit  high. 

And  ilka  body  had  their  ain  I 
Then  I  might  see  the  joyfu'  sight. 

My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

0  for  him  back  again  1 

0  for  him  back  again ! 

1  wad  gie  a'  Enockhaspie's  land 
For  Highland  Harry  back  ag^. 


LXIV. 

THE  TAILOR. 

Tune— «  The  Tailor  fdl  ikr&  the  hed^  tkMla 

!»'  a'.'* 

[The  aeeond  and  fourth  Teraea  are  by  Bams,  the  nat 
ia  very  old,  the  air  ia  alao  yei y  old,  and  ia  played  at  trade 
feativala  and  prooeaaiona  by  the  Corporation  of  Ttilon.] 


Thb  TMlor  f^  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a'. 
The  Tailor  feU  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a' ; 
The  blankets  were  thin,  and  the  sheets  they 

were  sma', 
The  Tailor  feU  thro'  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a'. 

II. 

The  sleepy  bit  lasrie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill, 
The  sleepy  bit  lassie,  she  dreaded  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld,  and  the  lassie  lay  sUQ, 
She  thought  that  a  tailor  oould  do  her  nae  iU. 

III. 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man ; 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man ; 
The  day  it  is  short,  and  the  night  it  is  lang, 
The  dearest  siller  that  ever  I  wan  1 

IT. 

There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane ; 
There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane ; 
There's  some  that  are  dowie,  I  trow  would  be 

fain  • 

To  see  the  bit  tailor  come  skippin*  again. 


LXV. 
SIMMER'S  A  PLEASANT  TIME. 
Tune— 'My  waukm  o'.' 


»» 


[Tytler  and  Ritaon  unite  in  eonaidering  the  air  of  tbeae 
woida  aa  one  of  our  moat  ancient  melodiea.  The  firat 
verae  of  the  eong  ia  from  the  hand  of  Buma ;  th«  raai  had 
the  benefit  of  hia  emendationa :  it  ia  to  be  found  ia  tba 
Museum.] 

I. 

SiKvsn's  a  pleasant  time, 
Flow'rs  of  ey'ry  colour ; 
The  water  rins  o'er  the  heugh, 
And  I  long  for  my  true  loyer. 
Ay  waukin  O, 

Waukin  still  and  wesrie : 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 
For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 


■»— ^gi 
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IX. 

When  I  deep  I  dream, 

When  I  wank  Fm  eerie ; 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane^ 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

III. 
Inanely  night  comes  on, 

A'  the  laTe  are  sleeping ; 
I  think  on  mj  bonnie  lad 
And  I  bleer  my  een  with  greetin*. 
Ay  wankin  0, 

WankSn  still  and^wearie : 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 
For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 


LXVI. 

BEWARE  0*  BONNIE  ANN. 

Ton»— <*  Te  gaUanU  htighV* 

(Boms  wrote  this  lODg  in  honoar  of  Ana  Bbaterton, 
dugbur  of  AlUn  BCastcrton,  ftathor  of  th«  air  of  Btrmth- 
ftlJaa'i  LuBflBl;  ihe  \a  vow  Mn.  Derbiihiiei  and  re- 


0 


X. 


Tb  gallants  bright,  (red  ye  right, 

Beware  o'  bonnie  Ann  ; 
Her  comely  face  sae  fa'  o'  grace. 

Tour  heart  she  will  trepan. 
Her  een  sae  bright,  like  stars  by  night, 

Her  skin  is  like  the  swan ;    • 
8ae  jifflply  lac'd  her  genty  waist, 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span. 

XI. 

Tonth,  grace,  and  Iotc  attendant  more. 

And  pleasure  leads  the  yan : 
In  ft'  their  charms,  and  conquering  arms, 

They  wait  on  bonnie  Ann. ' 
The  captiTO  bands  may  chain  the  hands, 

Bttt  lore  endares  the  man; 
Te  gallants  braw,  I  red  you  a'. 

Beware  o'  bonnie  Ann  I 


LXVII. 

WHEN  B08T  MAY. 
Tone—**  The  gardener  wT  hit  jxUdle.** 

(The  air  of  thli  aoqg  ia  ptef  ad  aonnall  j-  at  tha  procaa- 
ba  of  Ihe  Oardaoara :  tha  titia  only  is  old ;  tha  rast  ia 


tha  work  of  Bums.  Evary  trada  had,  la  othar  dajB,  an 
air  of  its  own,  and  longs  to  correspond ;  bat  toil  and 
Bwaat  came  in  harder  measurai  and  drove  melodies  oat 
of  working-men's  headi.] 

X. 

Whi9  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay  green-spreading  bowers. 
Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hours — 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 
The  crystal  waters  gently  fa' ; 
The  merry  birds  are  lorers  a' ; 
The  scented  breeses  round  him  blaw— 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

ix. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare 

To  steal  upon  her  early  fare, 

Then  thro'  the  dews  he  maun  repair^ 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 
When  day,  expiring  in  the  west, 
The  curtain  draws  of  nature's  rest. 
He  flies  to  her  arms  he  lo'es  best — 

The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 


LXVin. 

BLOOMING  NELLT. 

Tune— <*  Ob  a  bank  of  Jhwert,** 

[One  of  the  lyrics  of  Allan  Ramsay's  collection  seams 
to  have  been  in  tha  mind  of  Bams  when  he  wrote  this : 
th^  words  and  air  are  in  die  Maaaam.] 

X. 

Ox  a  bank  of  flowers,  in  a  summer  day, 

For  summer  lightly  drest, 
The  youthful  blooming  Nelly  lay. 

With  loTC  and  sleep  opprest ; 
When  Willie  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood. 

Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued. 
He  gas'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 

And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

XI. 

Her  closed  eyes  like  weapons  sheath'd,   • 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lips  still  as  she  fragrant  breath'd. 

It  richer  dy'd  the  rose. 
The  springing  lilies  swefetly  prest, 

Wild — ^wanton,  kiss'd  her  rival  breast ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd- 

His  bosom  ill  at  rest 
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III. 
Her  robes  light  wftving  in  the  breese 

Her  tender  limbs  embraoe ; 
Her  loTely  form,  her  natiye  eftse. 

All  harmony  and  grace: 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 

A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole ; 
He  gax'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 

And  sigh*d  his  yerj  souL 

IV. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake, 

On  fear-inspired  wings. 
So  Nelly,  starting,  half  awake, 

AKay  affrighted  springs : 
But  Willie  follow'd,  as  he  should, 

He  OTortook  her  in  a  wood ; 
He  Yow*d,  he  pray*d,  he  found  the  maid 

Forgiving  all  and  good. 


LXIX. 
THE  DAT  RETURNS. 
Tune — **  Seventh  of  Ifohmber,** 

[The  Mventh  of  November  was  the  oimiTeriaiy  of  the 
marriage  of  Mr.  and  Mn.  Riddel,  of  Frian-Caree,  and 
theae  venei  were  eompoeed  in  compliment  to  the  day.] 

I. 
Thi  day  returns,  my  bosom  bums, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet, 
Tho*  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd. 

Ne'er  summer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide. 

And  crosses  o*er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  erowns  and  globes, 

HeaTen  gaTe  me  more— it  made  thee  mine  t 

XI. 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight. 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give. 
While  joys  above  my  mind  can  moye. 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone  I  live. 
When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below. 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part. 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 

It  breaks  my  bliss — ^it  breaks  my  heart. 


LXX. 

MY  LOVE  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  TET. 
Tvne—^Lady  SandiMeoih*i  Red** 

[Theae  veraei  had  their  origin  la  an  olden  ftrain, 
eqnally  lively  and  ton  delicate :  wmie  of  the  old  linee 


keep  their  place :  the  title  is  old.   Both  woida  end 
are  in  the  Moaical  MuMnm.] 

I. 

Mt  love  she*B  but  a  lasme  yei. 

My  love  she's  but  a  lassie  yet, 
We'll  let  her  stand  a  year  or  twa, 

She'll  no  be  half  so  sauey  yet 
I  rue  the  day  t  sought  her,  0 ; 

I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her,  0 ; 
Wha  gets  her  needs  na  say  he's  woo'd. 

But  he  may  say  he's  bought  her,  0 1 

zx. 

Come,  draw  a  drap  o'  the  beet  oH  yet; 

Come,  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet; 
Gae  seek  for  pleasure  where  ye  win, 

But  here  I  never  miss'd  it  yet. 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't ; 

We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't ; 
The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wil^ 

An'  oould  na  preach  for  thinkin'  o't. 


itf 


LXXt. 

JAMIE,    COME    TRY   ME. 
Tune—"  Jamy^  eome  try  m«." 

[Bnrni  in  thete  series  eaoght  np  the  starting  note  of 
an  old  song,  of  which  little  more  than  the  stortisg  words 
deserve  to  be  remembered :  the  words  and  air  are  in  the 
Mosical  Mnsenm.] 

*  CHOBUS, 

Jamie,  oome  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ; 
K  thou  would  win  my  lov^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

I. 

Ir  thofl  should  ask  my  love. 

Could  I  deny  theet 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me. 

II. 

If  thou  should  Idss  me,  love, 

Wha  could  espy  thee  T 
If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 
Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  oome  try  me; 
If  thou  would  win  my  lovtt 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 
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MT  BONNIE  MART. 

Tone—"  OofBteh  to  wu  a^wil  o'  mwm." 

(CoBeOTninf  this  fine  woag,  Barna  in  his  aotai  mji, 
"TU«BiriiOiWBlii*a:  tbefinthalf-itaazaoftheKingia 
oU,  tb«  nrt  is  rnins.**  It  i«  bsiiSTed,  howvrsr,  that  tha 
wholaofthaaony  iafaonhiahami:  la  HoggaadMothar- 
waira  aditloB  of  Biiiiia9  tha  ataitiaf  Itnaa  ara  anppliad 
from  aa  oldaa  atnia:  but  aoma  of  tha  old  straioa  in  thai 
work  ara  to  ba  ragmrdad  with  ioapieioa.] 

z. 

Go  feteh  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine, 

Aft'  lUl  it  in  m  tUnt  tMsie ; 
TkMi  I  mmj  drink,  before  I  go^ 

A  semoe  to  my  bonnie  lassie ; 
Tlie  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith ; 

Fa'  load  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  feny ; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwiok-law, 

And  I  maon  leaTe  my  bonnie  Mary. 

IX. 

The  trompets  seond,  the  banners  fly, 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready; 
The  shoats  o'  war  are  heard  afar. 

The  battle  closes  thick  and  bloody ; 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  ^hore 

Wad  make  me  langer  wish  to  tarry ; 
Nor  shoats  o'  war  that's  heard  afar — 

It's  learing  thee,  my  bonnie  Mary. 


Lxxin. 

THE   LAZY   MIST. 
Tone—'*  Th4  lazy  mui,*' 

[AH  tiiat  Boras  aays  aboot  tha  aathorship  of  Tha  Laz^ 
Mist,  is,  *'  Thia  aoag  is  miaa.*'  Tha  sir,  which  is  bjr  Os- 
wald, togathar  with  tha  words,  is  ia  tha  Mosical  Mass- 
•as.] 

X. 

Tfli  lasy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
Concealing  the  coarse  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  langaid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  ap- 
pear! 
Am  Aatomn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
Tb/B  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown. 
And  an  the  gay  foppery  of  sammer  is  flown : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  mnse. 
How  qaick  Time  is  flying,  how  keen  Fate  por- 
saes! 


XI. 

How  long  haye  I  liVd,  bat  how  maeh  lir'd  ia 

Tainl 
How  little  of  life's  scanty  span  may  remain  I 
What  aspects,  old  Time,  in  his  progress,  has 

worn! 
What  ties  crael  Fate  in  my  bosom  has  torn ! 
How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  oar  sanmiit  ih  gain'd ! 
And  downward,  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'd, 

how  pain'd ! 
Life  is  not  worth  baring  with  all  it  can  pT^~ 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sore  most 

Uto. 


LXZIV. 

THE  CAPTAIN'S  LAPT. 

Tune — "  0  mount  and  go** 

[Part  o(  this  soag  baloags  to  aa  old  maritioia  straia, 
with  tha  saaia  titla :  it  was  eommaaieatad,  aloag  with 
maaj  othar  aoaf  a,  mada  or  amandad  by  Boras,  to  tha 
Masical  Masaoij^] 

OHOBUS. 

0  mount  and  go. 

Mount  and  make  you  ready ; 
0  mount  and  go,  • 

And  be  the  Captain's  Lady. 

I. 

Whbh  the  drums  do  beat. 

And  the  cannons  rattle. 
Thou  shall  sit  in  state. 

And  see  thy  Ioto  in  battle. 

II. 
When  the  yanquish'd  foe 

Sues  for  peace  and  quiet, 
To  the  shades  we'll  go. 
And  in  Ioto  enjoy  it. 
0  mount  and  go, 

Mount  and  make  you  ready ; 
0  mount  and  go. 
And  be  the  Captain's  Lady. 


LXXV. 

OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND  CAN  BLAW 
Tune— *«  JKtM  Admiral  Oordon*§  StroAipeyJ* 

[Banu  wrote  thia  chanaiaff  aoaf  ia  hoaowof  Jaaa  Ar- 
I  IMHT :  haarehly  says  ia  his  aotas,  «  P.  8.  it  was  dariaf 
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the  honey-moon."    Other  venioni  are  abnwd ;  thii  one 
la  from  the  monnv^ripts  of  the  poet.] 

I. 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like  the  west, 
For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives. 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best : 
There  wild- woods  grow,  and  riyerB  row, 

And  mony  a  hill  between ; 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi*  my  Jean. 

II. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair : 
I  hear  her  in  the  tnnefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air : 
There's  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green. 
There's  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings, 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean 

III. 

0  blaw,  ye  westlin  winds,  blaw  saft 

Amang  the  leafy  trees, 
Wr  balmy  gale,  frae  hill  and  dale 
,       Bring  hame  the  laden  bees ; 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me 

That's  aye  sae  neat  and  clean ; 
Ae  smile  o'  her  wad  banish  care, 

Sae  charming  is  my  Jean. 

IV. 

What  sighs  and  tows  amang  the  knowes 

Hae  passed  atween  us  twal 
How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part, 

That  night  she  gaed  awa ! 
The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken, 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 

As  my  sweet  lovely  Jean  1 


LXXVI. 

FIRST  WHEN   MAOGT  WAS   MY 

GARB. 

Tune— '<  Whittle  o'er  the  lave  o'/." 

(The  air  of  this  aong  was  compoeed  by  John  Bitiee,  of 
Dumfries,  ip  leieian :  the  words,  tboi^h  orif  inatiog  la  an 


olden  itrain,  are  wholly  by  Bams,  and  right  bitter 
they  are.    ^e  words  and  air  are  in  the  Hosean.] 

I. 

FiBST  when  Maggy  was  my  care, 
Heaven,  I  thought,  was  in  her  air; 
Now  we're  married — spier  nae  mshs- 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't — 
Meg  was  n^eek,  an4  Meg  was  mild, 
Bonnie  Meg  was  nature's  child ; 
Wiser  men  than  me's  beguil'd— 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't 

II. 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me. 
How  we  love,  and  how.  we  'gree, 
I  care  na  by  how  few  may  see ;  • 

Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o*t. — 
Wha  I  wish  were  maggot's  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding  sheet, 
I  could  write — ^but  Meg  maun  see't«- 

Whistle  o'^r  the  lave  o't 


Lxxvn. 

0  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS   HILL. 

Tune— "Jtfy  love  it  loet  to  me." 

[The  poet  welcomed  with  this  ezqalsite  aong  his  wife 
to  Nithsdale :  the  air  is  one  of  Oswald's.] 

I. 

0,  WXKE  I  on  Parnassus'  hill  1 
Or  had  of  Helicon  my  fill ; 
That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill, 

To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee. 
But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well ; 
My  Muse  maun  be  thy  bonme  sor: 
On  Corsincon  Til  glow'r  and  spell, 

And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

II. 
Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  mjloy  I 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day 
I  coudna  sing,  I  coudna  say. 

How  muohf  how  dear,  I  love  thee.  * 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green. 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  oleaa. 
Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een  — 

By  heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee ! 

III. 
By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame. 
The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame  ; 
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CABE. 
Tune—"  Whittle  o'er  the  ktve  o'V* 

[The  sir  of  this  long  was  eompoMd  by  John  Bitic«|  of 
Domfrim,  d  lueian :  the  words,  though  orifinating  ia  an 


Bj  heaTen  and  earth  I  loxt  thee ! 

ZII. 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 
The  thoughts  o*  thee  my  breast  inflamt 
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Ati'I  nje  I  muM  iDd  sing  thj  nuna — 

I  oal/  life  to  lore  thea. 

Tiiu'  I  irer«  doom'd  to  -wsniler  oa 

Hejond  the  aea,  beyond  the  Eon, 

Till  Uf  last  weary  eand  waa  run ; 

mi  then — and  then  I  love  thee. 


Lxxnn. 

THEBE'S  A  TOTTTH  JS  THIS  CITT. 

Tf  a  Oatlie  Air. 

[''TUa  ■Ji,"ai]ra  Bonii,  "ia  claluud  bj  Kal  Oew, 
nrbo  ea[li  it  ■  Lunnt  for  fall  Bnlbar.  Th«  SnI  half- 
■toDB  of  the  iDBc  11  old :  tlia  nK  ii  miii*."    They  ire 


There'a  m  yonth  io  thi«  ci^, 

It  were  m  great  pity 
That  he  ft-a«  oar  laaaee  ahon'd  wander  vn : 

For  he's  bonnle  an'  braw, 

Weel-tkTDiiT'd  an'  a, 
And  hia  hair  haa  a  natnral  hncUe  an'  a'. 

Hii  coat  ia  the  hue 

Of  his  bonnet  ue  bine ; 
EU  feok  it  ia  white  h  the  new-driTen  enaw ; 

His  hoe*  they  are  blae. 

And  hii  shoon  lijce  the  alae. 
And  hia  dear  nQer  bnoUea  they  datile  ns  a'. 


For  beanty  and  fortune 
The  laddie'a  been  eonrtin' ; 
Weel-featored,  weel-tooher'd,  weel-monnted  an< 

Bat  chiefly  the  eiller, 

That  gars  Iiim  gang  till  her, 
The  penue's  the  jewel  that  beantifiei  a'. 

There'i  Heg  wi'  the  ni^En 

That  fain  wad  a  haen  him ; 
And  Soaie,  whoee  daddy  waa  lurd  o'  the  ha' ; 

There'a  lang-toeher'd  Nanoy 

Haiat  fetten  hia  fancy — 
Bat  the  laddie'a  dear  ed'  he  lo'ea  deareat  of  a' 


LZZIX. 

MT  SEABrS  IK  THE  DIOBLANDS. 


Mx  beart'a  in  the  HigUanda,  D 

My  heart'*  in  the  Highlands  a-ch: 
A-chaaing  the  wild  deer,  and  folic 
My  heart'a  in  the  Highlands  wh( 
Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewf 
The  birth-plaoe  of  Taloor,  the  eoi 
Vhererer  I  wander,  whererer  I : 
The  hills  of  the  HIghlanda  for  v 


Farewell  to  the  n 


mt&ins  higi 


Farewell  to  the  strathi  and  green 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wlld-Ii 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud- 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  m 

here, 
My  heart'a  in  the  Highlands 

Chasing  the  wUd  deer,  and  follow 
Uy  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  whe 


JOHN  ANDEBSt 
Tone — "JvkaAndertm,  a 

{Sooa  BfUr  the  death  oT  Bnni,  tb 
MlauUuiai  of  Btadi  and  Raid,  of  01 
what  was  caUvd  u  improrad  John  Ai 
pen  of  Iha  AynMr*  bard ;  bat,  aava  til 
DOoa  of  (ha  oaw  mattii  looked  lika  hia 
"John  AndanOD,  taj  Jo,  Joho, 


And  T°n  amuK  tliem  a',  Job 
Su  trie  If**  t*P  to  to*, 

Sb*  pn>T«d  to  b*  ue  ]oiini*T 
Jolm  Aadsnon,  mj  Jo,] 


JoHii  Anderson,  my  jo,  John 

Whap  we  were  firat  acqaei 
Tonr  locks  were  like  the  raT 

Tonr  bonnie  brow  was  bre 
Bnt  now  yoor  brow  ia  bold, . 

Yonr  locka  are  like  the  sni 
Bnt  blessings  on  yonr  frosty 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 
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XI. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  Jolm, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither ; 
And  mouy  a  canty  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither : 
Now  we  mann  totter  down,  John, 

But  hand  in  hand  m'U  go ; 
And  Bleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson^  my  Jo. 


LXXXI. 

OUR   THBISSLES    FLOURISHED 
FRESH  AND  FAIR. 

Tone — **  Awa  Whiffs,  awa.** 

[Bnrns  trimmed  up  this  old  Jacobite  ditty  for  the  Mn- 
lenm,  and  added  some  of  the  bittereat  bita :  the  lecond 
and  fourth  veraea  are  wholly  hia.j 

0H0&U8. 

Awa  Whigs,  awa ! 

Awa  Whigs,  awa  I 
Ye're  bat  a  pack  o'  trutor  lonns, 

Te'll  do  nae  good  at  a'. 


OxTS  thrissles  flonrish'd  fresh  and  fair, 
And  bonnie  bloom'd  onr  roses ; 

Bnt  Whigs  came  like  a  frost  in  June, 
And  withered  a*  our  posies. 

II. 

Our  ancient  crown's  fa'n  in  the  dust-^ 
Deil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stoure  o't ; 

And  write  their  names  in  his  black  beuk, 
Wha  gae  the  Whigs  the  power  o't. 

III. 

Our  sad  decay  i&  Church  and  State 

Surpasses  my  descriving : 
The  Whigs  came  o'er  us  for  a  curse, 

And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 

IV. 

Grim  vengeance  lang  ha's  taen  a  nap, 

But  we  may  see  him  wauken ; 
Qude  help  the  day  when  royal  heads 
Are  hunted  like  a  maukin. 
Awa  Whigs,  awa ! 

Awa  Whigs,  awa ! 
Te*re  but  a  pack  o'  traitor  louns. 
Tell  do  nae  gude  at  a'. 


Lxxxn. 

CA'  THE  EWES. 

Tune— «  Ca'  ilu  ewet  to  ik*  kmomttj^ 

[Mbat  of  thia  aweet  paatoral  ia  of  other  daya:  Baiaa 
made  aeveml  emendatioua,  and  added  the  eoneladiiy 
verae.  He  aAerwmrda,  it  will  be  obaerved,  wrote  for 
Thomaon  a  aeeond  Veraion  of  the  anbjeet  and  the  air.] 

0R0BU8. 

Ga'  the  ewes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  heather  grows, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  bumie  rowes, 
My  bonnie  dearie ! 

I. 

As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side. 
There  I  met  my  shepherd  lad. 
He  row'd  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid, 
An'  he  ca*d  me  his  dearie. 

IX. 

Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side, 
And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide, 
Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide  ? 
The  moon  it  shines  fu*  clearly. 

III. 

I  was  bred  up  at  nae  sic  school. 
My  shepherd  lad,  to  play  the  fbol. 
And  a'  the  day  to  sit  in  dool. 
And  naebody  to  see  me. 

IV. 

Te  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet, 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet. 
And  in  my  arms  ye*se  lie  and  sleep. 
And  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 

V. 

If  ye'll  but  stand  to  what  ye*ve  eald, 
Fse  gang  wi'  you,  my  shepherd  lad. 
And  ye  may  rowe  me  in  your  plaidi 
And  I  shall  be  your  dearie. 

VI. 

While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea ; 
While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  see  hie ; 
'Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  blin'  mj  e'e, 
Te  sail  be  my  dearie. 

Ca'  the  ewes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  heather  growft, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  bumie  ¥owes» 
My  bonnie  dearie. 


OF  BOBEBT  BUBNS. 


289 


Lxxxin. 

MEBBT  HAE I  BEEN  TEEXHIN'  A  HECKLE. 

Tone — "  Lord  Br€€tdalboM?»  March,** 

[Fut  of  thia  Mag  ii  old :  Sir  Harrii  Nieolai  Myg  it 
do««  not  appear  to  be  In  the  Maieam:  let  him  look 

I. 

O  lonxT  hfttt  I  been  tocthin'  a  hecUe, 

And  meny  hM  I  been  shapin'  a  spoon; 
O  merry  liae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle, 

And  kiflsin*  mj  Katie  when  a'  waa  done. 
O  a'  the  lang  daj  I  ca'  at  my  hammer, 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing, 
A'  the  laag  night  I  cuddle  my  himmer, 

An*  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king. 

zi. 

Bitter  in  dool  I  Hchit  my  winnins, 

0*  marrying  Bess  to  gie  her  a  slaTe: 
Bleet  be  the  honr  she  oooVd  in  her  linens, 

And  biythe  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  her  graye. 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 

An'  eome  to  my  arms  and  kiss  me  again ! 
Brmkcn  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie  1 

And  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again. 


Lxxxrv. 

THB   BBAE8    0'  BALLOCHMTLE. 

Tone—*'  The  Braet  o'  Balloehmyle,** 

[Karx  Whitefooid,  eldeit  daof  hter  of  Sir  John  White- 
foocd,  was  the  heroine  of  thie  tong :  it  wae  written  whea 
that  aaeievi  famil  y  left  their  ancient  inheritance .  It  i«  in 
tbe  Xaseoii,  with  aa  air  bf  Allan  ICaiterton.] 

I. 

Tta  Cstrine  wooda  were  yellow  seen. 

The  flowers  deeay'd  on  Catrine  lea» 
Nae  layrock  sang  on  hillock  green, 

Bat  natore  sicken'd  on  the  e'e. 
Thro'  faded  groToe  Maria  sang, 

Hertel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while, 
And  ay  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang, 

Fareweel  ihe  Braes  o'  Ballochmyle  f 

II. 

hmw  in  yovr  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers, 
Again  yell  flourish  fresh  and  f i^r ; 

Te  bMles  dumb,  in  with'xing  bowers. 
Again  yell  charm  the  Tocal  air. 


But  here,  alas !  for  me  nae  m^ 
Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile ; 

e 
'Fareweel  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle  1 


LXXXV. 

TO  MABT  IN  HEAVEN. 

Tune  — "Dea/A  of  Captain  Cook.** 

[This  lublime  and  affeetiiy  Ode  wai  oompoeed  by 
0ums  in  one  of  hli  fits  of  melancholj,  on  the  anniTorsary 
of  Highfaind  Mary's  doath.  AU  the  day  bo  had  been 
thoDghtftal,  and  at  eTening  he  went  ont,  threw  himself 
down  by  the  side  of  one  of  his  corn-ricks,  and  with  his 
eyes  fixed  on  **  a  bright,  particular  star,'*  was  fonnd  by 
his  wife,  who  with  difficulty  bronght  him  in  from  the 
chill  midnight  air.  The  song  was  already  composed,  and 
he  had  only  to  commit  it  to  paper.  It  first  appeared  is 
the  Mnsenm.] 

I. 

Thou  ling'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  loT'st  to  greet  the  early  mom. 
Again  thou  usherest  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
0  Mary !  dear  departed  shade  t 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissftil  rest  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  t 

II. 

» 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget. 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove. 
Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  t 
Eternity  cannot  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past,* 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace ; 

Ah  I  litUe  thought  we  'twas  our  last  t 

III. 

Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods,  thiok'niag  gretn ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn,  hoar, 

Twin'd  am'rous  round  the  raptur'd  scene ; 
The  flow'rs  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest, 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray- 
mi  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proclaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

IT. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mem'ry  wakes, 
And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care  I 


Time  but  th'  impresuon  stronger  makeSy 
As  streams  their  ohannels  deeper  irear. 

My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  I  * 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 

Seest  thou  thy  loTer  lowly  laid  f 
Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  t 


LXXXYI. 

EPPIE    ADAIB. 

Tune— «*ifyJ^w." 

["Thifl  song,"  sayi  Sir  Harrii  NIcoIm,  "which  hai 
been  ascriBed  to  Bami  by  eome  of  his  «dltore,  ia  in  the 
Masical*  Maseam  withoat  any  name."  It  la  partly  an 
old  Btmin^eorrected  by  Boms :  he  commnnieated  it  to  the 
Muaeam.] 

I. 

An'  0 1  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie  I 
Wha  wadna  be  happy 

Wi'Eppie  Adair? 
By  loTO,  and  by  beauty, 
By  law,  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to' 

My  Eppie  Adair  I 

XL 

An'  0 1  my  Eppie, 
My  jewel,  my  Eppie ! 
Wha  wadna  be  happy 

Wi'  Eppie  Adair  ? 
A'  pleasure  exile  me, 
IHshonour  defile  me, 
If  e'er  I  beguile  thee, 

My  Eppie  Adair  I 


Lxxxvn. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  SHEBIFF-MUtB. 
Tune — "  Cameranian  Rant,** 

[One  Barclay,  a  diasenting  cleigyman  in  Edinbargh, 
wrote  a  rhyming  dialogue  between  two  matiea,  on  the 
battle  of  Sherlir-mair :  Bnnia  wai  in  nowise  pleaeed  with 
the  way  in  which  the  reverend  rhymer  handled  the 
Highland  clana,  and  wroto  thia  modified  and  improred 
version.] 

X. 

"  0  OAH  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun. 
Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 

Or  were  ye  at  the  Sherra-mulr, 
And  did  the  battle  see,  man  ?" 


I  saw  the  battle,  sur  and  tough. 
And  reekin'  red  ran  mony  a  shengjh. 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gaed  songh  for  songh, 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  duds, 
0'  olans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 
Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man. 

XI. 

The  red-ooat  lads,  wi'  Uaek  cookades, 
To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man; 
They  msh'd  and  push'd,  and  blade  ontguah'd, 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man : 
The  great  Argyll  led  on  his  files, 
I  wat  they  glano'd  for  twenty  miles : 
They  hough'd  the  clans  like  nine-pin  kyles, 
They  hack'd  and  haah'd,  while  broad-swordi 

dash'd. 
And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd,  and  smash'l, 
'Till  fey  men  died  awa,  man. 

XIX. 

But  had  yon  seen  the  philibegs. 

And  skyiin  tartan  trews,  man ; 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  Whigs 

And  Govenant  true  blues,  man ; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  bayonets  opposed  the  targe. 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge, 
Wi'  ffighland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath, 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  Hill,  out  o'  breath, 

They  fled  like  frighted  doos,  man. 

XT. 

«  0  how  d^,  Tarn,  can  that  be  tma? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man; 
I  saw  myself,  they  did  pursue 

The  horsemen  back  to  Forth,  man; 
And  at  Dumblane,  in  my  ain  sight, 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might, 
And  straught  to  Stirling  winged  their  flight ; 
But,  cursed  lot  I  the  gates  were  shut; 
And  mony  a  hunUt,  poor  red-eoat, 

For  fear  amaist  did  swaar^  man !" 

V. 

My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man; 
She  swore  she  saw  some  rebels  ran 

Frae  Perth  unto  Dundee,  man : 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill, 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good-will 
That  day  their  neebors'  blood  to  spill ; 
For  fear,  by  foes,  that  they  should  losa 
Their  cogs  o'  brose— they  soar'd  ai  UofVB. 

And  so  it  goes,  yoa  see,  man. 
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TI. 

They're  lost  some  gaDant  gentiemen, 
Amuig  the  Highland  clans,  man ! 

I  fear  my  Lord  Panmnre  is  slain, 
Or  fallen  in  Whiggish  hands,  mant 

Now  vad  ye  sing  this  doable  fight, 

Borne  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right ; 

And  mony  bade  the  world  gnid-night ; 

Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  mell. 

By  red  claymores,  and  mnskets'  lmell« 

KV  dying  yell,  the  Tories  fell. 
And  Whigs  to  hell  did  flee,  man. 


YOUNG  JOCKST. 

p^Kk  Ike  esMptlOB  of  fbioe  or  four  linti,  thli  soiig, 
Ikovfk  mdtod  ia  the  Momub  u  aa  old  song  with 
■iMitioM,  to  Uw  wofk  of  Brnni.  He  ofton  mwm  to  have 
■it  down  to  aiiMnd  or  modify  old  venei^  and  found  it 
to  sMko  miii  wholly  new.] 

I. 

Touva  Jockey  was  the  blythest  lad 

In  ft*  ovr  town  or  here  awa: 
Fa'  blythe  he  whistled  at  the  gaad. 

Fa*  lightly  danced  he  in  the  ha*. 
He  roosed  my  een,  sae  bonnie  bine, 

He  rooe'd  my  waist  sae  gen^  sma', 
And  ay  mj  heart  came  to  my  mon* 

Ulien  ne^er  ft  body  heard  or  saw. 

zx. 

Mj  Joek^  toils  open  the  plidn, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  snaw ; 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  leak  f^'  fain. 

When  Jockey's  owsen  hameward  ea*. 
An'  ay  the  ni^  comes  roond  agun, 

When  in  his  arms  he  takes  me  a', 
An*  ay  he  tows  hell  be  my  idn, 

Aj  lang's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


O  WILLIB  BBBW'B. 
Tone— '<  BWi  hnm^dapedt  o'  mauL" 

fn*  IB— ■  of  thit  aoog  to  Laggoa,  la  Nithadalo,  a 
whieh  Nlool  bought  hjr  tho  adriee  of  the 
as  eoapoMd  ia  nonofy  of  the  hooM-hoating. 
■oeh  a  Jofou  lueotinf,"  Myi  Bami,  **that 


Maitorton  and  I  agwod,  each  in  oar  own  way,  to  eele- 
tnte  tha  boainew.'*  llie  Willie  who  made  tiM  browit 
waa,  therefore,  William  Nicol ;  the  Allan  who  compooad 
the  air,  Allan  BCaiterton ;  and  he  who  wrote  tiito  choieeit 
of  eonYivial  eongi,  Robert  Barm.] 


0,  Wxllh  breVd  a  peck  o'  maat, 

And  Bob  and  Allan  came  to  see : 
Three  blither  hearts,  that  lee-lang  night 
Te  wad  na  find  in  Christendie. 

We  are  na  foo,  we're  no  that  foo. 
Bat  jast  a  drappie  in  oar  e'e ; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw. 
And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barley  bree. 

XI. 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys. 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow,  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  wc'tc  merry  been. 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be  I 

III. 

It  is  the  moon— I  ken  her  horn. 
That's  blinkin  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 

She  shines  sae4>right  to  wyle  as  hame. 
Bat,  by  my  sooth,  she'll  wait  a  wee  I 

IV. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa', 
A  cackold,  coward  loon  is  he ! 
Wha  last  beside  his  ch^  shall  fa'. 
He  is  the  king  amang  as  three  1 

We  are  na  foa,  we're  no  that  foa. 
Bat  jast  a  dr^pie  in  oar  e'e ; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw. 
And  aye  well  taste  the  barley  bree. 


lii 


zc. 

WHABE  HAB  TE  BBBN. 
Tane-^JTiZKierBnAte." 

[II  Thto  aoiv,*'  laya  Sir  Harrto  Nieolaa, «  to  in  the 
Uaieam  without  Bnms'e  name.**  It  waa  oompoeed  by 
Bomaon  the  battle  of  KliUeeranUe,  and  eent  in  hto  own 
handwriting  to  Johneon :  he  pnta  it  into  the  month  of  a 
Whig.) 

I. 

Whau  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Wfaare  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  OT 
Of  where  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad? 

Cam  ye  by  KilUeerftnkie,  Ot 
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An'  ye  Had  been  whare  I  hae  been, 
Ye  wad  na  been  so  eantie,  0 ; 

An'  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen, 
On  the  braes  o'  Eilliecrankie,  0. 

II. 

I  fought  at  land,  I  fonght  at  sea; 

At  hame  I  fought  my  anntie,  0 ; 
But  I  met  the  Devil  an'  Dundee, 

On  the  braes  o'  Eilliecrankie,  0. 
The  banld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  furr, 

An'  ClaTers  got  a  elankie,  0 ; 
Or  I  had  fed  on  Athole  gled, 

On  the  braes  o'  KiUiecrankie,  0. 


ZCI. 

I  GABD  A  WAEFir  GATE  YESTREEN. 
Air— «  The  blue-eyed  Ian: 


f» 


[Thii  blue^Ttd  Um  wai  Jean  Jeffery,  daughter  to  the 
minuter  of  Lochmaben :  the  waa  than  a  rosy  girl  of 
Mventeen,  with  winning  manners  and  laughing  blue  eyea. 
Bhe  is  now  Mrs.  Renwick,  and  lives  in  New  York.] 


I OAJBB  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  dearlie  rue ; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 

Twa  loTely  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright; 

Her  lips,  like  roses,  wat  wi'  dew. 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lily-white^ 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 

IL 

She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  heart  she  wyl'd; 

She  charm'd  my  soul— I  wist  na  how : 
And  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound. 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 
But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed ; 

She'll  aiblins  listen  to  my  row : 
Should  she  reAise,  111  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonnie  bine. 


xon. 

THE   BANKS   OF   NITH. 
Tune— "iSoMf  donna  Ooraeh." 

[T%e  eonmand  which  the  Comyna  held  on  the  Nlth 
Was  lost  to  the  Douglasses :  the  Nithidale  power,  on  the 
iewnfall  of  that  ptood  name,  was  divided ;  part  went  to 


the  Charteris's  and  the  better  portion  to  the  IbxwvUi: 
the  Johnstones  afterwards  came  m  for  a  shaie,  tad  bow 
the  Scotts  prevail.] 

X. 

Th>  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

Where  royal  cities  stately  stand ; 
But  sweeter  flows  the  Nith,  to  me. 

Where  Comyns  ance  had  high  command: 
When  shall  I  see  that  honour'd  land, 

That  winding  stream  I  love  so  doar! 
Must  wayward  Fortune's  adverse  hand 

For  ever,  ever  keep  me  here  t 

II. 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  firuitfnl  vales. 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  guly  bloom! 
How  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales, 

Where  lambkins  wanton  thro'  the  broom  I 
Tho'  wandering,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  thy  bonnie  banks  and  braes, 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  days  I 


xom. 

MY  HEART  IS  A-BREAEINa,  DEAB  TimE. 

Tune—"  l^nn  OUn," 

[Tam  Glen  is  the  title  of  an  old  Seottiah  aoog,  tad  oltet 
air :  of  the  former  all  that  remains  is  a  portion  of  the 
choma.   Bums  when  he  wrote  it  sent  it  to  the  Mosenm.] 

I. 

Mt  heart  is  a-b^aking,  dear  littie  I 
Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len'. 

To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity. 
But  what  wiU  I  do  wi'  Tam  Glen  ? 

II. 
Fm  thinking  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow, 

In  poortith  I  might  make  a  fen' ; 
What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow. 

If  I  maunna  marry  Tam  Glen  T 

III. 
There's  Lowrie  the  laird  o'  Dumeller, 

**  Gude  day  to  you,  brute  I"  he  oomea  bei 
He  brags  and  he  blaws  o*  his  siller. 

But  when  will  he  dance  like  Tana  Glen  t 

IV. 

My  minnie  does  constantly  dears  ■&«. 

And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men  ; 
They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  me. 

But  wha  can  thin^  so  o'  Tam  Qleia  ? 


V. 


If  J  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  him, 
He'll  gie  me  gold  honder  marks  ten : 

But,  if  it's  ordain*d  I  maun  take  him, 
0  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen? 

▼  I. 
Yestreen  at  the  Valentine's  dealing, 

hlj  heart  to  mj  mou'  gied  a  sten ; 
For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing. 

And  thrice  it  was  written — Tam  Glen. 

VII. 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
Mj  droukit  sark-sleeTe,  as  ye  ken ; 

His  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staukin, 
And  the  yery  grey  breeka  o'  Tam  Glen ! 

VIII. 

CMne  oemnsel,  dear  Tittie  I  don't  tany — 
ril  gie  yon  my  bonnie  black  hen, 

(Sf  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 
The  lad  that  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


xcrv. 

VRAB  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE. 
Air—"  Carron  Side," 

[Bona  MjB,  *H  added  the  foar  lait  Unet,  by  way  of 
pfuig  a  tam  to  the  theme  of  the  poem,  each  aa  it  ia." 
Ae  rest  of  the  mmg  ia  tappoeed  to  be  fiom  the  earae 
naad :  the  lisiM  are  not  to  be  found  ia  earlier  coUectioaa.] 

I* 
Fbas  the  friends  and  land  I  love, 

Driv'n  by  fortune's  felly  spite, 
Frae  my  best  beloVd  I  rove. 

Never  mair  to  taste  delight ; 
Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find. 

Ease  frae  toil,  relief  Arae  care : 
When  remembrance  wracks  the  mind. 

Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 

II. 
Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear, 

Deeert  ilka  blooming  shore, 
TSn  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe. 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore ; 
Tin  Revenge,  wi»  laureU'd  head, 

Bring  our  banish'd  hame  again ; 
And  ilkA  loyal  bonnie  lad 

Cross  the  seas  and  win  his  ain. 


XCV. 

SWEET  CLOSES  THE  EVENING. 
Tune — "  CraigMmrnrwtodJ* 

[Thie  ia  one  of  leTexal  fine  eongi  in  hoaonr  of  Jeaa 
Lortmer,  of  Kemmia-hall,  Kirkmahoe,  who  for  aome 
time  liyed  on  the  banks  of  Craigie-bam,  near  MoflTat.  It 
waa  eompoied  in  aid  of  the  eloquence  of  a  Mr.  OUhipie, 
who  wai  in  love  with  her :  but  it  did  not  preYail,  for 
■he  married  an  officer  of  the  name  of  Whelpdale,  liyed 
with  him  for  a  month  or  ao :  reaaona  axoee  on  both  aidea 
which  rendered  leparation  aeeeeaary;  ehe  then  took  up 
her  reaidenee  ia  Dumfriee,  where  ahe  had  |nany  oppor- 
taniUea  of  leeing  the  poet.    She  U^ed  till  lately.] 

CH0BU8. 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 
And  0,  to  be  lying  beyond  thee ; 

0  sweetly,  soundly,  wed  may  he  sleep 
That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee  1 

« 

I. 

SwBBT  doses  the  evening  on  Graigi^buzn-wood, 
And  blithely  awaukens  the  morrow; 

But  the  pride  of  the  spring  in  the  Craigie-buni- 
wood 
Can  yield  to  me  nothing  but  sorrow. 

II. 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowers, 

1  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nana  for  me, 

While  care  my  heart  is  wrin^g. 

III. 
I  canna  tell,  I  maunna  tell, 

I  darena  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  wUl  break  my  heart, 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

IV. 

I  see  thee  gracefn',  straight,  and  tall, 

I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonnie ; 
But  oh  I  wliat  will  my  torments  be, 

If  thou  reftise  thy  Johnnie  I 

V. 

To  see  thee  in  anither's  arms, 

In  love  to  lie  and  languish, 
'Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  teen, 

My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 

▼  I. 
But,  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine. 
Say,  thou  lo'es  aane  before  at ; 
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And  %*  my  days  o'  life  to  oome 
ni  gratefully  adore  thee. 

Beyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 

And  0,  to  be  lying  beyond  thee ; 
0  sweetly,  soundly,  weel  may  he  sleep 
That's  lud  in  the  bed  beyond  thee ! 


XCVI. 

COCK  UP  YOUB  BSAYBB. 
Xnns— "  Cock  up  your  beaver" 

["  Printed,"  nya  Sir  Harrii  Nieolai,  "  in  the  Masical 
Mnatnm,  bat  not  with  Barm*!  name."  It  ia  an  old  aouf , 
•lend  oat  nod  unnndnd  by  the  poet :  all  the  laat  Tene, 
WKre  the  Intt  line,  ii  hie;  eeveral  of  the  linee  too  of  the 
ftntTeree,  have  felt  his  ajnending  hand:  he  communi- 
eated  it  to  the  Mneeua.] 

Whsk  first  my  brare  Johnnie  lad 

Came  to  this  town. 
He  had  a  blue  bonnet 

That  wanted  the  crown ; 
Bat  now  he  has  gotten 

A  hat  and  a  feather,— 
Hey,  brare  Johnnie  lad. 

Cock  np  yonr  beaTer  t 

II. 

Cock  np  yonr  beayer. 

And  cock  it  fa'  sprash, 
We*U  over  the  border 

And  gie  them  a  brash ; 
There's  somebody  there 

We'U  teach  better  behavioar — 
Hey,  braye  Johnnie  lad. 

Cook  np  yonr  beayer  I 


xcvn. 

MEIKLB    THINKS    MT    LUVE. 
Tone— "  Jfy  toehef'e  thejewel," 

[Theee  yenee  were  written  by  Banu  for  the  Maeeam, 
to  an  air  by  Oswald :  bat  he  wiehed  them  to  be  rang  to 
a  tone  called  « Lord  Eleho'e  favoorite,**  of  which  he 
wan  an  admirer.] 

X. 

0  KiiKUi  thinks  my  laye  o'  my  beanty, 
And  meikle  thinks  my  laye  o'  my  kin ; 

Bat  little  thinks  my  luye  I  ken  brawUe 
14y  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  hi 


It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  noarish  the  tree ; 

It's  a*  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee ; 
My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  laye  wi'  the  siller, 

He  canna  hae  laye  to  spare  for  me. 

IX. 

Toar  proffer  o'  laye's  an  airl-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  bay ; 
Bat  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cannin', 

Sae  ye  wi'  anither  yoor  forione  naon  try. 
Te're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Te're  like  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  tree; 
Ye'U  slip  firae  me  like  a  knotlesa  thread. 

And  ye'U  crack  yoor  credit  wi*  mas  nor  ae. 


XOVIU. 

GANE  IS  THE  BAT. 
Tone—"  Oudewi/e  cawU  the  latcmJ* 

(The  air  aa  well  aa  words  of  this  mxog  were  fsmidbed 
to  the  Mosenm  by  Boms.  "  The  choros,*'  he  says,  **  is 
part  of  aa  old  aong."] 

I. 

Gavb  is  the  day,  and  mirk's  the  night, 
Bat  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  faa't  o'  light. 
For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon. 
And  blade-red  yrine's  the  rising  son. 
Then  gadewif e  coant  the  lawin. 

The  lawin,  the  lawin ;  % 

Then  gadewife  coant  the  lawin« 
And  bring  a  coggie  mair  I 

IX. 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen. 
And  simple  folk  maon  fight  and  fen ; 
Bat  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord. 
For  ilka  man  that's  dmnk's  a  lord. 

XXX. 

My  coggie  is  a  balypool, 
That  heals  the  woonds  o'  care  and  dool ; 
And  pleasnre  is  a  wanton  treat, 
An'  ye  drink  bat  deep  ye'U  find  him  ouL 
Then  gadewife  oonnt  the  lawin ; 

The  lawin,  the  lawin. 
Then  gadewife  coant  the  lawin, 
And  bring  a  coggie  mair  3 


OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 


Stf 


XCIX. 

THEBB'LL  NETEB  BB  PEACE. 
ToB^— "  There  are  few  gude  fdUnM  when  WUU^e 


ova.*' 

(TlM  bftrd  WM  in  one  of  hit  Jacobitieal  moodg  when 
k»  wrot*  this  lonf .  Th*  air  ii  a  w»U  known  one,  eeUed 
<«  nefe*e  §im  ffvda  foUowi  when  Willie's  awa."  fiat 
of  the  old  words  none,  it  is  sapposed,  are  presenred.] 


Bt  yon  eutle  wa',  at  the  dose  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  eing^  though  his  head  it  was 

And  as  he  was  dnpng  the  tears  down  came, 
ThereHl  neyer  be  peaoe  till  Jamie  oomes  hame. 
The  ehoreh  is  in  rains,  the  state  is  in  jars ; 
Dsliirions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars ; 
We  darena  weel  say't,  though  we  ken  wha's  to 

Uame, 
Therell  neyer  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame ! 

II. 
Hy  leren  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword. 
And  now  I  greet  ronnd  their  green  beds  in  the 

yerd. 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  of  my  faithf^'  anld 


Therell  neyer  be  peace  tin  Jamie  comes  hame. 
Now  life  is  a  burthen  that  bows  me  down. 
Since  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown ; 
But  tiB  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the 


ThcreH  neyer  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame  1 


c. 

BOW  CAN  I  BE  BLTTHE  AND  GLADt 
Tone — **Th*  honnie  lad  thafe  far  awa." 

[This  lanentatlon  was  written,  it  la  said,  in  allaiion 
to  the  Bulhiinss  of  Jean  Annonr,  when  her  eorrespond- 
eaee  with  Buns  was  discoyered  by  her  family.] 

I. 

0  BOW  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad. 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw, 

When  the  bonnie  lad  that  I  lo*e  best 
Is  o*er  the  hills  and  far  awa  ? 

When  the  bonnie  lad  that  X  lo'e  best 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa. 

II. 
It*!  no  the  frosty  winter  wind^ 
It*a  no  the  drifing  drift  and  niaw; 


But  af  the  tear  comes  in  my  e*e^ 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

But  ay  the  tear  comes  in  my  e'e, 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa. 

XIL 

My  father  pat  me  frae  his  door, 
My  friends  they  hae  diaown'd  me  m% 

But  I  hae  ane  will  tak'  my  part^ 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  far  awa. 

But  I  hae  ane  will  tak'  my  part. 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  far  awa^ 

XV. 

A  pair  o'  gloyes  he  gae  to  me, 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  twa ; 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake^ 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  far  awa. 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake. 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  far  awa. 

T. 

0  weary  Winter  soon  wiU  pass* 
And  spring  will  deed  the  birken  ahaw ; 

And  my  young  babie  will  be  boea, 
And  he'll  be  hame  that's  Ux  awa. 

And  my  young  baUe  will  be  bora. 
And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa.  * 


a. 

I  BO  CONFESS  THOU  ABT  SAB  FAIB. 
Tune — **Ido  eoi\fe9i  thou  art  eaefinrJ* 

[(( I  do  think,*'  says  Bnms,  in  allnsion  to  this  nag, 
*<  that  I  haye  impioyed  the  simplietty  of  the  eentJmente 
by  giying  them  a  Scottish  dress."  The  odginal  aoag  Is 
of  great  elegance  and  beanty :  It  was  writtea  by  Sir 
Robert  Aytooa,  secretary  to  Anne  of  Denmaik,  Qmeea 
of  James  I.] 

1. 

I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair, 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  loye, 
Had  I  na  found  the  slightest  prayer 

That  lips  could  speak  thy  heart  oould  mura. 
I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  but  find 

Thou  art  sae  thriftless  o'  thy  sweetti 
Thy  fayours  are  the  silly  wind. 

That  kisses  ilka  thing  it  meets. 

XI. 

See  fonder  rose-bud,  rich  in  dew, 
Amang  its  natiye  briers  sae  coy ;  ^ 


I 
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How  Bone  it  tines  Ut  scent  and  liae 
When  pou'd  and  worn  a  common  toy ! 

Sic  fate,  ere  lang,  sliall  thee  betide, 
Tho'  thou  may  gaily  bloom  awhile ; 

Tet  sone  then  thali  be  thrown  aude 
Like  ony  common  weed  and  tUc. 


on. 

TON  WILD  M0S87  MOUNTAINS. 
Tone—*'  Ton  wQd  mouy  mountamt,^* 

[«  This  Km;  allndei  to  a  part  of  nqr  priTBte  hiitorfi 
which  it  ii  of  no  eoniaqneneo  to  tho  world  to  know." 
Theie  uo  the wordi  of  Barm:  ho  Mat  tho  aoag  to  the 
Bfadeal  MnMom;  the  heroioe  ie  rappoMd  to  be. the 
"  Naaoie,"  \dio  dwelt  near  the  Lagar.] 


Tov  wild  mofl^  monntains  sae  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nnrae  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o'  the 

Clyde, 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coreys  thro'  the 

heather  to  feed. 
And  the  shepherd  tents  his  dock  as  he  pipes  on 
his  reed. 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coTcys  thro'  the 

heather  to  feed. 
And  the  shepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes 
on  his  reed. 

zi. 

Not  Oowrie's  rich  vall^,  nor  Perth's  sunny 

shores. 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mossy 

moors; 
For  there,  by  a  lanely  and  sequester'd  stream, 
Beddes  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my 
dream. 
For  there,  by  a  lanely  and  sequesterM  stream. 
Besides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my 
dream. 

XIX. 

Amang  thae  wild  mountidns  shall  still  be  my 

path. 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  narrow 

strath; 
For  there,  wi'  my  lasrie,  the  day  lang  I  rore, 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  flee  the  swift  hours  o' 
lore. 
For  there  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove, 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  flee  the  swift  hours  o' 

lOTC. 


XY. 

She  is  not  the  ftdrest,  altho'  she  is  fair; 
0'  nice  educaUon  but  sma'  is  her  share ; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'ei  me. 

Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  oan  be; 

But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'a 
me. 

T. 

To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  § 

prise. 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  ind 

sighs  t 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  polish'd  her 

darts. 
They  dassle  our  een  as  they  flee  to  our  hesris. 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  poUsh'd 

her  darts, 
They  daule  our  een,  as  they  flee  to  oor 
hearts. 

m 
VI. 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond  spark- 

ling  e*e. 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me : 
And  the  heart  beating  lore  as  Fm  clasp'd  in 

her  arms, 
0,  these  are  my  lassie's  all-conquering  charms! 
And  the  heart  beating  lore  as  I'm  clasp'd  in 

her  arms, . 
0,    these    are   my  lassie's    all-conquering 
charms! 


cm. 

IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONNIB  FACE. 

Tune— «l%s  Mni^M  Ctm^pHamU'* 

[Bnnu  foand  this  eong  in  Eq^ieh  attire,  bestowed  e 
Scottish  dren  vpon  it,  and  pobliilied  it  ia  the  Itoaeoin, 
tof ether  with  the  air  hf  Oewald,  wfaioh  ia  one  of  hli 
best.) 

X. 

It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonnie  fkce. 

Nor  shape  that  I  admire, 
Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  graco 

Might  weel  awake  desire. 
Something  in  ilka  part  o'  thee, 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find; 
Bat  dear  as  is  thy  form  to  me, 

StiU  dearer  is  thy  mind.  j 
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IX. 

Na«  mab  uagen'roua  vish  X  hae, 

Nor  stronger  in  my  breast, 
Ttian*  if  I  eanna  mak  thee  lae. 

At  least  to  see  thee  blest 
Content  am  I,  if  heaTon  shall  |^Te 

Bat  happiness  to  thee : 
And  as  wi'  thee  Vd  wish  to  live, 

For  thee  Td  bear  to  die. 


ill. 

Lanely  nights  come  on, 
A'  the  house  are  sleeping, 

I  think  on  my  bonnie  lad. 
An'  I  blear  my  een  wi'  greetSn' ' 
Ay  wankin,  &e. 


crv. 

WHEN  I  THINK  ON  THE  HAPPT  DATS. 

(Th«M  TtTM*  "WW  ia  latter  yean  expaBdad  by  Bima 
I  aoag,  for  tha  eoUaeUon  of  Thoraaon :  tba  aong  will 
ba  fonad  ia  ita  plaee :  tiia  Tariationa  are  worthy  of  pre- 


J 


I. 


WHSitol  think  on  the  happy  days 
I  spent  wi'  yon,  my  dearie ; 

And  now  what  lands  between  ns  lie, 
How  can  I  be  bat  eerie  I 


II. 


How  slow  ye  more,  ye  heaty  hoars, 
As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  I 

It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie* 


CV. 

WHAN  I  SLEEP  I  DREAM. 

[lUa  pfMeate  another  veraion  of  aong  LXV.   Varia* 
are  to  a  poet  what  chaof  ei  are  in  the  thooghta  of  a 
V  and  apeak  of  fectility  of  eentiineat  in  both.] 

X. 

Waas  I  sleep  I  dream. 

Whan  I  waak  Pm  eerie, 
Bleep  I  canna  get, 

For  thinkin'  o'  my  dearie. 

II. 

Lan«Iy  night  comes  on, 

A'  the  boose  are  sleeping, 
I  think  on  the  bonnie  lad 
That  has  my  heart  a  keeping. 

Ay  wankin  0,  wankin  ay  and  wearie. 
Sleep  I  canna  get,  for  thinkin'  o'  my 
dearie. 


OVI. 

I  MUBDEB  HATE. 

[These  versei  are  to  be  found  in  a  volone  which  nay 
be  alladed  to  without  being  named,  in  which  many  of 
Bams'i  straina,  aome  looser  than  these,  are  to  be  found.] 

I. 

I  MTTBDiB  hate  by  field  or  flood, 
Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  as :    < 

In  wars  at  hame  Pll  spend  my  blood, 
life-fflring  wars  of  Venns. 

II.  * 

The  deities  that  I  adore 

Are  social  Peace  and  Plenty, 
Pm  better  pleas'd  to  make  ene  more. 

Than  be  the  death  of  twenty. 


ovn. 

0  GUDE  ALB  GOMES. 

[These  verses  are  in  the  Moaeam :  the  first  two  ar 
old,  the  coaelndiqg  one  is  by  Boms.] 

I. 

0  ouni  ale  comes,  and  gade  ale  goes, 
Gade  ale  gars  me  sell  my  hose. 

Sell  my  hose,  and  pawn  my  shoon, 
Gade  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 

II. 

1  had  sax  owsen  in  a  pleagh. 
They  drew  a'  weel  enengh, 

I  seU'd  them  a'  jost  ane  by  ane ; 
Gade  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 

III. 

Gade  ale  haads  me  bare  and  bosy. 
Gars  me  moop  wi'  the  serrant  hissie, 
Stand  i'  the  stool  when  I  hae  done» 
Gade  ale  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 
0  gade  ale  comes,  &c. 
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ovm. 

BOBIN  SHUBE  IN  HAIBST. 

[This  if  u  old  ehAQ&t,  ont  of  which  Bnnii  braihatf 
■om«  looM  «zpra«ioiii|  add^d  the  third  and  fourth 
venet,  and  MBt  it  to  tha  Mnietua.] 

X. 

BoBix  shore  in  haint, 

I  shure  wi'  him, 
IPient  a  heuk  had  I, 

Tet  I  Btaok  by  him. 

XI. 

I  gaed  vp  to  Dunie, 

To  varp  a  vab  o'  plaiden, 
At  his  daddie's  yett, 

Wha  met  me  but  Bobia. 

XXI. 

Was  xia  Bobin  bauld, 

The'  I  was  a  cotter, 
Play'd  me  sio  a  trick, 

And  me  the  eUer's  dochter  ? 
Bobin  shure  in  hairst,  &c. 

XT. 

Bobin  promis'd  me 

A*  my  winter  Tittle ; 
lient  haet  he  had  but  three 

Goose  feathers  and  a  whittle. 
Bobin  shure  in  hurst,  &c. 


XXX.' 


Wr  linked  hands,  we  took  the  st&ds 
A-down  yon  wind&g  xiTCr ; 

And,  oh  I  that  hour  and  broonj  t^ower, 
GanlforgetitererT 


CIX. 


BONNIE   PEG. 


[▲  fourth  veraa  makes  tha  moon  a  witnaia  to  tha  an- 
iaazmanta  of  thaaa  lo7ara;  bat  tha^  planat  saai  mora  in- 
diaoraat  mattara  than  it  ii  right  to  daaeriba.J 


X. 


As  I  came  in  by  our  gate  end. 
As  day  was  wazin'  weary, 

0  wha  came  tripping  down  the  street, 
But  Bonnie  Peg  my  dearie ! 


IX. 


Her  dr  sae  sweet,  and  shape  complete, 
Wi*  nae  proportion  wanting ; 

The  Queen  of  Loto  did  never  move 
Wi'  motion  mair  enchanting. 


OX. 

GUDEEN  TO  TOU,  KIMMEB. 

[Thia  aong  in  othar  daja  waa  a  controraraial  om,  aad 
containad  aomo  aareaatie  alluaiona  to  Mother  Bona  tad 
har  brood  of  aavan  aaerameata,  five  of  whom  wara  Ul6. 
gitimata.  Bama  changed  thamaaaing,  and  piibli^a4  hit 
altered  Toraion  in  tha  Moaanm.] 

X. 

Gunnxr  to  you,  Kimmer, 

And  how  do  ye  do  ?  ^ 

Hiccup,  quo'  Kimmer, 
The  better  that  I'm  fou. 
We're  a'  noddin,  nid  nid  noddin, 
We're  a'  noddin,  at  our  house  at  hamo. 

XI. 

Kate  sits  i*  the  neuk» 

Buppin  hen  broo ; 
PeiltakKate 

An'  she  be  na  noddin  too ! 
We're  a'  noddin,  &c. 

IIX. 

How's  a'  wi'  you,  Kimmer, 

And  how  do  ye  fare  ? 
A  pint  o'  the  best  o't. 

And  twa  pints  mair. 
We're  a'  noddin,  &o. 

XV. 

How's  a'  wi'  you,  Kimmer, 

And  how  do  ye  thriTC ; 
How  many  bairns  hae  ye  ! 

Quo'  Kbnmer,  I  hae  Atc. 
We're  a'  noddin,  &c. 

V. 

Are  they  a'  Johnie's  ! 

Eh  I  atweelno: 
Twa  o'  them  were  gotten 

When  Johnie  was  awa. 
We're  a  noddin,  &c. 
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▼r. 
Cats  Uk«  milk. 

And  dogs  like  broo ; 
Lads  like  lasses  weel. 
And  lasses  lads  too. 
We're  a*  noddin,  &e. 


oxr. 

AH,  GHLORIS,  SINCE  IT  ICAT  NA  BE. 
Tiine^«  Jfiyor  Graham," 

(Sir  Buiis  Nieolu  foand  th«M  Ubm  ob  CUorii  unony 
Ik*  papen  of  Boraa,  tad  priated  thorn  in  bii  late  edition 
of  tho  poot'a  works.] 

I. 
Ah,  Chloris,  sinee  it  may  na  be» 

Tliat  then  of  Ioto  wilt  hear ; 
If  from  the  lover  thou  mann  flee, 

Yet  tot  the  £nend  be  dear. 

• 

XI. 

Altho'  I  loTe  my  Chloris  mair 
Than  erer  tongne  conld  tell ; 

Kj  pasrion  I  wUl  ne'er  deolare, 
ni  saj,  I  wish  thee  well. 

^11. 

Tho*  a*  my  daily  care  thou  art, 

And  a'  my  nighUy  dream, 
VU  hide  the  struggle  in  my  heart, 

And  say  it  is  esteem. 


oxn. 

0  SAW  TBMT  DEABIE. 

Tune— '« JS^  Itaenab.** 

[••Piibilibod  in  the  M aiaoai,*>  mjt  Sir  Harrii  Nleolfti, 
"wUhoataflyaaino."  Barm  eorreetod  ■ome  linoii  in  the 
oU  Hag,  wkieh  had  moro  wit,  ho  Mid,  thaa  doeeao^i 
wad  added  o^n,  aad  Mat  hii  amondad  Tonlon  to  lohn- 
Ma.] 

I. 
O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  T 
0  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kissin'  the  laird. 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Bab. 
O  coene  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  1 
O  eone  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  BTNab ! 
Whale'er  thou  hast  done,  be  it  late,  be  it  soon, 
Ihoit't  veleome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Bab. 


II. 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  T 
She  lets  thee  to  wit,  that  she  has  thee  forgot, 
And  for  CTer  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 
0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  I 
0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  1 
As  lif^t  as  the  dr,  and  f ause  as  thou's  fhir, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  idn  Jock  Bab* 


oxm. 

WBA  IS  THAT  AT  M7  BOWEB-DOOB. 

Tune — "  Lai$  anicomt  mar  tk$e," 

[Tho  **  Auld  man  aad  tha  Widow,"  ia  Ranuaj'a  col- 
lection if  said,  by  Gilbert  Boraa,  to  have  raggettod  thii 
MBg  to  hia  brother :  it  fint  appearad  ia  the  Moaanm.] 

I. 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower-door  ? 

0,  wha  is  it  but  Findlay  t 
Then  gae  your  gate,  ye'se  nae  be  here  I— 

Indeed,  maun  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
What  mak  ye  sae  like  a  thief  7 

0  come  and  see,  quo'  Findlay ; 
Before  the  mom  ye'U  work  mischief; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 

II. 

Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in  t 

Let  me  in,  quo'  I^dlay ; 
Tell  keep  me  waukin  wi'  your  din ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
In  my  bower  if  you  should  stay  ? 

Let  me  stay,  quo'  Findlay ; 
I  fear  ye'Il  bide  till  break  o'  day ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 

III. 

Here  this  night  if  ye  remain ; — 

ril  remain,  quo'  Findlay ; 
I  dread  ye'U  learn  the  gate  again ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
What  may  pass  within  this  bower,— 

Let  it  pass,  quo'  Findlay ; 
Ye  maun  conceal  Ull  your  last  hour ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay ! 


m0^ 
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cxrv. 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG  LASSIE. 
Tone — "What  eon  a  young  latne  do  irt*  an  auld 


t$ 


man, 

[In  fhe  old  ttnioi  which  partly  ng^Mted  thii  tong,  the 
heroin*  threatens  only  to  adorn  her  hoeband'a  browi: 
finms  propoiea  a  ayetemof  domestic  annoyance  to  break 
Aia  heart.] 

I. 

What  can  a  young  I&ssie,  what  sliall  a  young 
lassie, 

What  can  a  young  lassie  do  iri*  an  auld  man  T 
Bad  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  mimde 

To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian'  I 
Bad  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minnie 

To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian'  1 

XI. 

He's  always  oompleenin'  frae  momin'  to  e'enin', 
He  hosts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  lang ; 

He's  doyrt  and  he's  dozin',  his  blnid  it  is  frozen, 
0,  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  craxy  auld  man  I 

He's  doyVt  and  he's  doxin',  his  bluid  it  is  frozen, 
0,  dreary's  the  night  wl'  a  crazy  auld  man ! 

HI. 

He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he 
cankers, 

I  nerer  can  please  him,  do  a'  that  I  can ; 
He's  peeyish  and  Jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellows : 

0,  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man ! 
He's  pecTish  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellows : 

0,  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man ! 

IV. 

» 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  takes  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeayour  to  follow  her  plan ; 
m  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart- 
break him. 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  anew 
pan.  * 

m  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart- 
break him, 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new 
pan. 


OXV. 

THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING. 

Tune—"  Sonnis  wm  thing,** 

[«  Compoied,**  eayi  the  poet, "  on  my  Uttle  idol,  tto 
charming,  lovely  Davies.^J 

I. 
BoHioa  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 

LoTely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine^ 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 

Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine. 
Wishftilly  I  look  and  languish 

In  that  bonnie  face  o'  thine ; 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish. 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

XI. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  lore,  and  beauty 

In  ae  constellation  shine ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine ! 
Bonnie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 

LoTely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  nune^ 
I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 

Lest  my  Jewel  I  should  tine  t 


CXVIk 

THE   TITHER  MO&K. 

To  a  BigKUmd  Air, 

[(( The  tnne  of  this  aong,*'  saya  Boma,  « ia  ori^laany 
from  the  Hlg hlanda.  I  have  heard  a  Gaelic  mtmg  to  it, 
which  waa  not  by  any  means  a  lady's  aoog.**  <«  tt  oe> 
cars,'*  saya  Sir  Harris  Nicolas, "  in  the  Moseom,  without 
the  name  of  Bums.*'  It  was  aent  in  the  poet'a  own  hand- 
writing to  Johnaon,  and  is  believed  to  be  his  coopoaitioa.] 

I. 

Thi  tither  mom. 

When  I  forlorn, 
Aneath  an  oak  sat  moaning, 

I  did  na  trow 

I'd  see  my  Jo, 
Beside  me,  gain  the  gloaming. 

But  he  sae  trig. 

Lap  o'er  the  rig, 
And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me, 

When  I,  what  reck, 

Bid  least  ezpec'. 
To  see  my  lad  so  near  me. 
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ii; 

Hi8  bonnet  he, 

A  thought  igee, 
Coek'd  sprosh  when  first  he  olup'd  me ; 

And  ly  I  wat, 

Wi'  f ainness  grat, 
IfhUe  in  his  grips  he  press'd  me* 

]>ttltak'theirtrl 

I  late  and  ur 
Ilae  idah'd  einoe  Jook  departed ; 

Bot  now  as  glad 

rm  wi'  my  lad, 
A3  short  syne  broken-hearted. 

II. 

Fa'  aft  at  e'en 

Wi'  dancing  keen, 
When  a'  were  blythe  and  merry, 

I  ear'd  na  by, 

SaesadwasI 
In  absence  o'  my  dearie. 

Bat  praise  be  blest, 

Hy  mind's  at  rest, 
Fm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny: 

At  kirk  and  fair, 

Tse  ay  be  there. 
And  be  as  canty's  ony, 


cxvn. 

AS  f01Xl>  KISS. 
Tone—"  B^ry  DaWt  Pori.^* 


[BeU«Tttd  toraUte  to  the  poet's  parting  with  Ciariade. 
"  These  ezqaieitelf  aflectinf  ■teime,**  my  Scott, «  eoa- 
luB  the  eseeoee  of  a  thooaaad  love-talei.'*  Thej  are  in 
fkeMnseoiB.] 

I. 

Am  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  serer ; 
Ae  fareweel,  and  then  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrong  tears  I'll  pledge  thee, 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 
Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieres  him 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leares  him  T 
Me,  nae  cheerfa'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Dark  despair  aronnd  benights  me. 

II. 

ni  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Kaething  could  resist  my  Nancy ; 
Bat  to  see  her,  was  to  loTe  her ; 
Lore  bnt  her,  and  lore  for  CTcr. — 


Had  we  neter  loVd  sae  kindly, 
Had  we  nerer  loVd  sae  blindly, 
NcTor  met— or  nerer  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken  hearted. 

III. 

Fare  thee  weel,  thou  first  and  fairest! 
Fare  thee  weel,  thou  best  and  dearest  I 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure. 
Peace,  eigoyment,  lore,  and  pleasure  1 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  scTcr; 
Ae  farewell,  alas  I  for  CTcr  I 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee. 
Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee  I 


0X1^^. 

LOVELY  DAYIES. 

Tune--<<Jf»rtiruir." 

[Written  for  the  Maieam,  in  hononr  of  the  witty,  the 
handeooM,  the  lorelfi  and  nnfortnnate  Mias  Dariet.] 

I. 

0  HOW  shall  I,  unskilftt',  try 

The  poet's  occupation, 
The  tunefu'  powers,  in  happy  hours, 

That  whispers  inspiration  ? 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  elTort  mair. 

Than  aught  they  oyer  gare  us. 
Or  they  rehearse,  in  equal  Terse, 

The  charms  o'  loTcly  Daries. 
Each  eye  it  cheers,  when  she  appears. 

Like  Phoebus  in  the  morning, 
When  past  the  shower,  and  ev'ry  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning. 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore. 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is ; 
Sae  droops  our  heart  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  charming  loTely  Daries. 

II. 

Her  smile's  a  gift,  frae  'boon  the  lift. 

That  maks  us  mair  than  princes ; 
A  scepter'd  hand,  a  king's  command. 

Is  in  her  darting  glances : 
The  man  in  arms,  'gainst  female  charms, 

Etcu  he  her  willing  slaye  is ; 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Daries. 
My  muse  to  dream  of  such  a  theme, 

Her  feeble  pow'rs  surrender : 
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The  eagle's  gsse  alone  Borreys 
The  son's  mertdian  splendour: 

I  wad  in  Tain  essay  the  strain, 
The  deed  too  daring  brare  is ! 

ru  drap  the  lyre,  and  mute  admire 
The  charms  o'  lovely  Pavies. 


THE  WBABY  FUND  C  TOW- 

Tiu»— "  Tkt  wmry  P^md  o'  SVw." 

[«Thii  Mnv,'*  Myi  Sir  Harrii  Niedu,  « li  in  the 
Mnncal  MaMuin ;  bat  it  U  iiotattribat«d  to  Bonw.  Mr. 
Allan  Ciuiiiiif ham  doea  not  itata  npon  what  aathority  he 
has  anignad  it  to  Barm."  The  eritieal  knight  night 
have,  if  ha  had  plaaaed,  stated  limilar  objection*  to  nynj 
■oi^e  which  he  took  without  eornple  from  mj  edition, 
where  they  were  claimed  i9r  Bams,  for  the  ftnt  time, 
and  on  good  aothoritj.  I,  however,  aa  it  happena,  did 
not  claim  the  song  wholly  for  the  poet:  I  said  "the 
Idea  of  the  aoag  if  old,  and  perluwa  eome  of  the  words.** 
It  waa  eent  by  Bama  to  the  Maae  An,  and  in  hia  own  hand- 
writing.] 

Thb  weary  pund,  the  weary  pnnd, 

The  weary  ptind  o'  tow: 
I  think  my  wife  will  end  her  lifb 

Before  she  spin  her  tow. 
I  bought  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint 

As  gnde  as  e'er  did  grow ; 
And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that, 

Is  ae  poor  pond  o'  tow. 

XI. 

There  sat  a  bottle  in  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  low. 
And  ay  she  took  the  tither  souk. 

To  dronk  the  stowrie  tow. 

III. 
Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 

Gae  spin  yonr  tap  o'  tow ! 
She  took  the  rook,  and  wi'  a  knock 

She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 

IV. 

At  last  her  feet — ^I  sang  to  see't — 
Gaed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe ; 
And  or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
ru  wallop  in  a  tow. 

The  weary  pund,  the  weary  pnnd. 

The  weary  pnnd  o'  tow ! 
I  think  my  w2fe  will  end  her  life 
Before  she  spin  her  tow. 


NAEB0D7. 

Tune—"  NoAcdyJ* 

[Bama  had  built  hia  honae  at  EUlaland,  eowed  bii  ftnt 
crop,  the  woman  he  loved  waa  at  hia  aide,  and  hope  wu 
Ugh;  no  wonder  that  he  indulged  in  this  indepfadaar 
■tnia.] 

I. 

I  BAi  »  wife  o'  my  aln— 

m  partake  iri'  B«Mbo4y; 
ril  tak  cnokdld  frae  nane^ 

ru  gie  oaokold  to  naebo^y. 
I  hae  a  penny  to  spend. 

There— thanks  to  naebody ; 
I  hae  naething  to  lend, 

ru  borrow  firae  naebo^. 

XI. 

I  am  naebody's  lord — 

I'U  be  aUre  to  naebody ; 
I  hae  a  gnid  braid  sword, 

rU  tak  donts  frae  naebody. 
I'U  be  merry  and  free, 

ru  be  sad  for  naebody ; 
Naebody  cares  for  me, 

ru  care  for  naebody. 


OXXI. 

0,  FOB  ANE-AND-TW^NTT,  TAU! 
Tnne— «  Th€  Maudiewo/tV 

[In  hia  memoranda  on  tbia  aong  in  the  Mnaenm,  Bona 
aaya  aimply, "  Thia  aong  ia  mine.**  The  air  for  a  ceataiy 
before  had  to  bear  the  burthen  of  Tery  ordinary  words.] 

OHOnus. 

An  0,  for  ane-and-twenty,  Tam, 
An*  hey,  sweet  ane-and-twenfly,  TasD^ 

EU  learn  my  kin  a  rattUn'  sang. 
An  I  saw  ane-and-twenty,  Tan. 

I. 
Text  snool  me  sair,  and  hand  me  down. 

And  gar  me  look  like  blontie,  Tam ! 
Bat  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roua*— - 

And  then  comes  ane-and-twenty,  Tam. 

'I* 
A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  claot  o'  gear, 

Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam ; 
At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier. 

An  I  saw  ane-and-twentyy  Tam. 
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III. 

Tbeyni  hae  me  wed  %  wealfliy  coof; 

Tho'  I  mjaeV  hM  plen^»  Tom ; 
Bat  hear'st  thou,  laddie— there's  my  loof— 
rm  thine  st  ane^and-twenty,  Tarn. 
An  Oy  for  ane-and-twenty,  Tarn  I 

As  hey,  sweet  ane-and-twen^,  Tarn  I 
ru  learn  my  kin  a  rattUn'  sang, 
An  I  saw  ane-and-twen^,  Tarn. 


O  KENHUBFS  ON  AND  AWA. 
Tone—**  O  Kmmur^i  an  and  awa,  WtOie/* 


[Tte  meoad  tad  tUid,  aad  eonelodiaf  venei  of  tbii 
Jacobite  fltnia,  wen  writton  by  Bunt :  the  whole  wu 
mat  la  hU  own  haadwriftiaf  to  the  MoMom.] 

I. 

0  KmunB'B  on  and  awa,  Williel 

0  Kenmnre's  on  and  awa ! 
And  Kenmnre's  lord's  the  brayest  lord, 

That  erer  QaUoway  saw. 

IX. 

8aeees8  to  Kenmnre's  band,  Willie  I 

Snoeees  to  Kenmnre's  band ; 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig, 

That  ridea  hj  Kenmnre's  hand. 

III. 

Here's  Kemnnro's  health  in  wine,  Willie  1 
Here's  Kenmnre's  health  in  wine ; 

There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Kenmnre's  blnde, 
Kor  yet  o*  Oocdon's  line. 

O  Kenmnre's  tads  are  men,  Willie  I 

0  KcKDHire's  lads  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  tme — 

And  that  their  faea  shall  ken. 

V. 

Tbcym  Uvn  or  die  wi'  fame,  WiUiet 

TheyH  ttve  or  die  wi'  ftime ; 
Bnl  soon  wi'  ooading  victoiie, 

May  Kenmnre's  lord  oome  hame. 

▼I. 

Hcre*B  him  that's  far  awa,  Willie, 

Here's  him  thht's  far  awa ; 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  lore  best — 

The  rose  thaVe  like  tho  snaw  1 


oxxni. - 

MT  GOLLIEE  LADDIE. 
•<*  The  Cottier  Laddie.*' 


[The  Collier  Laddie  wu  eomonaieatad  bjr  Bans,  and 
in  hii  hoadwritingi  to  the  Mnsenm :  it  ii  ehiefly  hli  owa 
compotttioa,  thoogh  oolonred  by  an  older  itrain.] 


Weuui  Uto  ye,  my  bonnie  lass  T 

An'  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye ; 
My  name,  she  says,  is  Mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  Ck>]lier  Laddie. 
"Mj  name  she  says,  is  Mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  GoUier  Laddie. 

IL 

See  yon  not  yon  hills  and  dales, 
The  snn  shines  on  sae  brawlie  I 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine. 
Gin  ye'll  leaye  your  Collier  Laddie. 

They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine, 
Oin  yell  learo  yonr  Collier  Laddie. 

III. 
Te  shaU  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  np  sae  gandy ; 
And  ane  to  wait  on  erery  hand. 

Gin  ye'll  leave  yonr  Collier  Laddie. 
And  ane  to  wait  on  erery  hand. 

Gin  ye'll  leaye  yonr  Collier  Laddie. 

IV. 

Tho'  ye  had  a'  the  snn  shines  on. 
And  the  earth  oonoeals  sae  lowly; 

I  wad  tnm  my  baok  on  yon  and  it  a'. 
And  embrace  my  Collier  Laddie. 

I  wad  tnm  my  back  on  yon  and  it  a'. 
And  embrace  my  Collier  Laddie. 

V. 

I  can  win  my  flye  pennies  a  day. 
And  spen't  at  night  fti'  brawlie ; 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  Collier's  nenk, 
And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

And  make  my  bed  in  the  Collier's  nenk, 
And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

VI. 

Lnye  for  Inye  is  the  bargain  for  me, 
Tho'  the  wee  cot-honse  should  hand  me; 

And  the  world  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 
And  fair  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

And  the  world  before  me  to  win  my  bread, 
And  fur  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie. 
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cxxrr. 

t 

NITHSBALE'S  WELCOME  HAME. 

[These  yersoB  were  written  by  Barns  for  the  Mnieam : 
the  Mazwfllle  of  Terreaglee  are  the  lineal  deseendaate 
of  the  EarU  of  Nithedale.] 

Z. 

Thb  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers 

Are  ooming  o'er  the  border, 
And  they'll  gae  bigg  Terreagle*s  towers, 

An'  set  them  a'  in  order. 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair, 

For  their  abode  they  chase  it ; 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land, 

But's  lighter  at  the  news  o't 

II. 

The*  stars  in  skies  may  disappear, 

And  angry  tempests  gather ; 
The  happy  honr  may  soon  be  near 

Thatl)rings  ns  pleasant  weather: 
The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  hae  a  joyful  morrow ; 
So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief— 

Fareweel  our  night  o'  sorrow  I 


OXXV. 

AS    I   WAS   A-WAND'RINO. 
Twi^—"Minn  MeudUU  mo  Mheattadh," 

[The  original  eoi:^  in  the  Gaelic  language  wae  traaa- 
lited  for  Burai  by  an  Invemeie-ehire  lady;  he  tamed  it 
into  yene,  and  sent  it  to  the  Maeenm.] 

I. 

As  I  was  a-wand'ring  ae  midsummer  e'enin', 

The  pipers  and  youngsters  were  making  their 
game; 
Amang  them  I  spied  my  faithless  faose  loyer. 

Which  bled  a'  the  wound  o'  my  dolour  agun. 
Weel,  since  he  has  left  me,  may  pleasure  gae  wi' 
him; 

I  may  be  distress'd,  but  I  winna  oomplun ; 
I  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  anither. 

My  heart  it  shall  neyer  be  broken  for  ane. 

II. 

I  oould  na  get  sleeping  W,  dawin  for  greetin', 
The  tears  trickled  down  like  the  hail  and  the 
rain: 

Had  I  na  got  greetin',  my  heart  wad  a  broken, 
For,  ohl  Inye  forsaken's  a  tormenting  pain. 


III. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  nller, 

I  dinna  enyy  him  the  gains  he  can  win; 
I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow 

Than  oyer  hae  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 
Weel,  since  he  has  left  me,  may  pleasure  git 
wi'  him, 

I  may  be  distress'd,  but  I  winna  oomplsla; 
I  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  anither. 

My  heart  it  shell  neyer  be  broken  Cor  anti 


CXXVI. 

BESS  ANB  HER  SPINinNGKWHSEL 

Tune— « I%e  sunei  lau  that  lo'u  mt.*' 

[There  are  eeyeral  yariatioai  of  thli  eong,  hot  tktf 
neither  affect  the  eentimeat,  nor  aflcnd  nattaf  for  qaoti- 
tion.] 

I. 

0  LKsn  me  on  my  epimdng-wheel, 
0  leeze  me  on  the  rock  and  reel ; 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien, 
And  haps  me  flel  and  warm  at  e'en  I 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin. 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun, 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal— 
0  leese  me  on  my  spinning-wheel! 

II. 

On  ilka  hand  the  bumles  trot, 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white. 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  nnite, 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest,  | 

And  little  Ashes'  caller  rest : 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  blel', 
Where  blithe  I  turn  my  spinning-wheaU 

III. 

On  lofty  idks  the  cashats  wail. 
And  Echo  cons  the  doolfh*  tale ; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hasel  braes, 
Belighted,  riyal  ither's  lays : 
The  oraik  amang  the  cloyer  hay. 
The  paitrick  whirrin  o'er  the  ley. 
The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  8iiaiel« 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinning-wheeL 

IV. 

Wi'  sma'  to  sell,  and  less  to  bny^ 
Aboon  distress,  below  enry, 
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O  wlift  wad  leaTe  this  humble  state, 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys, 
Amid  their  cambrons,  dinsome  joys. 
Can  they  the  pe§ce  and  pleasure  feel 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-wheel  T 


cxxvn^ 

O  LUVB  WILL  VENTURE  IN. 
Tune— «  The  Potie,** 

(**T1ie  Potto  it  107  compotitioa,**  nyt  Bami,  ia  a  Itt- 
ttr  to  Thootoa.  **  Tht  air  wat  takea  dowa  from  Mm* 
BonM'i  voiee.**   It  wat  ftrit  priatad  ia  tha  Mataom.] 

I. 
O  LVTB  will  Tontnre  in 

Where  it  danma  weel  be  seen ; 
O  Ivre  will  Tentnre  in 

Where  wisdom  anoe  has  been. 
Bat  I  will  down  yon  river  roTO, 

Among  the  wood  sae  green — 
And  a'  to  pa'  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

II. 
The  primrose  I  will  pn*, 
The  firstling  o*  the  year, 
'And  I  will  pa'  the  pink, 
The  emblem  0'  my  dear, 
For  she's  the  pink  o'  womankind, 

And  blooms  without  a  peer— 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie 
To  my  ain  dear  May.  * 

III. 
ni  pn'  the  budding  rose, 

When  Phoebus  peeps  in  tiew, 
For  if  s  like  a  baumy  kiss 

(y  her  sweet  bonnie  moa' ; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy, 

Wl'  its  unchanging  blue— 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

IT. 

The  lily  it  is  pure. 

And  the  Uly  it  is  fair. 
And  in  her  lorely  bosom 

rn  place  the  lily  there ; 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity. 

And  unaffected  air— 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 


y. 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu' 

yfV  its  locks  0'  siller  gray. 
Where,  like  an  aged  man. 

It  stands  at  break  of  day. 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bosh 

I  winna  tak  away-* 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

VI. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu' 

When  the  e'ening  star  is  near, 
And  the  diamond  drops  0'  dew 

Shall  be  her  e'en  sae  clear ; 
The  Tiolet's  for  modesty. 

Which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear. 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 

▼II. 
ril  tie  the  posie  round, 

Wi'  the  silken  band  0'  luTe, 
And  m  place  it  in  her  breast, 

And  I'll  swear  by  a'  aboye. 
That  to  my  latest  draught  of  life 

The  band  shall  ne'er  remore. 
And  this  will  be  a  posie 

To  my  ain  dear  May. 


cxxvm. 


COUNTBT  LASSIE. 

Tune—**  Thi  Country  Lou.** 

[A  maaateript  copy  before  me,  ia  the  poet*t  haadwri- 
tiag,  preieati  two  or  tliree  inmiaterial  Tariatioai  of  this 
draamtie  toag .] 

I. 
In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn. 

And  com  waVd  green  in  ilka  field. 
While  darer  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bield ; 
BUthe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel, 

Says— ru  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will ; 
Out  spak  a  dsme  in  wrinkled  eild— 

0*  gold  advisement  comes  nae  ill. 

II. 
It's  ye  hae  wooers  mony  ane. 

And,  lassie,  ye're  but  young  ye  ken ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  ronthie  butt,  a  routhie  ben : 
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There's  Jolmie  o'  the  Baskie-glen, 
Fa*  is  his  bam,  fa*  is  his  bjre ; 

Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonnie  hen, 
It*s  plentj  beets  tiie  layer's  fire. 

III. 
For  Johnie  o'  the  Baslde-glen, 

I  dinna  oare  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  lare  to  spare  for  me : 
Bat  bUthe's  the  blink  o'  Bobie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  irat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wad  nae  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear. 

IV. 

0  thoaglitless  lassie,  life's  a  faaght; 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sidr ; 
Bat  ay  fa'  han't  is  fechtin  best, 

An  hangry  care's  an  anco  care: 
Bat  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare. 

An'  wilf a'  folk  maon  hae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maon  drink  the  yilL 

V. 

0,  gear  will  bay  me  rigs  o'  land, 

And  gear  will  bay  me  sheep  and  kye ; 
Bat  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  lave, 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  bay ; 
We  may  be  poor — Bobie  and  I, 

Light  is  the  harden  lare  lays  on; 
Content  and  lare  brings  peace  and  joy—* 

What  mair  hae  qaeens  upon  a  throne  t 


FAIR  ELIZA. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

[Th6  name  of  the  heroine  of  thii  loog  wai  at  lint  Ra- 
bina :  but  Johiuon,  the  pnblither,  alanned  at  admittiqg 
■omething  new  into  veno,  eanied  Eliza  to  be  tnbititatwl  { 
m^ieh  wat  a  potitlT*  fraud ;  for  Rabina  wai  a  real  lady, 
and  a  loreiy  one,  and  EUsa  one  of  air.] 


TuBH  again,  then  fair  Eliza, 

Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part, 
Bae  on  thy  despairing  loTer  I 

Canst  thoa  break  his  faithfa'  heart  ? 
Tom  again,,  thoa  fair  Eliza ; 

If  to  loTC  thy  heart  denies. 
For  pity  hide  the  crael  sentence 

Under  friendship's  kind  disguise  I 


XX. 

Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  otftaided  t 

The  offence  is  loTing  thee ; 
Canst  thou  wreck  Us  peace  fbr  erer, 

Wha  Ibr  time  wad  gjladly  diet 
WhUe  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom. 

Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe; 
Tom  again,  thoa  loTely  maiden. 

Ae  sweet  smile  on  ma  bestow. 

XXX. 

Not  the  bee  npon  the  blossom. 

In  the  pride  o'  san|iy  noon ; 
Not  the  little  spordng  tury^ 

All  beneath  the  ammer  moon; 
Not  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e'e, 
Kens  the  pleasure,  f^els  tiie  rapture, 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me/ 


TE  JACOBITES  BT  NAME. 
Tune— *<  Yb  Jaeobitu  by  name." 

["  Ta  Jaoobitei  by  name,"  appeared  for  the  fiiat  tiaa 
in  the  MnMum :  it  was  Mat  in  the  handwriting  of  Bans.] 

X. 

Ti  Jacobites  by  name,  gim  an  ear,  g^  aa  ear; 
7e  Jacobites  by  name,  i^re  an  ear ; 
Te  Jacobites  by  name. 
Tour  fantes  I  will  proclaim, 
Toar  doctrines  I  maun  blam»— 
Ton  shall  hear. 

XI. 

What  is  right,  andwhatis  wrang,  by  the  law,  by 
the  law  T 
What  is  right  and  what  is  wrang,  by  Ike  Uw  t 
What  is  right  and  what  is  wra^g? 
A  short  sword,  and  a  lasg^ 
A  weak  arm,  and  e  Strang 
For  to  draw. 

XXX. 

What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  «far,  £amM 
afar? 
What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afar? 
What  makes  heroic  strife  ? 
To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife, 
Or  hunt  a  parent's  life 
Wi'  bloidie  war. 


OF  BOBBBT  BUBNS. 


257 


IT. 

Then  let  joux  eeliemee  alonoi  in  tlie  elate,  in 
the  state ; 
Then  let  your  sohemea  alone  In  the  itate ; 
Then  let  your  sehemes  alone. 
Adore  the  rieing  ana. 
And  leare  a  man  nadone 
To  hie  fate. 


THE  BANKS  OF  DOON. 

[f  imsT  Tinsiov.] 

(Aa  Aytaklie  tofeed  Miyf  the  lieroiiMof  this  aAetiiif 
WM  Mim  Kmaadf,  of  IMganock,  a  ycmag  eiM- 
tare,  bMstUU  cad  aeeompluiied,  irlio  Ml  a  Tietim  to 
aat  lova  for  bar  kinimaaj  MeSonal,  of  Z^ogan.') 


Ti  floweiy  banks  o'  bonnie  Boon, 

How  ean  je  bloom  eae  fair ; 
How  oan  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

An4I  sae  fti'  o'  care  I 

II. 

Thonll  break  my  heart,  thon  bonnie  bird. 

That  sings  npon  the  bongh ; 
Tho«  ainda  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  my  faaaa  lore  was  true. 

III. 

Ihonll  break  my  heart,  then  bonnie  bird. 

That  sings  beside  thy  mate ; 
For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang. 

And  wist  na  o'  my  fate. 

IV. 

Aft  ha«  I  veVd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  woodbine  twine» 
And  Oka  bird  sang  o'  its  Ioto  ; 

And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 

Wr  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Frme  aif  its  thorny  tree ; 
And  my  f ansa  Inrer  staw  the  rose, 

Bol  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


THE  BANKS  0'  BOON. 

[saooHD  Tansiov.] 

Tone— "Ca/edbitMfi  ffunfs  DdigW* 

[Bnmi  iajartd  toiBawiiat  tba  liiiipUeitx  of  Iha  Mag  by 
adapting  it  to  a  aaw  air,  aeeidantallf  eompoiad  hj  aa 
amatanr  who  was  diiaetad,  if  ha  datirad  to  eraata  a  Scot- 
tiah  air,  to  kaap  hii  fingm  to  the  Mack  kajra  of  the  haip- 
■ioliord  aad  piaiaifa  rhytbin.] 

I. 
Ta  banks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Boon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fur ; 
How  ean  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  weary,  fa'  o'  care  I 
Thou'lt  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird. 

That  wantons  thro'  the  liowering  thorn : 
Thon  minds  me  o*  departed  joys, 

Beparted-HQerer  to  return  I 

IL 

Aft  hae  I  ro^'d  by  bonnie  Boon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  tidne ; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  Inye, 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pa'd  a  rose, 

Fn'  sweet  npon  its  thorny  tree ; 
And  my  fanse  InTcr  stole  my  rose. 

But,  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


a 


WILLIE  WASTLB. 

Tune— <'2!&«  eigJU  mm  cfMoidarL** 

[The  paraoB  who  ii  rtiiod  to  the  dingrMabla  alofmtioB 
of  haroina  of  thia  aoag,  waa,  it  ia  a£d,  a  farmar'a  wifa  of 
tba  old  aehool  of  domaatio  oara  and  imelaannaaa,  wlio 
Uyad  aigh  the  poat,  at  EUialaad.] 

I. 
WiLLiB  Wastle  dwelt  on  Tweed, 

The  spot  they  osll'd  it  Unkam-doddie, 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gnid, 

Gon'd  stown  a  due  wi'  onie  bodie; 
He  had  a  wife  waa  dour  and  din, 

0  Tinkler  Madgie  was  her  mither ; 
Sio  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

1  wad  nae  gie  a  button  for  her. 

II. 
She  has  an  e'e— she  has  bvt  aae^ 
The  cat  liaa  twa  the  veiy  ooWvr ; 
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FiTO  rnstj  teeth,  forbye  a  Btmnp, 
A  elapper^tongue  wad  deaye  a  miller : 

A  whiskin'  beard  about  her  mou*, 
Her  nose  and  chin  thej  threaten  ithei>— 

8io  a  wife  as  WilUe  had, 
I  wad  nae  gie  a  button  for  her. 

III. 
She*B  bow  hongVd,  she's  hem  shinn'd, 

A  limpin'  leg,  a  hand-breed  shorter ; 
She's  twisted  right,  she's  twisted  left, 

To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter : 
She  has  a  hump  upon  her  breast, 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  shouther — 
Sio  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  nae  gie  a  button  for  her. 

XT. 

Anld  baudrans  by  the  ingle  sits. 

An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin' ; 
But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig. 

She  dights  her  grimiie  wi'  a  hushion. 
Her  walie  meyes  like  midden-creels. 

Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logan-Wate^* 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  nae  gie  a  button  for  her. 


cxxxrv. 

LADY  MARY  ANN. 

Tune — "  Craigiown*9  grwoing,^* 

[The  poet  Mnt  this  sung  to  the  Maieani,  in  hli  own 
handwritinff :  yet  part  of  it  it  believed  to  be  old;  how 
mrach  emnnot  be  well  known,  with  ■nch  ikill  hai  he  made 
hia  interpoUtiou  and  changei.] 

I. 

0,  Ladt  Mary  Ann 

Looks  o'er  the  castle  wa', 
She  saw  three  bonnie  boys 

Playing  at  the  ba' ; 
The  youngest  he  was 

The  flower  amang  them  a'~ 
My  bonnie  laddie's  young, 

Bat  he's  growus'  yet 

II. 

0  father  1  0  father  I 

An'  ye  think  it  fit, 
Well  send  him  a  year 

To  the  college  yet: 


Well  sew  a  green  ribbon 

Bound  about  his  hat, 
And  that  will  let  them  ken 

He's  to  marry  yet. 

III. 

Lady  Mary  Ann 

Was  a  flower  i'  the  dew, 
Sweet  was  its  smell, 

And  bonnie  was  its  hue ; 
And  the  langer  it  blossom'd 

The  sweeter  it  grew ; 
For  the  lily  in  the  bud 

Will  be  bonnier  yet. 

IV. 

Young  Charlie  Codiraa 

Was  the  sprout  of  aa  aik ; 
Bonnie  and  bloomin' 

And  straught  waa  its  make: 
The  sun  took  delight 

To  shine  for  its  sake. 
And  it  will  be  the  brag 

0'  the  forest  yet 

Y. 

The  simmer  is  gane,  * 

When  the  leaves  they  were  green, 
And  the  days  are  awa. 

That  we  hae  seen ; 
But  far  better  days 

I  trust  will  come  again, 
For  my  bonnie  laddie's  young. 

But  he's  growin'  yet 


cxxxv. 

SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION. 
Tune. — **A  pond  of  roquet  in  a  natiotL*' 

[Thlf  song  was  written  by  Banu  la  a  moment  o( 
honeat  indignatioB  at  the  northera  leoiiadfila  who  aold  tc 
those  of  the  aonth  the  Indepeadenee  of  SooUead,  at  thi 
time  of  the  Vaioa.] 

I. 

FAUBwnL  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 

Fareweel  our  ancient  gloiy, 
Fareweel  eren  to  the  Sootti^  naney 

Sae  fam'd  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  o'er  the  Solway  sands. 
And  Tweed  rins  to  the  oeeas. 
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To  mark  iTli«r«  Engluid'B  proTinoa  aUndi — 
Baah  >  parcel  of  rogocB  in  a  Datioa. 


Wbat  force  or  guile  could  not  sabdue. 

Thro'  manj  warlike  agri, 
Ii  wronght  no*  bj  a  ooward  fair 

For  hireling  traitor's  iragea. 
Tb«  EogUth  (teel  ve  coold  disdain ; 

Sacore  in  ralonr'a  ttation ; 
Bnt  En^iah  gold  haa  been  our  bane — 

Snob  a  parcel  of  rogaet  in  a  nation. 


0  wonld,  or  I  had  seen  the  day 

That  trmoa  thni  eonid  aell  -at, 
Mj  anld  gray  head  had  lien  In  olaj, 

Wi'  Bmea  and  lo^al  Wallaoe  1 
Bnt  pith  and  power,  till  mj  Isat  hour, 

rn  mak'  thia  declaration ; 
Te're  bought  and  told  for  English  gold — 

Soch  a  parcel  of  rognes  tn  a  nation. 


CXHTI. 

THE  CABLE  OF  EELLTBUBN  BRAES. 

Tnoe — "JStBgiuni  Brett." 
(Of  thii  nif  Hn.  Bnnu  aid  lo  Cromak,  whM  mulDg 
*rlii|*rom  Iba  loos  liit  of  tfiici  wkieb  harhatbud 
Ml  wtiiue  or  tiamiai  lai  th«  HuHim,  "Robarl  [U 
tUoDaaUniblabnuUif."  Acouidanblt  portion  of 
M  eU  Mill  noMlu.] 

'bku  lixed  a  carle  on  Kellybam  bran, 
(Hej,  and  the  me  grows  boonie  wi'  thjine), 

Lnd  he  bad  a  wife  was  the  plagne  o'  hia  daya ; 
And  the  thyme  it  ia  wilhcr'd,  and  rae  ia  in 

U  day  aa  the  carle  gaed  np  the  lang  glen, 
(B^,  and  the  me  growa  bonnJe  wl'  thyne), 

!•  Met  wi'  the  detil ;  aaya,  "  How  do  yow  fen  t" 
And  the  thjme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  me  b  in 

■  Tts  got  a  bad  wife,  rir ;  that's  a' mj  oonplaiBt ; 

(H(7,  and  the  ma  grows  boniua  wi'  thyne), 
'or,  taring  yew  praieuoe,  to  her  ye're  aaaint; 

And  the  thyne  U  ts  wither'd,  and  rue  U  In 


"It's  neither  yoor  atot  nor  your  stdg  I  ahall 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grovrs  bonnia  wi'  thyme), 

Bnt  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  hare. 

And  tbe  thyme  it  Is  wither'd,  and  me  Is  ia 

"0  welcome,  moat  kindly,"  the  blythe  oarin 

B^d, 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnle  wl'  thyne], 
"  Bnt  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye'ie  wanr  nor  ye're 

And  tbe  thyma  it  is  wither'd,  and  na  ii  in 

TL 

The  de«Il  has  got  the  anld  wif«  on  hla  back; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnle  vi'  thyne), 
And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he's  carried  hi*  pack ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  U  in 

He'l  carried  her  hame  to  hla  aln  hallan-door ; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 
Syne  bade  her  gae  In,  for  a  b — h  and  a  w— e, 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  me  Is  in 

Then  straight  be  makes  flf^,  the  pick  o'  bis 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnle  wi'  thyme), 
Tom  out  on  her  guard  in  the  clap  of  a  hand ; 
An4  the  thyme  It  Is  irlther'd,  and  me  la  in 

The  ctrlin  gaed  thro'  them  like  ony  wnd  bear, 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

Wbate'er  she  gat  hands  on  oam  near  her  naa 

And  the  thyme  it  la  wither'd,  and  n<  la  In 

prime. 

A  reeklt  wee  derll  looks  orer  the  va' ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rae  grow*  bonnie  wi'  Uiyna), 
"  0,  help,  naster,  help,  Or  shell  ndn  nj  a'. 

And  the  thyne  it  Is  wither'd,  and  ra«  la  In 


Tha  derll  he  swore  by  the  edg«  o'  Us  knU^ 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonida  irl'  tkyne), 
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He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wife ; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  and  rue  is  in 
prime. 

zzi. 

The  deril  he  swore  hj  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  heaVn,  but  in  hell ; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  and  me  is  in 
prime. 

XIZI. 

Then  Satan  haB-tratelled  again  wi'  his  pack ; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme), 
And  to  her  snld  husband  he's  earried  her  back : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  withered,  and  rue  is  in 
prime. 

XIV. 

"  I  hae  been  a  devil  the  feck  o'  my  life ; 

(Heyt  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme). 
But  ne'er  was  in  hell,  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  me  is  in 
prime." 


CXXXVII. 

JOCKEY'S  TA'EN  THE  PARTING  KISS. 

Tune— "  Jbc*^'»  (a*en  the  partitiff  kiss." 

(Bonw,  wh«i  to  MQt  tUa  wi«  to  th«  MoMnm,  nid 
nothing  of  iU  origin:  and  ha  Lb  ailant  aboat  it  in  hia 
mamoranda.] 

« 

I. 
Jookxt's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss, 

O'er  the  mountains  he  is  gane ; 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss. 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 
Spare  my  lure,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 

Flashy  sleets  and  beating  rain ! 
Spare  my  luve,  thou  feathery  snaw, 

I>rifiing  o'er  the  flrozen  plain. 

II. 
When  the  shades  of  erening  oreep 

O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep. 

Sweetly  blithe  his  waukening  be .' 
He  will  think  on  her  he  Iotos, 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name ; 
For  where'er  he  distant  rores, 

Jockey's  heart  is  still  at  hame. 


cxxxvm. 

LADY  ONLIE. 

Tune— <«  The  Ruffian's  Bant." 

[Oomnramcatad  to  the  Mnaanm  in  the  handwhtiof  « 
Borna :  part,  bnt  not  nmeh,  la  baliarad  to  be  old.] 

I. 

A'  THX  lads  o'  Thomie-banky 

When  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucky, 
They'll  step  in  an'  tak'  a  pint 
Wi'  Lady  OnUe,  honest  Lucky  f 
Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky ! 

Brews  good  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky ; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gude  ale. 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 

zi. 

Her  house  sae  bieui  her  eurch  sae  clean, 

I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chucky ; 
Aod  cheerlie  blinks  the  ingle-gleed 
Of  Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky  I 
Lady  Onlie,  honest  Lucky, 

Brews  good  ale  at  shore  o'  Bncky ; 
I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gude  ale. 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 


OXXXIX. 

THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT. 
Tune>-«  Captain  (TKeanJ 


ft 


[«  Compoaed,"  aaya  Bnma  to  M'Mncdo,  <«at  thedeaiie 
of  a  friend  who  had  an  equal  enthuaiaam  for  the  air  and 
the  aabject."  The  friend  alluded  to  ia  aoppoeed  to  be 
Robert  Cleghom :  he  lored  the  air  mnch,  nad  bo  warn 
much  of  a  Jacobite.] 

Z. 

Thb  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leaxes  re- 
turning. 
The  murmuring  streamlet  winds  dear  thro' 
the  Tale ; 
The  hawthorn  trees  blow  in  the  dew  of  the 
morning, 
And  wild  scatter'd  cowslips  bedeck  tha  green 
dale: 

But  what  can  c^ye  pleasure,  or  what  c^a  seem 
fair, 

While  the  lingering  moments  are  nttmberM 

by  care? 
No  flow'rs  gaily  springing,  nor  birds  nr««Hy 

singing, 
Can  soothe  the  sad  bosfom  of  joyiees  d«8p*ir. 
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II. 

The  deed  that  I  dared,  coald  it  merit  their  malice, 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne  T 
His  right  TB  these  lulls,  and  his  right  are  these 
Talleys, 
Where  the  wild  beasts  find  shelter,  but  I  can 
find  none ; 
But  'tis  not  my  sufferings  thus  wretched,  for- 
lorn; 
Mj  braTO  gallant  friends !  'tis  yonr  rain  I 
moom ; 
Yonr  deeds  prored  so  loyal  in  hot-bloody  trial — 
Alas  I  I  can  make  yon  no  sweeter  return  1 


OXL. 

BONG  OF  DEATH. 
Air — "  Oran  an  Aoig,*^ 

£"  I  Imt*  JQit  finiihed  the  following  ■ong,"  iayi  Bami 
to  Mr*.  Dnnlop,  *<  which  to  a  lady,  the  deMendant  of 
WalUc«,  aad  henelf  the  mother  of  leveral  loldien, 
seeds  naitiMr  prtface  nor  ^wlofy."] 

5eciM— A  field  of  battle.  Time  of  the  day,  eveaing.  The 
wtmoded  aad  dying  of  the  vietonoue  anny  are  eoppoeed 
to  Join  ia  the  following  long : 

I. 
Faecwxll,  thoQ  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and 
ye  skies, 
Kow  gay  with  the  bright  setting  sun ; 
FartweU  Iotss  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender 
ties-- 
Oar  race  of  existence  is  run  I 

II. 
Thoa  grim  king  of  terrors,  then  life's  gloomy 
foe! 
Go  frighten  the  coward  and  slare; 
Oo,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant  I  but  know, 
Kg  terrors  hast  then  to  the  brare ! 

III. 
Thoa  strik'st  the  doll  peasant — ^he  sinks  in  the 
dark, 
Kor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name ; 
Thmi  strik'st  the  yoong  hero— a  glorious  mark  I 
He  UXiA  in  the  blaxe  of  his  fame  I 

IV. 

lo  fhe  Md  of  prond  hoaoiir— <mr  swords  in  our 
bands, 

Our  king  and  onr  conntry  to  saye— 
Hhile  rioiory  shines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands, 

Ohl  wIm  would  set  dlt  with  the  bravel 


CXLI. 

FLOW  GBNTLY,  SWEET  AFTON. 

Tane->«4/3toii  Water. *^ 

[The  aeenea  on  Aflon  Water  mm  bemtiflkl,  sad  the 
poet  felt  them,  M  well  as  the  geseioos  MnrtiMise  of  Ue 
earlieit  patroness,  Mrs.  General  Stewart,  of  AlloB>lodge, 
when  he  wrote  this  sweet  pastoral.] 

I. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Aftonl.  among  thy  green 

braes. 
Flow  gently.  111  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mairy's  asleep  by  thy  mnrmnring  strtsm-- 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dreaau 

II. 

Thou  stock-dore,  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the 
glen; 

To  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den ; 

Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  for- 
bear— 

I  charge  you  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fur. 

III. 
How  lofty,  sweet  Afton  I  thy  neighbouiiDg  hUlf, 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding 

rills; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high. 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

IV. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  ralleys  below. 
Where  wUd  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses 

blowl 
There,  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea. 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

▼. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lorely  K  g^des^ 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  reddes ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As  gathering  sweet  flow'rets  she  steays  thy  dear 
wave. 

VI. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Aftonl  among  thy  green 

braes. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays ! 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream — 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Aftonl    disturb   not  her 

dream. 
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coun. 

THB  SMILING  SPRING. 
Tune—''  Thg  JBimmt  BdU' 

[M  Boiiiii«  B«ll,"  w»t  ftnt  priAtad  in  th«  Mnaeam :  who 
lh«  h«iouit  wu  th«  po«t  hM.B0f  iMtad  to  toll  m,  ud  it 
la  a  pity.] 

Z. 

Thi  Bmiling  Spring  oomes  in  rlijoioing, 

And  Bttrly  Winter  grimly  flies ; 
Now  orystal  clear  are  the  falling  waters, 
•  And  bonnie  bine  are  the  sonny  skies ; 
Fresh  o'er   the  mountains  breaks   forth  the 
morning, 
The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell ; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning, 
And  I  r^oice  in  my  bonnie  Bell. 

II. 

The  flowexy  Spring  leads  sunny  Summer, 

And  yellow  Autumn  presses  near. 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  Winter, 

TiU  smiling  Spring  again  appear. 
Thus  Seasons  dancing,  life  adrancing, 

Old  OKme  and  Nature  their  changes  tell. 
But  ncTer  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bonnie  Bell. 


CXLin.   • 

THE  GABLES  OF  DTSABT. 
Tune— "ir£y  ea'  <Aro'." 

[Commnaieatad  to  tha  Maiaam  by  Borni  ia  hia  own 
handwriting :  part  of  it  it  hit  eompoiition,  and  aoma  ba- 
Uava  tha  whoia.J 

I. 
Up  wi'  the  carles  o'  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o'  BuckhaTcn, 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo, 
And  the  lasses  o'  Leyen. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  oa'  thro', 

For  we  hae  mickle  ado ; 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro', 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 

II. 
We  hae  tales  to  tell. 

And  we  hae  sangs  to  sing ; 
We  hae  pennies  to  spend, 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 


III. 
We'll  liTC  a'  our  days, 

And  them  that  come  behin', 
Let  them  do  the  like, 
And  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro'. 
For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 


CXLIV. 

THE  GALLANT  WEAVEB. 

Tune— iTAtf  Weavert'  March,** 

[Saat  bj  tha  poat  to  tha  Maaanin.  Naithar  tndiUM 
nor  eritieim  haa  aoticad  it,  but  tha  aong  ia  popoltr 
among  tha  looma,  in  tha  waat  of  Scotland.] 

I. 

Whxbi  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea, 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  tree, 
There  Utcs  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me, 

He  is  a  gallant  weaver. 
Oh,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine. 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine, 

And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

II. 
My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band. 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land ; 
But  to  my  heart  FU  add  my  hand, 

And  gie  it  to  the  weayer. 
While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers; 
While  bees  delight  in  op'ning  flowers ; 
While  com  grows  green  in  simmer  showers, 

m  loye  my  gallant  weayer. 


CXLV. 
THE  BAIBNS  GAT  OITT. 

Tane^*<  The  deuJu  dang  oW  my  daddk.** 

[Boma  foand  aoma  of  tha  aantimaata  aad  a  fhw  of  Ui« 
worda  of  thta  aong  in  a  atnin,  rathar  roog h  and  homaapQA| 
of  Seotland*a  elder  daf .  Ha  comrnnnieated  it  to  tha  ML  a« 
aanm.] 

I. 
Trb  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unco  shout, 
The  deuks  dang  o'er  my  daddie,  0 1 
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Xho  fien'-BU-carv,  qao'  the  feirrie  auld  irife, 

H«  WM  but »  paidlin  body,  0 1 
He  ptidlas  oat,  an'  he  paldles  in. 

An'  he  paidles  late  an'  early,  0 1 
This  seren  lang  yean  I  hae  lien  by  hia  tide, 

An'  he  is  bat  a  f  oeionless  oarlie,  0 1 

XL 

• 

O,  hand  yonr  tongue,  my  feinie  anld  wife^ 

O,  hand  yonr  tongue,  now  Kaneie,  0 1 
Fra  Men  the  day,  and  lae  hae  ye, 

Te  wadna  been  sae  doneie,  0 ! 
r^a  seen  the  day  ye  bntter'd  my  broee, 

And  enddled  me  late  and  early,  0 1 
But  downa  do's  eome  o'er  me  now. 

And,  oh!  I  feel  it  sairly,  0! 


CXLVI. 

SHE'S  FAIR  AND  PAUSE. 

Tone— "iS%«'«/atr  and  fame." 

{Oa»  of  tb«  lupptost  M  well  at  the  most  iareaitie  of 
tke  MBKa  of  th«  North :  the  air  it  almott  u  happy  ai  the 
word!.] 

I. 

Saif ■  fair  and  fanse  that  oaaees  my  imart, 

I  lo'ed  her  meiUe  and  lang ; 
She^fl  broken  her  tow,  she's  broken  my  heart, 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  eoof  cam  in  wi'  ronth  o'  gear, 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
Bat  woman  is  but  warld's  gear, 

8aa  let  the  bonnie  lass  gang. 

II. 

Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  lore, 

To  this  be  nerer  blind, 
Kae  fcrlie  'tis  tho'  ftol^e  she  prore, 

A  woman  hss't  by  kind. 
0  woitfaa,  loYely  woman  fair  1 
An  angel  form's  fa'n  to  thy  share, 
Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gien  thee  mld^— 

I  Meaa  an  angel  mind. 


oxLvn. 

THE  EXCISEMAN. 

Tone^iT^  DeU  earn*  fidHmff  thrmt^h  thi  town.** 

[Compmad  and  miBf  by  tha  poet  at  a  feetlre  meetiof  of 
the  excJaemeii  of  the  Dam/nee  dUtrict] 

Z. 

Ths  deil  oam'  Addling  through  the  town. 

And  danced  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman, 
And  ilka  wife  cries— *<  Auld  Mahoun, 
I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  priie,  man  I" 
The  deil's  awa,  the  deil's  awa, 

The  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman ; 
He's  danc'd  awa,  he's  dano'd  awa. 
He's  dano'd  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman  I 

XI. 

Well  mak  our  maut,  we'll  brew  our  drink, 
We'll  dance,  and  sing,  and  rejoice,  man ; 

And  mony  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  black  dtSX 
That  dano'd  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman. 

III. 
There's  threesome  reels,  there's  foursome  reels. 

There's  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man ; 
But  the  ae  best  dance  e'er  cam  to  the  land 
Was — ^the  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseyi^n. 
The  deil's  awa,  the  deil's  awa. 

The  deil's  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman: 
He's  danc'd  awa,  he's  dano'd  awa, 
He's  danc'd  awa  wi'  the  Exciseman. 


CXLVUI. 

• 

THE  LOVELT  LASS  OF  INVERNESS. 

Tune^*«  Zaai  of  Invemeu,** 

[A«  Bami  poaeed  ilowly  over  the  moor  of  Calloden, 
in  one  of  hii  Highland  tonra,  the  lament  of  the  Laea  of  In« 
Teraeaa,  it  ia  aaid,  roee  on  hia  fancy :  the  firat  four  linea 
are  partly  old.] 

I. 
Thx  loTcly  lass  o'  InYemess, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see ; 
For  e'en  and  mom,  she  cries,  alas ! 

And  ay  the  saut  tear  blin's  her  e'e ; 
Brumossie  moor— Brumossie  day-^ 

A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  I 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear. 

My  father  dear,  and  brethren  three. 


3M 


THE  POETICAL  WOSKS 


II. 

Their  winding  sheet  the  blnidy  cUj, 

Their  gr^Tes  are  growing  green  to  tee: 
And  hj  Unm  lies  the  dearest  lad 

That  erer  bleat  a  woman's  e'e  I 
Now  wae  to  thee,  thou  erael  lord, 

A  bloidj  man  I  trow  thou  be ; 
For  monj  a  heart  thou  hast  made  sur. 

That  ne'er  did  wrong  to'  thine  or  thea. 


CZUX. 

A  BED,  BED  BOSE. 

Tune — Oraham'9  8trathq>ejf,** 

[801110  oditon  haT«  plaued  themaelYei  with  txaeiiv 
th»  MatiiiMnta  of  this  wong  in  etrtain  itrMt  balUdi :  it 
rMWBblei  tham  as  mach  aa  a  ■oar  iloa  raaamblea  a  drop- 
ripa  dasuoa.] 

I. 
0,  MT  luTo's  like  a  red,  red  rose, 
That's  newly  sprung  in  June : 
0,  my  luTo's  Hke  the  melodie, 
Thaf  s  sweetly  play'd  in  tune. 

II. 
As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonide  lass, 

Sojdeep  in  lure  am  I : 
And  I  will  lure  thee  still,  my  dear, 

'Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry. 

III. 
'Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear, 

And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  sun : 
I  will  luYO  thee  still,  my  dear. 

While  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 

IV. 

And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  luye  I 

And  fare  thee  weel  a-while ! 
And  I  will  come  again,  my  luve, 

Tho'  it  were  ten  thousand  mile. 


I>yTQr,  beggar 
I  reign  in 


XI. 


Let  her  erown  my  lore  her  law. 
And  in  her  brmst  entiumtaBet 

Kings  and  nations — swith,  awa  I 
Beif  randies,  I  disown  ye ! 


OU. 

HAD  I  THE  WTTE. 
Tune— <•  JETorf  /  <fts  •ya  els  tedSt  as." 


CL. 

LOUIS,  WHAT  BECK  I  BY  THEE. 
Tune— "Zoiiit,  wkai  uck  I  by  Mm." 

[The  Jeanaia  of  thia  vary  thott,  bot  vary  davar  tong, 
is  Mrs.  Boras.  Har  aama  haa  no  ahaaca  of  passiof  from 
the  earth  if  impassioaad  varsa  oaa  pcasanra  it^ 

I. 
Louis,  what  reok  I  by  thee, 
Or  Geordie  <»i  his  ocean  ? 


[Boras  ia  aToldag  this  aoag  oot  of  tba  old  Ttitis  did 
not  east  wholly  oot  tha  spirit  of  aaeiaat  Ueaasa  ia  vbkh 
oor  miastrals  indolgad.   Ha  sent  it  to  tha  Maawm] 

I. 

Had  I  the  wyte,  had  I  the  wyte. 

Had  I  the  wyte  she  bade  me ; 
She  watch'd  me  by  the  hie-gate  sidei 

And  up  the  loan  she  shaw'd  me ; 
And  when  I  wadna  Tenture  in, 

A  coward  loon  she  ca'd  me ; 
Had  Idrk  and  state  been  in  the  gate^ 

I  lighted  when  she  bade  me. 

II. 

Sae  craltQie  she  took  me  ben. 

And  bade  me  make  nae  clatter ; 
<*  For  our  ramgunshoeh  gjlum  gudeman 

Is  out  and  owre  the  water:** 
Whae'er  shall  say  I  wanted  grace 

When  I  did  kiss  and  dawte  her, 
Let  him  be  planted  in  my  place. 

Syne  say  I  was  the  fkutor. 

lit. 

Could  I  for  shame,  could  I  for  sham«. 

Could  I  for  shame  refused  her  ? 
And  wadna  manhood  been  to  blame. 

Had  I  unkindly  used  her  ? 
He  claw'd  her  wi'  the  ripplin-kame. 

And  blue  and  bluidy  bruised  her ; 
When  uo  a  husband  was  frae  haaie^ 

What  wife  but  had  excused  her  T 

lY. 

I  dighted  ay  her  een  sae  blue, 
And  bann'd  the  cruel  randy; 

And  weel  l^wat  her  wflling  mou', 
Was  e'en  like  sugar-candy. 


OF  BOBERT  BUBNS. 
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A  gloamhi-Bhot  it  was  I  wot, 
I  lighted  on  the  Monday  ; 

But  I  cam  through  the  Tysday'a  dew, 
To  wanton  Willie's  brandy. 


CIJI. 

COMINa  THBOUGH  THE  BTE. 
Tone—'*  dming  ikrouffh  the  fy«." 

[TlM  po«t  in  tiiii  tOBg  remoyed  m>m9  of  the  eoane 
•half,  from  thfl  old  ohsat,  and  fitted  it  for  the  Bfaieiiin, 
Uwufintprieted.] 

I. 

Coxuio  through  the  rye,  poor  body, 

Coming  through  the  rye, 
She  draiglet  a'  her  petticoatie, 

Coming  through  the  rye. 
Jenny's  a'  wat»  poor  body, 

Jenny*^  seldom  dry ; 
She  draiglet  a'  her  petticoatie, 

Coming  through  the  rye. 

II. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body^ 

Coming  through  the  rye, 
Gin  a  bo4y  hiss  a  body — 

Need  a  body  ery  T 

III. 

CKn  ft  body  meet  a  body 

Coming  through  the  glen. 
Gin  ft  body  kiss  ft  body — 

Keed  the  world  ken  ? 
Jenny's  a*  wat,  poor  body ; 

Jenny's  seldom  dry ; 
She  draif^et  a'  her  pettiooatie, 

Coming  through  the  tj9. 


CLUL 

TOXTNG  JAMIE,  PRIDE  OF  A'  THE  PLAIN. 
Tune— •«  Tke  carlin  o*  thtglen." 

ptnt  to  the  Maitoa  bjr  Banis  in  hiM  own  hand  writing : 
aut  eal7  itthonglu  to  bt  his.] 

I. 

Toiijxo  Jamie,  pride  of  a'  the  plain, 
8ae  gallant  and  sae  gay  a  swain ; 
Thro'  a'  our  lasses  he  did  rove. 
And  reigtt'd  resistless  king  of  love : 


Bat  now  wi'  sighs  and  starting  tears. 
He  strays  amang  the  woods  and  briers; 
Or  in  the  glens  and  rocky  caTos 
His  sad  complaining  dowie  rayes. 

i^ 

I  wha  sae  late  did  range  and  rove, 
And  ehang'd  witih  erery  moon  my  lore, 
I  little  thought  the  time  was  near. 
Repentance  I  should  buy  sae  dear : 
The  slighted  maids  my  torment  see, 
Ajid  laugh  at  a'  the  pangs  I  dree ; 
While  she,  my  cruel,  soornfd'  fair. 
Forbids  me  e'er  to  see  her  moir  I 


CLTV. 

OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH. 

Tune— *<  Charlie  Oatdon*9  y/eUatM  home.** 

[In  one  of  his  Utimn  to  Gnnniogham,  dated  11th  March 
17B1,  Barns  quoted  the  four  last  linss  of  this  tender  and 
gentle  lyric,  and  inquires  how  he  likes  them.] 

.  I. 

Out  oyer  the  Forth  I  look  to  the  north. 
But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me  ? 

The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast, 
The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wild  rolling  sea. 

II. 

But  I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  rest, 
That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may 
be; 

For  far  in  the  west  liyes  he  I  lo'e  best. 
The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me. 


CLV, 

THE  LASS  OF  EGCLEFECHAN. 
Tune— "Jodty  Zafm.' 


f> 


[Bums  in  one  of  his  professional  visita  to  Ecelefeehan, 
was  amused  with  a  rough  old  district  song,  wliich  some 
one  lung :  he  rendered,  at  a  leisure  moment,  the  language 
more  delicate  and  the  sentiments  less  warm,  and  seat  it 
to  the  Museum.] 

I. 

Gat  ye  me,  0  gat  ye  me, 

0  gat  ye  me  wi'  naething  ? 
Rock  and  reel,  and  spinnia'  wheel, 

A  mickle  quarter  basia. 


^■i^"i" 
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Bye  ftttoor,  my  gatoher  has 
A  hioh  house  and  a  laigh  a&e, 

A'  for  bye,  my  bonnie  seV, 
The  toBS  of  Ecclefechan. 

II. 

0  hand  your  tongae  now,  Luckie  Laing, 

0  hand  your  tongae  and  janner ; 

1  held  the  gate  till  yon  I  met, 
Syne  I  began  to  wander : 

I  tint  my  whistle  and  my  sang, 

1  tint  my  peace  and  pleasure : 

But  your  green  graff,  now,  Luckie  Lung, 
Wad  alrt  me  to  my  treasure. 


CLVI. 

THE  COOPER  0'  CUDDIE. 

Tune—''  Bab  at  the  bowter" 

[The  wit  of  this  tong  ii  better  than  ita  delicacf :  it  ii 
printed  in  the  Museum,  with  the  name  of  Burns  attached.] 

I. 
The  cooper  o*  Cuddie  cam*  here  awa. 
And  fca*d  the  girrs  out  owre  us  a' — 
And  our  gude-wife  has  gotten  a  ca' 

That  angered  the  silly  gude-man,  0. 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door; 
Behind  the  door,  behind  the  door; 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door. 

And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  0. 

II. 
He  sought  them  out,  he  sought  them  in, 
Wi',  deil  hae  her  1  and,  dell  hae  him ! 
But  the  body  was  sae  doited  and  blin'. 
He  wist  na  where  he  was  gaun,  0. 

III. 
They  cooper'd  at  e'en,  they  cooper'd  at  mom, 
'Till  our  gude-man  has  gotten  the  scorn ; 
On  ilka  brow  she's  planted  a  horn, 

And  swears  that  they  shall  stan',  0. 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door. 
Behind  the  door,  behind  the  door ; 
We'll  hide  the  cooper  behind  the  door, 

And  cover  him  under  a  mawn,  0. 


CLVH, 

SOMEBODY. 
Tune— "/'or  the  eake  of  iomAcdjf.^* 

[Bums  seems  to  haye  borrowed  two  or  three  lifisial 
this  lyric  from  Ramsay :  he  sent  it  to  the  Mossiol] 

I. 

Mt  heart  is  sair — ^I  dare  na  tell— 
My  heart  is  sair  for  somebody; 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody. 
Oh-hon  I  for  somebody  I 
Oh-hey!  for  somebody  I 
I  could  range  the  worid  around,    ^ 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody  1 

II. 
Te  powers  that  smile  on  Tirtuous  lore, 

0,  sweetly  snule  on  somebody  1 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free, 
And  send  me  safe  my  sonlbbody. 
Oh-hon  I  for  somebody ! 
Oh-hey !  for  somebody  t 
I  wad  do— what  wad  I  not? 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody  I 


CLYIU. 

THE  CABDIN*  O'T. 
Tune— «  SaU-fieh  and  dun^plm^e" 

[«  This  song,"  says  Sir  HarrU  Kioolaa, « is  In  the  Mo. 
sical  Museum,  but  not  with  Bums's  jiame  lo  it."  It  wif 
given  by  Bnms  to  Johnson  in  his  own  handwriting.] 

» 

I. 

I  oorr  a  stane  o'  haslock  woo*, 

To  make  a  wat  to  Johnny  o't; 

For  Johnny  is  my  only  Jo, 

I  lo'e  him  best  of  ony  yet. 

The  oardin'  o't,  the  spisnin'  o't. 

The  warpin'  o't,  the  winain*  o't ; 

When  ilka  eU  cost  me  a  groat, 

The  tailor  staw  the  lynln  o't. 

zi. 
For  though  his  locks  be  lyari  gray, 
And.tho'  his  brow  be  held  aboon; 
Yet  I  hae  seen  him  on  a  day. 
The  pride  of  a'  the  parishen. 

The  oardin'  o't,  the  spianitt*  o*t» 

The  warpin'  o't,  the  wiimia*  o't; 
When  ilka  ell  coat  me  a  groal^ 
The  tailor  staw  the  lynia  o't. 


OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 
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CIJZ. 

WHEN  JAirUAR'  WIND. 

Tune— «  SnU  lau  thai  mad$  Hit  bed  for  me/* 


[Bttiss  iofoad  ma  oU,  elercr,  Init  not  Tsry  dacoiou 
itnia,  rteordiqf  aa  sdTMitar*  wUeh  ChmriM  th«  Saooad, 
wbilt  vadar  Praabjtariaa  rnla  in  Seotand,  had  with  a 
yvuag  Udf  of  tha  hovia  of  Port  Latham,  and  axarciaing 
Us laata aad skill apooit, piodaead tha praaant-  atill too 
tea  woatt  f"^  ^*  Mniaam.] 

Z. 

Wbxv'  Jumar*  wind  was  blawing  eanld. 
Am  to  the  north  I  took  my  waj, 

The  mirhaomo  night  did  me  enfanld^ 
I  knew  na  where  to  lodge  till  day. 


XI. 


By  my  good  luck  a  maid  I  met. 
Just  in  the  middle  o'  my  ci^re ; 

And  kindly  ahe  did  me  InTite 
To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair. 


III. 


I  bow'd  fa'  low  unto  this  maid. 
And  thank'd  her  for  her  conrtesie ; 

I  bow'd  fa'  low  onto  this  maid. 
And  bade  her  mak  a  bed  to  me. 


IV. 


She  made  the  bed  baith  large  and  wide, 
Wi'  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down ; 

She  pat  the  enp  to  her  rosy  lips. 
And  drank,  «*  Yoong  man,  now  sleep  ye 


f  f> 


T. 


She  snatoh'd  the  candle  in  her  hand. 
And  frae  my  chamber  went  wi'  ipeed ; 

But  I  eall'd  her  qnlckly  back  again 
To  lay  aeae  mair  below  my  head. 


VI. 


A  cod  she  laid  below  my  head, 
And  served  me  wi'  due  respect ; 

And  to  aalttte  her  wi'  a  kiss, 
I  pat  my  arms  abont  her  neck. 


VII. 


*'  Hand  aff  yonr  hands,  yoong  man,"  she  says, 

M  And  dinna  sae  nnclvU  be : 
If  ye  hae  onie  love  for  me, 

O  wrang  na  my  virginitie  V* 


VIII. 

Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o'  gowd, 
Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie ; 

Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine, 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

XX. 

Her  bosom  was  the  driven  snaw, 
Twa  drifted  heaps  sae  fair  to  see; 

Her  limbs  the  polish'd  marble  stane. 
The  laas  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

z. 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  agun. 

And  ay  she  wist  na  what  to  say ; 
I  laid  her  between  me  and  the  wa'— 

The  lassie  thoaght  na  lang  till  day. 

XI. 

Upon  the  morrow  when  we  rose, 
I  thank'd  her  for  her  conrtesie ; 

Bat  aye  she  blush'd,  and  aye  she  sigh'd, 
And  said,  **  Alas !  ye've  rain'd  me." 

XII. 

I  clasp'd  her  waist,  and  kiss'd  her  syne, 
l¥hile  the  tear  stood  twinklin'  in  her  e'e ; 

I  said,  *<  My  lassie,  dinna  cry. 
For  ye  ay  shall  mak  the  bed  to  me." 

ZIII. 

She  took  her  mither's  Holland  sheets. 
And  made  them  a'  in  sarks  to  me : 

Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be, 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

XIV. 

The  bonnie  lass  made  the  bed  to  me, 
The  braw  lass  made  the  bed  to  me  : 

rn  ne'er  forget  till  the  day  I  die. 
The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me ! 


CLX. 

SAE  FAB  AWA. 

Tone— «  DaikeUh  Maiden  Bridg:'* 

[Thia  aong  wai  NBt  to  tha  Muaaam  by  Bania,  in  his 
own  handwriting.] 

X. 
0,  SAD  and  heavy  shonld  I  part. 

But  for  her  sake  sae  far  awa ; 
Unknowing  what  my  way  may  thwart, 

My  native  land  sae  far  awa. 
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Thou  that  of  a'  thiags  Maker  art, 
That  fona*d  this  tiair  aae  iar  awa» 

Gie  body  streiigtb,  then  TU  ne'«r  start 
At  t)uii  vy  way  saa  far  awa. 

II. 
How  true  is  Ioto  to  pure  desert. 

So  loYe  to  her,  sae  far  awa : 
And  ^locht  can  heal  my  bosom's  smar^ 

WhUe»  oh !  she  is  sae  far  awa. 
Kane  other  lore,  nane  other  dart, 

I  feel  but  hers,  sae  far  awa ; 
But  fairer  never  touch*d  a  heart 

Than  hers,  the  fbir  sae  far  awa. 


CLXI. 

I'LL  AY  CA'  IN  BY  YON  TOWN. 

Tune— *'/'ff  ffoe  nae  motr  to  yon  town.* 


19 


[Jean  Annoar  inipirod  this  vary  iwMt  long.  Sir 
Harris  Nicolas  says  it  is  printed  in  Cromak's  Reliqnes : 
it  was  first  printed  in  the  Bfnseum.] 

I. 
I'll  ay  oa'  in  by  yon  town, 

And  by  yon  garden  green,  again ; 
I'll  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town, 

And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 
There's  nane  sail  ken,  there's  nane  sail  guess, 

What  brings  me  back  the  gate  again ; 
But  she  my  fairest  faithAi'  lass, 

And  stownlins  we  sail  meet  again. 

II. 

She'll  wander  by  the  ^ken  tree. 

When  trysUn-time  draws  near  again ; 
And  when  her  loTely  form  I  see, 

0  haith,  she's  doubly  dear  ag^  I 
m  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town. 

And  by  yon  garden  green,  again ; ' 
ru  ay  ca'  in  by  yon  town, 

And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 


CLXIL 

0,  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOWN. 

Tune—"  ril  ay  ea*  in  by  yon  town,** 

[The  beantifal  Lucy  Johnstone,  married  to  Oswald, 
of  Aaehencraive,  was  the  heroine  of  this  song :  it  was 
not,  howerer,  composed  expressly  in  hononr  of  her 
charms.    *<  As  I  was  a  good  deal  pleased,**  he  says  in  a 


letter  to  9yme,  <<  with  my  perfonnsnee,  I,  to  my  first  ^ 
Tonr,  thought  of  sending  U  to  Mrs.  Oswald.**  Be  seat 
it  to  the  Museum,  perhaps  also  to  the  lady.] 

CROKVS. 

0,  WAT  ye  wha's  in  yon  town. 
Ye  see  the  e'enin  sun  npon  t 

The  fkirest  dame's  inyoatowBi 
That  e'enin  sun  is  shinfaigon. 


Now  haply  down  yon  gay  g;reen  shaw. 
She  wanders  by  yoi>  spreading  tree; 

How  blest  ye  flow'rs  that  round  her  Uaw, 
I'e  catch  the  glances  o'  her  e'e ! 

XI. 

How  blest  ye  birds  that  round  her  nng, 
And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year ! 

And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring. 
The  season  to  my  Lucy  dear. 

XII. 

The  sun  blinks  blithe  on  yon  town, 
And  on  yon  bonnie  braes  of  Ayr ; 

But  my  delight  in  yon  town, 
And  dearest  bliss,  is  Lucy  fkir. 

IV. 

Without  my  love,  not  a'  the  charms 
0'  Paradise  could  yield  me  joy; 

But  gie  me  Lucy  in  my  arms. 
And  welcome  Lapland's  dreary  sky ! 


My  care  wad  be  a  loTcr's  bower, 
Tho*  raging  winter  rent  the  air ; 

And  she  a  loTcly  little  flower. 
That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 

VI. 

0  sweet  is  she  in  yon  town» 

Yon  sinkin  sun's  gaae  down  vipwk. ; 
A  fidrer  than's  in  yon  town 
His  setting  beam  ne'er  shone  upon. 

vxi. 

If  angry  fate  is  sworn  my  foe, 
And  suffering  I  am  doom'd  to  bear; 

1  careless  quit  aught  else  below. 

But  spare  me— spare  me,  Lucy  dear ! 

vixi. 

For  while  life's  dearest  blood  is  warm, 
Ae  thought  firae  her  shall  ne'«r  depart 


Aad  alM-*a8  fairwi  ia  her  form ! 
She  bM  the  truest,  kindest  heart ! 
O,  wat  ye  wha*B  in  yon  town, 
Te  see  the  e*enin  son  npon  ? 
The  fairest  dame's  in  yon  town 
That  e'enin  son  is  shining  on. 


CLXUI. 

O  MAY,  THY  MORN. 
•"  May,  thy  mom,* 


zz. 

May  he  whose  arms  shall  fanld  thy  charms 

Possess  a  leal  and  tme  heart ; 
To  him  be  giren  to  keir  the  hearen 

He  grasps  in  Polly  Stewart 
0  loYely  Polly  Stewart  I 

0  charming  Polly  Stewart! 
There's  ne'er  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May 

That's  half  so  sweet  as  thon  art 


ft 


[Oar  lyrical  legends  aisign  the  inspiration  of  tliit  strain 
to  the  neeomplished  Clarinda.  It  has  been  omitted  by 
Chanbers  in  hia  •<  People's  Edition"  of  Bums.] 

Z. 
0  Mat,  thy  mom  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 

As  the  mirk  night  o'  December; 
For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine, 

And  priTate  was  the  chamber: 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name. 

Bat  I  will  ay  remember. 
And  dear  was  she  I  dare  na  name, 

Bnt  I  will  ay  remember. 

ZL 

And  here's  to  them,  that,  like  onrsel. 

Can  pnsh  abont  the  jorum ; 
And  here's  to  them  that  wish  ns  weel. 

May  a'  that's  guid  watch  o'er  them. 
And  here's  to  them  we  dare  na  tell. 

The  dearest  o'  the  qnomm. 
And  here's  to  them  we  dare  na  tell. 

The  dearest  o'  the  qnomm ! 


OLXIT. 

LOVELY   P.OLLY  STEWART. 

Tone—"  re*re  weUame,  Ckariu  Stewart." 

(Tba  poet's  f  was  on  VoMf  Stewart,  bot  hia  mind 
mtmM  to  hare  been  with  G3iarlie  Stewart,  and  the  Jacob- 
IM  ballads,  vbaa  be  penned  these  words  j— they  are  ia 
IheMaaaan.] 

z. 
0  z^TSLT  Polly  Stewart! 

0  charming  Polly  Stewart ! 
There's  not  a  flower  that  blooms  in  May 

That's  half  so  fair  as  thou  art 
The  flower  it  blaws,  it  fbdes  and  fa's. 

And  art  can  ne'er  renew  it; 
But  worth  and  troth  eternal  youth 

WiU  gire  to  PoUy  Stewart 


CLXV. 

THE   HIGHLAND   LADDIE. 
Txm9—**I/thou*Uplay  me  fair  play." 

[A  long  and  wearisome  ditty,  called  «  The  Highland 
Lad  and  Lowland  Lassie,**  which  Bums  compressed  into 
these  stanzas,  for  Johnson's  Maseum-l 

z. 
Thx  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 
Wore  a  plaid,  and  was  fa'  braw, 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 
On  his  head  a  bonnet  bine, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ; 
His  royal  heart  was  firm  and  tme, 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 

zz. 
Trumpets  sound,  and  cannons  roar, 

Bonnie  lassie.  Lowland  lassie  ; 
And  a'  the  hills  wi'  echoes  roar, 

Bonnie  Lowland  lassie. 
Glory,  honour,  now  invite,  • 

Bonnie  lassie.  Lowland  lassie. 
For  ftreedom  and  my  king  to  fight, 

Bonnie  Lowland  lassie. 

izz. 
The  sun  a  backward  course  shall  take, 

Bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 
Ere  aught  thy  manly  courage  shake, 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. 
Go,  for  yourself  procure  renown, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ; 
And  for  your  lawfUl  king,  his  crown, 

Bonnie  Highland  laddie. . 


1 
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CLXVI. 

ANNA,  THT  CHABMS. 
Time—**  Botmie  Mary.* 


»» 


[The  hMoine  of  thii  short,  iwset  looff  if  nnkaowB :  it 
WM  iutrtMi  IB  the  thizd  editaon  of  his  Poems.] 

AsTHA,  thy  chftrms  mj  bosom  fire, 

And  waste  my  soul  with  care ; 
Biit  ah  !  how  bootless  to  admire^ 

When  Cated  to  despair ! 
Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  fair, 

To  hope  may  be  forgiv'n ; 
For  sore  'twere  impiona  to  despair, 

80  mnoh  in  sight  of  HeaVn. 


CLXVII. 

CASSILLIS'  BANKS. 

Tone — [nnkno  wn.  ] 

[It  is  supposed  thst  "  Highland  Mary,"  who  lived 
sometime  on  Csssiliii*s  bt&nks,  is  the  heroine  of  these 
verses.] 

I. 
Now  bank  an*  brae  are  daith'd  in  green. 

An*  scatter'd  cowslips  sweetly  spring ; 
By  Girran's  fairy-haunted  stream. 

The  birdies  flit  on  wanton  wing. 
To  Cassillis*  banks  when  e*ening  fa's. 

There  wi'  my  Mary  let  me  flee, 
There  catch  her  ilka  glance  of  love. 

The  bonnie  blink  0*  Mary's  e'e ! 

II. 

The  chield  wha  boasts  0*  warld's  walth 

Is  aften  laird  0*  meikle  care ; 
But  Mary  she  is  a*  my  ain — 

Ah  i  fortune  canna  pe  me  mair. 
Then  let  me  range  by  Cassillis'  banks, 

Wi'  her,  the  lassie  dear  to  me. 
And  catch  her  ilka  glance  0*  love. 

The  bonnie  blink  o'  Mary's  e'e  I 


theNithtotheDee:  biittoflMDee,ifaepoeCipdk«li 
his  own  person,  no  sueh  infincneeB  conld  betoof.] 


To  thee,  loVd  Nith,  thy  gladsome  plaias. 
Where  late  wi'  careless  thought  I  laag'd, 

Though  prest  wi'  eare  and  sunk  inwoe^ 
To  thee  I  bring  a  heart  nnchaog'd. 


II. 


I  love  thee,  Nith,  thy  banks  and  braes, 
Tho*  mem'ry  there  my  bosom  tear ; 

For  there  he  rov**!  th*t  brake  nj  heart, 
Yet  to  that  heart,  ah!  still  how  dearf 


CLXym. 

TO  THEE,  LOVED  NITH. 
Tune — [unknown.  ] 

[There  are  seyersl  variatlonB  extant  of  these  Terses, 
and  among  others  one  which  tiaasflBrs  the  praise  from 


CLXIX. 

BANNOCKS  0'  BARLEY. 
Tune—"  The  KOloffie,*' 

["This  song  is  in  the  Mnsenm,'*  says  Sir  Harris  Nleolii, 
**  but  withont  Bams*s  name."  Bnms  took  op  an  old  vogt 
and  letting  some  of  the  old  words  stand,  inftised  a  Jseohtt* 
spirit  into  it,  wrote  it  out,  and  sent  it  to  ths  Mateua.] 

I. 

BANNocks  0'  bear  meal. 

Bannocks  0*  barley ; 
Here's  to  the  Highl&ndman's 

Bannocks  0'  barley. 
Wha  in  a  brulsie 

Will  first  cry  a  parley  ? 
Never  the  lads  wi' 

The  bannocks  0'  barley. 

II. 

Bannocks  0'  bear  meal, 

Bannocks  0'  barley ; 
Here's  to  the  lads  wi' 

The  bannocks  0'  barley. 
Wha  in  his  wae-days 

Were  loyal  to  Charlie  ? 
Wha  but  the  lads  wi'' 

The  bannocks  0'  bariey  f 


CLXX. 

HEE  BALOU. 

Tune—*'  The  IRffhhnd  BtOou:* 

[«PabUahed  in  the  Masleal  Mnsenm,*'  sny*  Sir  Baizil 
Nioolas, "  bat  withont  the  name  or  the  author.**   It  is  as 
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S£;i:^r*""\'^""  byB«ni.,«uI  «nt  to 
»•  MofMrn  ia  hu  own  Uadwritu^.] 

X. 
Ht«  bftlon  I  my  sweet  wee  Donald, 
PIctur©  o'  the  great  Clanronald ; 
BimwUe  kena  our  wanton  chief 
Wha  got  my  yonng  Highland  thief. 

zi. 
Leeie  me  on  thy  bonnie  eraigle, 
An'  thou  Uto,  thon'll  steal  a  naigie : 
Trmwl  the  eonntxy  thro*  and  thro*, 
And  bring  hame  a  Carlisle  cow. 

III. 

Thro' the  Lawlanda,  o'er  the  border, 
Weel,  my  babie,  may  thou  forder : 
Herry  the  lonus  o'  the  laigh  countree, 
Syne  to  the  Highlands  hame  to  me. 


CLXXI. 

WAE  IS  MT  HEABT. 

Tone-."  WaeismS  ^«rt." 

(ConpoMd,  it  ia  Mid,  at  the  request  of  Clarke,  the 
auiei»,  wiw  felt,  or  imagined  be  felt,  K,me  pang,  of 

SSL^^ol?  "^••^  ^""^  "^'"^  '-  '''"^•' 

I. 

Wa»  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  e'e  ; 
I^&  !•»&  joy's  been  a  stranger  to  me ; 
Fcnaken  and  friendless,  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  roice  of  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my 


II. 

Lore,  thou  hast  pleasures,  and  deep  hae  I  lored  ; 

Lore,  thou  hast  sorrows,  and  sair  hae  I  proTcd ; 

B«l  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my 

breast, 

I  ean  feel  by  its  throbbings  wiU  soon  be  at  rest. 

III. 
^Jf  I  were  hap^,  where  happy  I  hae  been, 
''©wii  by  yon  stream,  and  yon  bonnie  casUe 
green;  i 

For  tiMre  he  is  wand^ing,  and  musing  on  me, 
Wh*  w»d  ioon  diy  the  tear  frae  his  Phillis's  e'e. 


CIXXII. 


HERE'S  HIS  HEALTH  IN  WATER. 
Tune—"  The  Job  o/jaumey^work» 

tBurna  took  the  hint  of  this  K>ng  from  an  older  and  len 
decoroua  atrain,  and  wrote  theee  woida,  it  has  be«i  taid 
in  humoroui  allusion  to  the  condition  in  which  Jean  Ar' 
moarfoand  herself  before  marriage;  a.  If  Bonia  conid 
be  capable  of  anything  «,  insulting.  The  woida  ate  ia 
the  Museum.] 

Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

An'  tho'  he  be  the  fautor; 
Altho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa'. 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water  I 
0!  wae  gae  by  his  wanton  sides, 

Sae  brawlie  he  could  flatter; 
TUl  for  his  sake  I'm  slighted  sair, 

And  dree  the  kintra  clatter. 
But  tho'  my  back  be  at  the  wa', 

And  tho*  he  be  the  fautor; 
But  tho'  my  baek  be  at  the  wa', 

Yet  here's  his  health  in  water  I 


CLXxm. 


MY  PEGOrS  PACE. 
Tune—  "ify  Pe^^*g  Paee.*' 

[Composed  in  honour  of  MissMargaret  ChebBen.  after, 
wards  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay,  one  of  the  wisest,  and.  it  ia  nid 
the  wittiest  of  all  the  poet's  lady  correspoiden^  Bu™.! 
in  the  note  in  which  he  communicated  it  to  Johnson,  said 
he  had  a  strong  private  reason  for  wishing  it  to  aproor 
in  the  second  volume  of  the  Museum.] 

I. 

Mt  Peggy's  face,  my  Peggy's  form. 
The  frost  of  hermit  age  might  warm; 
My  Peggy's  worth,  my  Peggy's  mind. 
Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind. 
I  lore  my  Peggy's  angel  air. 
Her  face  so  truly,  heay'nly  fair. 
Her  native  grace  so  void  of  art. 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart 

II. 
The  Uly's  hue,  the  rose's  dye. 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye ; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway! 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay  I 
The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear. 
The  gen'rous  purpose,  nobly  dear. 
The  gentle  look,  that  rage  disarmft^ 
These  are  all  immortal  charms. 


\ 
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OLxxiy. 

GLOOMT  DECEMBER. 

Tone—"  Wandering  WUlie," 

[ThMe  TerMi  wer9|  it  ii  laid,  inspirad  bf  Glarbda, 
mnd  rnnit  be  taken  as  a  record  of  hU  feelinga  at  parting 
with  one  dear  to  him  to  the  lateet  momenta  of  eziitenee 
—the  Mn.  Mac  of  many  a  toaat,  both  in  aeriont  and  fee- 
live  honn.] 

Z. 

Akcb  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December! 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee  iri'  sorrow  and  care : 
Sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remember, 

Parting  wi'  Kancy,  oh  I  ne*er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  loTers'  parting  is  sweet  painful  pleasure, 

Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  soft  parting  hour ; 
But  the  dire  feeUng,  0  farewell  for  ever  I 

Is  anguish  unmingled,  and  agony  pure. 

ZL 

Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 

'Till  the  last  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown, 
Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom, 

Since  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  is  gone! 
Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 

Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi*  sorrow  and  care ; 
For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  me  remem- 
ber. 

Parting  wi'  Nanoy,  oh !  ne*er  to  meet  mair. 


CLXXV. 

Mr  LADY'S  GOWN,  THERE'S  GAIBS 

UPON'T. 

Tune—"  Ortffft  jRjpw." 

[Moit  of  tbie  aong  {•  ftom  the  pen  of  Baru:  he  cor- 
rected the  improprietiee,  and  ialteeed  lome  of  hii  own 
lyric  genial  into  the  old  strainf  and  printed  the  remit  in 
the  Mnieam.] 

Z. 

My  lady's  gown,  there's  gairs  upon't, 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't ; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinet. 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  midr  upon't. 
My  lord  a-hundng  he  is  gane, 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi'  him  are  none ; 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game, 
If  Colin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 

zz. 

My  lady's  white,  my  lady's  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  CassilUs'  blnde ; 


But  her  ten-pnnd  lands  o'  toeher  guid 
Were  a'  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 


zzz. 


Out  o'er  yon  muir,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor-^ooks  thro'  the  heather  pass, 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonnie  lass, 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 


ZY. 

Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty 
Like  music  notes  o'  loTers*  hynuts : 
The  diamond  dew  is  her  een  sae  blue, 
Where  laughing  lote  sae  wnntOA  tvims. 

V. 

My  lady's  dink,  my  lady's  drest, 
The  flower  and  fancy  o'  the  west; 
But  the  lassie  that  a  man  lo'es  best, 
0  that's  the  lass  to  make  htm  blest 
My  lady's  gown,  there's  gain  upon't, 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinet, 
My  lord  thinks  meikle  mair  upon't. 


CLXXVI. 

AMANG  THE  TBEE8. 

Tune—"  The  Kin^  of  France^  A«  rad$  a  ftKc" 

[Bums  wrote  these  vereee  in  aeon  ot  tboee)  tad  thfT 
are  many,  who  prefer 

"  The  capon  crawa  and  queer  ha  ha's  !'* 

of  emaeenlated  Italy  to  the  original  and  ddieioai  tin, 
Highland  and  Ziowland,  of  old  Caledonia:  Che  aong  iie 
fragment— the  more*a  the  pity.] 

Z. 
Amaxo  the  trees,  where  humming  bees 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  0, 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone, 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing;  0 ; 
'Twas  pibroch,  sang,  strathspey,  or  reels, 

She  dirl'd  them  aff  f^'  clearly,  0, 
When  there  cam  a  yell  o'  foreign  squeels. 

That  dang  her  tapsalteerie,  0. 

zz. 
Their  capon  craws  and  queer  ha  ha*8, 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  eerie,  O; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  pike, 

'Till  we  were  wae  and  weary,  0; 
But  a  royal  ghaist  wha  anee  wis  eas^d 

A  prisoner  aughteen  year  awa, 
He  fir'd  a  fiddler  in  the  north 

That  dang  them  tapsalteerie,  0. 
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OLZxyn. 

THE  GOWPEN  LOCKS  OF  ANNA. 

Tone — "  Banki  of  Batma. " 

[**  Abim  with  the  golden  locki,"  one  of  the  afetandaat 
meideQe  in  Banu'i  howffi  in  Bnmfriei,  wuyenr  fair  and 
Tery  tncteMe,  uid|  as  may  ba  aanniMd  from  the  BOBf , 
bad  otbar  pratty  waya  to  render  heraelf  afreeable  to  the 
tnatooMn  than  theeerring  of  wine.  Bnmareeomnieiided 
lUa  aoof  to  Thomaoa;  and  one  of  hie  editora  makea  him 
vy,  <*I  think  thia  ie  one  of  the  best  love-aoBfs I  erer 
eompoeed,"  but  these  are  not  the  words  of  Boms  j  this 
aon^ndiction  is  made  openly,  lest  it  should  be  thonght 
that  the  bard  had  the  bad  taste  to  prefer  this  strain  to 
doasM  of  otiMfi  nor*  liaiple,  more  impassioned,  tad 
Boreaatuml.] 

I. 

TanssBV  I  had  %  pint  o'  iniiev 

A  pUee  where  body  saw  n»' ; 
Tcatreen  Uy  <m  iUf  breest  o'  mine 

The  gowden  loekB  of  Anna. 
The  hnngiry  Jew  in  wHderneas 

S^oicittg  o'er  his  y»%?iTif^ 
Wm  Bsething  to  my  hinny  Uin 

Ujpon  the  Upe  of  Annn. 

II. 

Te  monarche  tak  the  eaat  and  west, 

f^ae  Indus  to  Savannah  1 
Qie  me  within  my  straining  grasp    • 

The  melting  form  of  Anna. 
There  ni  despise  imperial  oharms. 

An  empress  or  sultana. 
While  dying  raptures  in  her  anns 

I  g^To  and  take  with  Anna  I 

III. 

Awa,  thoa  flannting  god  o'  day ! 

Awa,  thoa  pale  Diana ! 
Uk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray, 

When  Fm  to  meet  my  Anna. 
Come,  in  thy  raten  plnmage,  night  t 

Snn,  moon,  and  stars  withdrawn  a' ; 
And  bring  an  angel  pen  to  write 

My  transports  wl*  my  Anna  t 

The  kixk  an'  state  may  Join  and  tell- 
To  do  sie  things  I  mannna : 

The  kirk  and  state  may  gang  to  hell. 
And  ni  gae  to  my  Anna. 

She  is  the  sunshine  of  my  e'e, 
To  Uto  bnt  her  I  oanna: 

Had  I  on  earth  bnt  wishes  three, 
The  flrst  should  be  mj  Anna. 


CLXXVin. 

MY  AIN  KIND  DEABIB  0. 

[This  is  the  first  soi%  composed  by  Bnns  Ibr  the 
national  colleetion  of  Thomaoa :  it  was  written  in  Octo- 
ber, 1798.  "  On  reading  over  the  Lea-rig,"  he  says, « I 
Immediately  set  about  trying  my  hand  on  it,  and,  after 
all,  I  eonld  make  nothing  more  of  it  than  the  foUowii^.** 
The  first  and  second  Tcrses  were  only  sent :  Bnms  added 
the  third  and  last  Terse  in  December.) 

I. 

Wmx  o*er  the  hill  the  eastern  star 

Tells  bnghttn-time  is  near,  my  jo ; 
And  owsen  frae  the  fnrrow'd  fteld 

Betun  sae  dowf  and  weary,  0 1 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  soented  birks ' 

Wl'  dew  are  hanging  olear,  my  jo; 
ru  meet  thee  on  the  lea-iig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0 ! 

II. 
In  mirkest  glen,  at  midnight  honr, 

I'd  roTo,  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  0 ; 
If  thro'  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee, 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0 1 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wUd, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  wearie,  0, 
rd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0 1 

III. 

The  hunter  lo'es  the  morning  sun. 

To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  jo; 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeks  the  glen, 

Alang  the  bum  to  steer,  my  jo ; 
Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloamin  gray. 

It  maks  my  heart  sae  oheexy,  0, 
To  meet  thee  on  the  lea-ring, 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0 1 


CLXXIX. 
TO  MABT  CAMPBELL. 

[*<  la  my  very  early  years,*'  sayy  Bnms  to  Thomson 
"when  I  waa  thinking  of  going  to  the  West  Indiee,  I 
took  the  followii^  farewell  of  a  dear  girl.  Toe  mnal 
know  that  all  my  earlier  lore-songs  were  the  breathing! 
of  anient  passion,  and  thoogh  it  might  hare  been  easy  in 
after  times  to  hi^e  given  them  a  polish,  yet  that  pollal^ 
to  me,  would  haTC  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart,  so 

I  For  «  sQtated  biiks,*  *  in  some  oopiee,  «<  birkaa  bade.** 


Jl 
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faithfollx  inieribed  on  them.  Their  vaeoath  liiBpUoitjr 
was,  81  they  say  o^nrinei,  their  nee.**  The  heroiiie  of 
this  eerlf  compoeitioii  wee  Highlend  ICeiy*] 


I.. 


Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  mj  Maiji 
And  leaTO  old  SooUa's  shore  f 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mazy, 
Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar  ! 


zx. 


0  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  the  orange^ 

And  the  apple  on  the  pine ; 
Bat  a'  the  oharms  o*  the  Indies 

Can  nerer  equal  thine. 


III. 


I  hao  iwom  by  the  Heayens  to  my  Uary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  HeaTons  to  be  tnie ; 

And  sae  may  the  Hearens  forget  me 
When  I  forget  my  tow  I 


XV. 


0  plight  me  yoor  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  me  yonr  lily  white  hand; 

0  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leare  Scotia's  strand. 


V. 


We  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 
In  mutual  affection  to  Join ; 

And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part 
The  hour  and  the  moment  o*  time  I 


usl 


CLXXX. 

THE  WINSOME  WES  THING. 

[These  words  were  written  for  Thomson:  or  nther 
made  extempore.  "  I  might  give  yon  something  mof 
profound,"  says  the  poet,  "  jret  it  might  not  nit  the 
light-horM  gidlop  of  the  air,  so  well  as  this  random 
clink.**] 

X. 
Sri  is  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing. 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mine* 


XL 

I  nerer  eaw  a  fairer, 
I  noTer  lo'ed  a  dearer ; 
And  niest  my  heart  I'll  wear  her, 
For  fear  my  Jewel  tine. 


XXX. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wifs  o*  mine. 

XT. 

The  warld's  wrack  we  share  o't, 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o't; 
Wi'  her  Fll  blythely  bear  it, 
'  And  think  my  lot  diTine. 


0E2XZI. 

BONNIE  LESLEY. 

["Ihaye  Jost,**  nys  Bvns to Thomsoa, " beea took* 
ing  over  the  <  Collier's  bonnie  Danghter,*  and  If  ths  fol* 
lowing  rfaapeody,  which  I  eompoeed  the  other  day,  os  a 
charming  Ayrshire  girt,  Kisa  Iioslie  Baillia,  as  she  pansd 
through  this  place  to  England,  will  snit  yonr  taste  bsttsr 
than  the  Collier  lassie,  fkll  on  and  weteome.*'  TUi 
lady  was  soon  afterwards  married  to  Mr.  Camt^,  of 
Logie.] 


0  SAW  ye  bonnie  Led^ 
As  she  ga'ed  o'er  the  border  7 
•  She's  gane,  like  Alexander, 

To  spread  her  oonquests  UMatt. 


XI. 

To  see  her  is  to  lore  her. 
And  loTC  but  her  for  erer; 

For  Natore  made  her  what  she  is. 
And  nerer  made  anitherl 

XXX. 

Thou  art  a  queen,  f  lUr  Lesley, 
Thy  subjects  we,  before  thee: 

Thou  art  divine,  t$xt  Leslsyt 
The  hearts  o*  men  adore  thee. 

XV. 

The  deil  he  could  na  eoaith  thee. 
Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee ; 

He'd  look  Into  thy  bonnie  fisee» 
And  say,  "I  esnna  wrang  thee 


»• 


Y. 


The  powers  aboon  will  tent  thee; 

Misfortune  sha'  na  steer  thee : 
Thou'rt  like  themselTCS  so  lorely^ 

That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  tbcc. 
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▼  I. 


Betam  ftgain,  fair  Lesley, 

Setnm  to  Caledonie ; 
That  we  may  brag,  we  hae  a  lass 

There's  nane  again  eae  boimie. 


CLXXXII. 

HIGHLAND   MABY. 

Tmit—'*  Katherine  Ogie.'^ 

[Bfary  GteapteU,  of  wfaoM  worth  aad  bMoty  Bam 
V  with  Mch  dMp  fMlinf ,  wm  the  daughter  of  a 
Bariaar,  who  lived  U  Oreenoek.  She  became  aeqoaiated 
with  the  poet  while  on  aenrice  at  the  eoetle  of  Mont- 
foaoery,  aad  their  atroUt  in  the  woods  end  their  roaming 
tryalea  only  aerred  to  deepen  and  Mttlo  their  affeetioni. 
their  lore  had  much  of  the  lolema  aa  well  ae  of  the  ro- 
:  oa  the  day  of  thair  Mparation  tbef  plighted  their 
teal  fiuth  by  the  exchange  of  Biblei :  they  atood  with 
a  mnniag-atrMm  between  them,  and  liAing  np  water  in 
their  haada  vowed  love  while  woodi  grew  and  wateri  ran. 
Tha  Bible  which  the  poet  gave  waa  elegantly  boond : 
<  Ye  ehall  not  aweor  by  my  name  falaely,*  was  written 
m  tha  bold  Manchline  hand  of  Bame,  and  underneath 
vraa  hie  name,  and  hia  mark  aa  a  freemaaon.  They  parted 
to  aaeeC  no  more :  Mary  Campbell  waa  carried  off  and* 
Acaly  by  a  bvmiag  fever,  and  the  fint  intimation  which 
the  poet  had  of  her  fate,  waa  when,  it  ia  aaid,  he  viaited 
her  firienda  to  meet  her  on  her  return  from  (>9Wal,  whi- 
ther ahe  ked  gone  to  make  arrangementa  for  her  mar- 
riage. The  Bible  ia  in  Uie  keeping  of  her  relatione :  we 
a  lock  of  her  hair ;  it  waa  very  long  and  very 
and  of  a  hoe  deeper  than  the  flaxen.  The  aoeg 
written  for  Thomaon*a  work.] 

I. 
Ta  haaka,  and  braes,  and  streams  aronnd 

The  eastle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  yonr  woods,  and  fair  yonr  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  dromlie ! 
There  Simmer  first  nnfanld  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  farewell 

O*  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

II. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk. 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom. 
As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade 

I  elasp'd  her  to  my  bosom ! 
The  golden  hours,  on  angel  wings. 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life, 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary  I 


III. 

Wi'  mony  a  tow,  and  lock'd  embrace, 

Cor  parting  was  Ai'  tender ; 
And,  pledj^g  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  onrsels  asunder ; 
But  oh!  fell  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  mpt  my  flower  sae  early  I— 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  oauld's  the  elay, 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  I 

XT. 

0  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips 

I  aft  hae  kissed  sae  fondly  1 
And  clos'd  for  ay  the  sparkling  glanee 

That  dwelt  on  me  sae  kindly ! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust, 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly— 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  oore 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary  I 


GLXXXm. 

AULB  BOB  MOBBIS. 

[The  Btarting  linea  of  thia  aong  are  from  one  of  bo  little 
merii  in  Ramaay'a  collection :  the  old  atrain  ia  aareaatie ; 
the  new  atrain  ia  tender :  it  waa  written  for  Thoeaeon.] 

I. 

Tans's  auld  Bob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon 

glen, 
He's  the  king  o'  guid  feUows  and  wale  of  auld 

men; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  eofflBrs,  he  has  owsea  and 

kine, 
And  ae  bonnie  lasrie,  his  darling  and  mine. 


II. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  eVning  amang  the  new  hiqr ; 
Aa  biythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lamb  on  the  lea. 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  e'e. 

III. 

But  oh  1  she's  an  hdress,— auld  Bobin'a  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  oot^houaa  and 

yard; 
A  wooer  like  me  maunna  hope  to  eome  speed ; 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  niU  soon  be  my 

dead. 
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IV. 

The  day  oomei  to  me,  but  delight  brings  me 

nane; 
The  night  oomee  to  me,  bnt  my  rest  it  is  gane : 
I  wander  my  lane  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist, 
And  I  ugh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my 

breast 

r. 

0  had  the  bnt  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

1  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  npon 

me! 
0,  how  past  desofiving  had  then  been  my  bliss, 
As  now  my  distraotion  no  words  can  express ! 


CLXXXIV. 
DUNCAN   GRAY. 


[Thii  Duncan  Qnj  of  Barns,  hai  nothing  in  oommon 
With  th«  wild  old  ion;  of  that  name,  nye  the  fint  line,  and 
a  part  of  the  third,  neither  hai  it  anf  share  in  the  lenti- 
menta  of  an  earlier  atrain,  with  the  aame  title,  by  the 
laad.    It  waa  written  for  the  woric  of  Thomson.] 

I. 
DiTHOAN  Gray  cam  here  to  woo, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t ; 
On  blythe  yule  night  when  we  were  fou. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t. 
Maggie  ooost  her  head  fu'  high, 
Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh, 
Qart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 

II. 
Duncan  fleech'd,  and  Duncan  pray'd, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Duncan  sigh'd  buth  out  and  in, 
Orat  his  een  baith  bleerH  and  blin', 
Spak  o'  lowpin  o'er  a  linn ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t 

III. 
Time  and  chance  are  but  a  Ude, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 
Slighted  loTC  is  sair  to  bide. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quoth  he,' 
For  a  haughty  hixsie  die  f 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  me ! 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 


IT. 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't ; 
Meg  grew  sick — ^as  he  grew  heal. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  ugh  she  brings : 
And  Og  her  een,  they  spak  aie 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 

T. 

« 
Dnnean  was  a  lad  o'  graoe, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't; 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoor'd  his  wrath; 
Now  they're  erouse  and  canty  baith, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 


CLXXXV. 

0  POORTITH  CAULD. 

Tune—"  I  had  a  kane.*' 

[Jean  Lorimer,  the  Chloria  and  the  «  Lassie  with  the 
lint-white  locks'*  of  Bams,  was  the  keioiae  of  this  az- 
qnisite  lyric:  she  waa  at  that  time  very  yoaz«;  her 
shape  was  fine,  and  her  "dimpled  cheek  and  chaciy 
ipa"  wUl  be  long  rememberod  in  Nithadale.] 

I. 

0  POOBTiTH  cauld,  and  restless  lore, 

Te  wreck  my  peace  between  ye; 
Yet  poortith  a'  I  could  forgive, 
An'  twere  na'  for  my  Jeanie. 
0  why  should  fate  sic  pleasure  hare. 

Life's  dearest  bands  untwining  ? 
Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  aa  lore 
Depend  on  fortune's  shining  7 

IX. 

This  warld's  wealth  when  I  tUsk  on. 
It's  pride,  and  a'  the  lare  o't— 

Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man. 
That  he  should  be  the  slare  o't! 

III. 

Her  een  sae  bonnie  blue  betray 

How  she  repays  my  passion ; 
But  prudence  is  her  o'erword  ay, 

She  talks  of  rank  and  fashion. 
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XT. 

0  vha  can  prudence  tiiink  npon. 

And  ^0  » lassie  bj  him  T 
0  wha  can  prudence  think  upon, 

And  sae  in  tnjt  as  I  am  T 

T. 

How  Ueai  the  humble  cotter's  fate  !< 

He  wooee  his  simple  dearie ; 
The  AUj  bo^esy  wealth  and  state. 
Can  nerer  make  them  eerie.  ^ 

O  whj  should  Fate  sic  pleasure  hsTe, 

Life's  deareet  bands  untwining  7 
Or  why  sae  sweet  a  flower  as  love 
Depend  on  Fortune's  shining? 


GALLA  WATER. 

(*<  GcUa  Watw'*  ii  aa  improrad  rarrioii  of  an  Mrliar 
bf  Bant :  bat  both  loiiga  ow  ■oma  of  thair  attrac- 
tioaa  to  aa  oktor  itmiii,  wldeh  tha  aacqnitita  air  haa  laada 
popular  own  tha  world.   It  waa  writtan  for  ThontoB.] 


Thseb's  brawy  braw  lads  on  Tarrow  braes. 
That  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather ; 

But  Tarrow  braes  nor  Ettriok  shaws 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  Water. 

II. 

Bat  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  lo'e  him  better ; 

And  ni  be  his,  and  he*U  be  mine, 
The  bonnie  lad  o'  Galla  Water. 

« 
III. 

Utho'  his  daddie  was  nae  lidrd. 
And  tho*  I  hae  nae  meikle  tocher ; 

f  €i  rich  In  kindest,  truest  lore. 
Well  tent  our  flocks  b  j  Galla  Water. 

IV. 

Ii  ac^er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth, 
T^al  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure ; 

Tha  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  lore, 
O  that's  the  chiefeii  warid's  treasure  t 


re^i 


GLXXXVn. 

LORD  GREGORT. 

[Dr.  Woleot  wrota  a  Lord  Gregory  for  Tbonsoa'i 
eoUaettoni  in  imitation  of  which  Bama  wrota  hii,  aad 
tha  Engliihman  complained,  with  an  oath,  that  tha 
Beotehmaa  loaght  to  rob  him  of  tha  merit  of  Idu  eompo- 
iition.  Woleot*!  eong  waa,  indeed,  wiittaa  firat,  bat 
they  are  both  bat  imitations  of  that  moit  ezqninta  old  bal- 
lad, "  Fair  Annie  of  Lochryan,"  which  naithar  Woleot 
nor  Bama  yalaed  aa  it  datarrad:  it  far  anipaaMS  boti^ 
thair  longa.] 

I. 
0  mKK,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour. 

And  loud  the  tempest's  roar ; 
A  waefii'  wanderer  seeks  thy  tow*r, 

Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door ! 


II. 


i«Tb«  wild^wood  Indian's  Fate,"  in  tha  origiaal  MB, 


An  exile  IVae  her  father's  ha', 
And  a'  for  loring  thee ; 

At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw, 
If  love  it  may  na  be. 


III. 


Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thou  not  the  grore 

By  bonnie  Irwin-side, 
Where  flrst  I  own'd  that  rirgin-loTe 

I  lang,  lang  had  denied  ! 


IV. 


How  often  didst  thou  pledge  and  tow 
Thou  wad  for  ay  be  mine ; 

And  my  fond  heart,  itsd'  sae  true, 
It  ne'er  mistrust  »d  thine* 


V. 


Hard  is  thy  heart,  Lord  Gregory, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast — 
Thou  dart  of  heaven  that  flashest  by, 

0  wilt  thou  glTC  me  rest! 


VI. 


Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above. 

Your  willing  victim  see ! 
But  spare  and  pardon  my  fause  love, 
wrangs  to  heaven  and  me  I 


oLxxxym. 

MARY  MORISON. 

Tune— «*^iasy»y«l." 

[<*  Tha  song  prefixed,"  observes  Barns  to  Thomaoa, 
« la  oaa  of  ray  Javanila  works.   I  lea?a  it  in  your  hands 
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1  do  lot  think  it  Ttry  ranarkable  either  for  iu  merite  or 
Its  demeritp.'*  "  Of  all  the  production!  of  Bnma,*'  my 
Bnslitt, "  the  pethetie  and  aeriooa  loTe-aongi  which  he 
hM  left  btitind  him,  in  the  manner  of  the  old  ballads,  are, 
periutpe,  tfaoM  which  take  the  deepeat  and  meet  laating 
hold  of  the  mind.  Such  are  the  linea  to  Marjr  MoriM>n.'* 
The  eonf  it  rappoaed  to  have  been  written  on  one  of  a 
Ikmily  of  Koriaou  at  Manchline.] 


0  Ma&t,  at  thy  irindow  be, 

It  U  the  wiflh'd,  the  trysted  hour! 
Those  smiles  and  glanees  let  my  see 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor : 
How  bUthely  wad  I  bide  the  stonre, 

A  weary  slaTO  frae  son  to  svn ; 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  seonre, 

The  loTely  Mary  Morisonl 

Testreen,  when  to  the  trembling  string 

The  danoe  gaed  thro'  the  lighted  ha', 
To  thee  my  fkncy  took  its  wing, 

I  sat,  bnt  neither  heard  or  saw : 
Tho'  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw, 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 
I  idgh'd,  and  sud  amang  them  a', 

«  Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison." 

III. 

0  Mary,  canst  thon  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  die? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his, 

Whase  only  fant  is  loving  thee  T 
If  lore  for  love  thon  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thought  nngenUe  canna  be  , 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


OLXXXIX. 


Gome  to  my  bosom,  my  ae  only  dearie, 
And  tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  WEBs  (hi 


same. 


zi. 


WAKDSBING  WILLIE. 

[VZBST  TlBSZOir.] 

[The  idea  of  thla  woug  it  taken  from  Tenn  of  the  aame 
name  pablidhed  by  Herd  t  the  heroine  it  aappoaed  to 
have  been  the  aeeompliihed  Mra.  Riddel.  Erakine  and 
Thomaon  aat  in  Judgment  upon  it,  and,  like  tme  eritiee, 
eqneeied  much  of  the  natural  and  original  aplrit  out  of 
it.  Bnma  approved  of  their  alterationa ;  bat  he  approved, 
no  doubt,  in  bittemeM  of  ipirit.] 

I. 

Hm  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  ^VHUie, 
Now  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa  hame ; 


Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  ov  ptK- 

ing; 
It  was  na  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  mj 

e*e; 

Kow  welcome  the  simmer,  and  welcome  my 

WiUie, 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

ZII. 

Ye  hurricanes,  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbtn  t 
0  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms  1 

Awaken,  ye  breeses,  row  gently,  ye  Ullowe, 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anee  m^  to  my 


ZT. 

But  if  he's  forgotten  his  fidthfolest  Nannie, 
0  still  flow  between  us,  thou  wide  rosrios 
main; 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 
But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  un. 


0X0. 
WANDEBING  WILLIB. 

[last  tbbszor.] 

[Tbia  ia  the  » Waaderinf  WiUie"  m  altered  bf  B> 
akine  and  Thomaoni  and  approved  bj  Baraa,  after  r«ieet- 
ing  aeveral  of  their  emendationa.  Hie  ehaaget  were 
made  chiefly  with  the  view  of  harmooising  the  worda 
with  the  fflnBie'--an  Italian  mode  of  mending  the  hanaoaT 
of  the  human  voice.] 

Z. 
HsBi  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  WHfie, 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  hand  awa  hame ; 
Come  to  my  bosom,  Iby  ain  only  dearie, 

Tell  me  thou  bring*st  me  my  Willie  the  same 


zz. 
Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  caald  at  our 

Fears  for  my  Willie  Hought  tears  in  toj  r^< 
Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  mj  WlUie 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 
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III. 
Stfi»  y  viU  ilormSy  in  the  oave  of  your  Bliim- 
ben» 
How  70vr  droftd  how  ling  a  Iotot  alannt  I 
Waiikfln,  yt  broesM,  row  genay,  ye  biilowa, 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anoe  mair  to  my 


Bot  oil,  if  he's  faitUees,  and  minda  na  his 
Kaanie, 

Flow  BdU  between  na,  then  wide  roaring  main ; 
Ifay  I  nerer  aee  it,  may  I  neT«r  trow  it, 

Bat,  dying,  beUere  tliatmy  WilUe'a  my  ain. 


OXOI. 

OPEN  THE  BOOB  TO  HE,  OHI 

pirrittM  for  Tbomoa*!  eollMtion:  th«  first  Tmtai 
w^aek  ha  wrote  wu  not  happf  in  iti  hannony:  Bnru 
•Itcrad  snd  corrsct«d  it  at  it  now  itaadi,  and  then  nid, 
MI  do  not  know  if  thia  lonf  bo  roally  monded."] 

X. 

Ob,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  show, 

Ob,  open  the  door  to  me,  Oh !> 
Tho*  then  haa  been  false.  Til  erer  proTO  tme, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me.  Oh! 

XL 

Canld  ia  the  blast  npon  my  pale  eheek, 

Bttt  canlder  thy  Ioto  for  me,  Oh  I 
The  frost  that  freeies  the  life  at  my  heart, 

la  non^t  to  my  pdna  firae  thee,  Ohl 

III. 

The  wan  moon  ia  setting  behind  the  white  ware. 

And  time  is  setting  with  me,  Oh ! 
False  friends,  false  lore,  farewell  I  for  mair 

rn  ne'er  tronble  them,  nor  thee,  Ohl 

XT. 

8he  kaa  epen'd  the  door,  she  haa  open'd  it  wide; 

8be  sees  his  pale  eorse  on  the  plain.  Oh  1 
Ify  true  Ioto  I  she  eried,  and  sank  down  by  his 
nde, 

Kerer  to  rise  again.  Oh ! 

I  This  loeond  lino  was  orifiaally— f<ir  loyo  it  may  an 
Kohl'* 


cxon. 

JESSIE. 
Tone— "^onms  Dundee.'* 

[losde  Blaif ,  tho  oldost  danabtor  of  tho  profost  o. 
DomMoo,  wao  tho  horoino  of  this  aoof .  8ho  booamo  a 
wifo  Bad  a  mothor,  tet  diod  oarif  ia  liTo :  aho  is  still  af- 
fiMt&oBatoif  rsmomboiod  ia  hor  aatiYO  placo.] 

X. 

Tnua  hearted  was  he,  the  sad  awain  o'  the 
Tarrow,    • 

And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  o'  the 
Ayr, 
Bnt  by  the  sweet  side  o'  the  Nith's  winding  xiTor^ 

Are  loTora  aa  faithftil,  and  maidena  as  fair : 
To  eqnal  y onng  Jessie  seek  SeoUand  all  oTsr ; 

To  eqnal  yonng  Jeasie  yon  seek  it  in  vain ; 
Grace,  beanty,  and  eleganoe  fetter  her  lorer. 

And  maidenly  modesty  i&xes  the  ohaln. 

XI. 

0,  fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning, 

And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  oTening  close ; 
Bnt  in  the  fair  presence  o'  loTely  yonng  Jessie 

Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Lore  sits  in  her  smile,  a  wixard  ensnaring ;   ' 

Enthron'd  in  her  een  he  deliTers  his  law : 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  slone  is  a  stranger— 

Her  modest  demeanonr's  the  jewel  of  a'  1 


oxcm. 

THE   POOB  AND  HONEST  SODOEB. 

Air— «  The  MOi,  MtU,  0." 

[Burns,  It  is  nid,  oonpoaod  this  song,  oaoo  Tsry  popu- 
lar, OB  boarinf  a  maimsd  soldior  roUto  his  adTonturss, 
at  BrownhiU,  ia  Nithsdalo :  it  waa  publiihod  by  Thorn* 
SOB,  aftor  sugf  ostiaf  somo  altoratioBS,  whieh  wero  pro- 
perly rsjootod.] 

X. 
Whu  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blawn 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning ; 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  Fd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

XI. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  In  my  breast, 
My  hand  nnstain'd  wi'  plunder; 
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And  for  fair  Sootia,  liune  agun* 

I  oheerj  on  did  wander. 
I  thongbt  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thooght  npon  my  Nanpy, 
I  thongbt  npon  the  witehing  amSlo: 

That  canght  my  jontiiM  fanej. 

III. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonny  glen, 

Where  early  life  I  sported; 
I  pass'd  the  mill,  and  trysting  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted : 
Wha  B|)1ll^  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling! 
And  tam*d  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  swelling* 

IV. 

Wi'  altered  Toioe,  qnoth  I,  sweet  lass, 

Sweet  as  yon  hawtfibm's  blossom, 
0 !  happy,  happy,  may  he  be 

That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom  I 
Iffy  purse  is  light,  Fre  far  to  gang, 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 
Pre  serr'd  my  king  and  eountiy  lang^ 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger. 

V. 

Bae  wistfiiUy  she  gas'd  on  me, 

And  loTolier  was  then  OTor ; 
Quo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  lo'd. 

Forget  him  shall  I  neyer : 
Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it. 
That  gallant  badge — the  dear  cockade— 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o*t 

VI. 

She  gas'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose-* 

Syne  pale  like  onie  lily ; 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried, 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? 
By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky^< 

By  whom  true  loye's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man;  and  thus  may  still 

True  loTers  be  rewarded ! 

m 

VII. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  Fm  come  hame, 
And  find  thee  still  true-hearted ; 

Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  lote, 
And  nuur  we'se  ne'er  be  parted* 


Qno*  she,  my  grandstre  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailen  plenish'd  fairly ; 
And  come,  my  futhful  sodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  wdcome  to  it  dearly  I 

VXII. 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  m^ 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger's  prise. 

The  eodger's  wealth  is  honour ; 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  dej^as^ 

Nor  ooont  him  as  a  stranger ; 
Bemember  he's  his  coontcy's  atajt 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


oxonr. 

MEG  0'  THE  MILL. 

Air — "  S^I  bonnie  Uut,  will  you  He  in  a  bwmtkf" 

["  Do  yoa  know  a  fine  air,'*  Bans  uks  Tkoam, 
April,  1793,  "  called  *  Jackia  Hanit^a  Laioaat  V  I  ktTt 
a  ■ong  of  ooniiderable  merit  to  that  air :  Vl\  eaclow  joa 
both  song  and  tune,  ae  I  have  them  ready  to  eead  to  the 
Maaeom."  It  ie  probable  that  ThomMW  liked  thete 
▼enei  too  well  to  let  them  fo  willioglf  ttom  hie  handi : 
Bania  touched  ap  the  old  eong  with  the  8aae*fUr1i4K 
line,  bat  a  leii  delicate  conclauon,  and  pobltihed  it  is 
the  Moaeom.] 

X. 

0  XBX  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten  T 
An'  ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  Mill  has  gotten? 
She  has  gotten  a  ooof  wi'  a  clante  o'  siller. 
And  broken  the  heart  o'  the  barley  Miller. 

XI. 

The  Miller  was  strappin,  the  Miller  was  ruddy; 
A  heart  like  a  lord  and  a  hue  like  a  lady: 
The  Laird  was  a  widdiefu',  bleerit  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  gnid-fellow  and  ta'en  the  ehnri. 

Ill . 

The  Miller  he  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and  loring } 
The  Laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair 

moving, 
A  fine  pacing  horse  wi*  a  olear  chained  bridle, 
A  whip  by  her  side  and  a  bonnie  side*«addle. 

XV. 

0  wae  on  the  siller,  it  is  sae  prevailing ; 
And  wae  on  the  lore  that  is  fixed  on  a  mailen ! 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  parle. 
But  gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl  t 
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cxov. 

BLTTHE   HAE  I  BEEN. 
Tuae— "  Xt]^yeram  Cosh.** 

[Bwu,  wbo  mMobb  praiMd  bit  own  eompoaitknu,  told 
Tlraaiion,  for  wboae  work  ht  wrote  it,  that  "  Blytha  hso 
I  bMa  am  jon  hill,"  was  ono  of  the  finest  toofi  he  had 
•rer  made  in  hia  life,  and  compoeed  on  one  of  the  moit 
loTelj  women  in  the  world.  The  heroine  was  Blin  Lee- 
.nBaiUto.] 

I. 
Bsmn  haa  I  been  on  yon  hill 

Ab  the  lunbs  before  me ; 
Cerdees  ilkft  thonght  and  Aree 
As  the  breeie  flew  o*er  me. 
Now  nae  langer  sport  and  plaj, 
IGrth  or  sang  can  please  me ; 
Leslcj  is  sae  fur  and  cojr, 
Care  and  angoish  seise  me. 

II. 
Hea^y  heavy  is  the  task, 

Hopeless  love  deolaring: 
TrembUng,  I  dow  nooht  bnt  glow'ry 

Sibling,  domb,  despairing  1 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thraws 

In  my  bosom  swelling, 
Underneath  the  grass-green  sod 
*  Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 


•  cxon. 

LOGAN  WATEB. 

P'BaTe70ceTer,m7  dear  air,*'  nj9  Baraa  to  Thorn- 
«■«  SSth  JuM,  17VI,  **  felt  foar  boeom  ready  to  bnrat 
with  iad%satioaoa  readlof  of  thoee  mighty  rillaine  who 
dmdo  kiagdom  agalnat  kingdom,  deeolate  provinces,  and 
fey  aatioaa  waate,  oat  of  the  wantonnesa  of  ambition,  or 
oftaa  from  still  more  ignoble  passions  T  In  a  mood  of 
this  kind  to-day  I  reeoUeeted  the  air  of  Logan  Water. 
If  I  haT*  dona  anything  at  all  like  Justice  to  my  feelings, 
tkm  fcligwigg  soag,  composed  in  three-quarters  t>f  an 
hpar'a  meditation  in  my  elbow-chair,  ought  to  have  some 
merit.'*  Tlie  poet  had  in  mind,  too,  during  this  poetio 
il,  the  beaatifal  song  of  Logan-braes,  by  my  friend  John 
Kayne^  a  Nithsdale  poet.] 

• 

I. 
O  Log^a,  sweetly  didst  then  gUde, 
That  day  I  was  my  WUUe's  bride ! 
And  years  qmsyne  hae  o*er  us  run, 
like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun. 
But  now  thy  flow'ry  banks  appear 
like  dmmlie  winter,  dark  and  drear, 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  face  hia  faes, 
fwxp  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes  I 


IL 

Again  the  merry  month  o'  May 

Has  made  our  hUls  and  valleys  gay ; 

The  birds  r^oice  in  leafy  bowers, 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowers ; 

Blythe  Morning  lifto  his  rosy  eye, 

And  Evening's  tears  are  tears  of  Joy : 

My  soul,  delightless,  a'  surveys. 

While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

IIL 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bosh, 
Amang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush ; 
Her  faithfu*  mate  will  share  her  toil. 
Or  wi'  his  song  her  cares  beguile : 
But  I,  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer. 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  days, 
While  Willie's  far  frae  Logan  braes. 

IT. 

0  was  upon  you,  men  o'  state. 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate  1 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fond  heart  mourn, 
Sae  may  it  on  your  heads  return  I 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  e^joy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  oiy?* 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  days 
And  Willie  hame  to  Logan  braes  I 


OXOYH. 

THE  BED,  BED  BOSS. 

Air—*'Buffh(6  Graham.*' 

[There  are  snatches  of  old  song  so  exquisitely  fine 
that,  like  fractured  crystal,  they  cannot  be  mended  or 
eked  out,  without  showing  where  the  hand  of  the  re- 
storer has  been.  This  seems  the  case  with  the  first  verse 
of  this  song,  which  the  poet  found  in  Witherspoon,  and 
completed  by  the  addition  of  the  second  verse,  which  he 
felt  to  be  inferior,  by  desiring  Thomson  to  make  his  own 
the  first  verse,  and  let  the  other  follow,  which  would 
conclude  the  strain  with  a  thonght  as  beautiful  as  it  waa 
original.] 

I. 
0  WBRS  my  loTO  yon  lilac  fair, 

Wi'  parple  blossoms  to  the  spring; 
And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing  I 

1  Origiunlly— 

"  Ye  mind  na,  'mid  your  cruel  Joys, 
The  wtdow'a  tears,  theorphaa^a  eriss." 
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How  I  wftd  mouniy  when  it  was  torn 
B J  aaiamn  wild,  and  winter  rode  1 

Bat  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing, 
Wlifln  Tonthfti'  Ma j  its  bloom  Mttoirsd. 

II. 

0  gin  my  Iots  were  yon  red  rose, 

Tliat  grows  ninm  the  eastle  wa' ; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drap  o'  dew» 

Into  her  bonnie  breast  to  fa'  1 
Oh,  there  beyond  expression  blest, 

rd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night ; 
8eal*d  on  her  silk-saft  fanlds  to  rest, 

Till  fley*d  awa  by  Phoebus'  Ught 


oxovm. 

BONNIE  JEAN. 

[Jeu  M'Mardo,  the  heroine  of  thii  long,  the  eldeet 
dughter  of  John  M^Mardo  of  DnunlaBrig,  wee,  both  in 
merit  and  look,  rery  worthy  of  eo  eweet  a  etrain,  and 
JQStified  the  poet  from  the  charge  made  against  him  in 
the  West,  that  his  beauties  were  not  other  men's  bean- 
ties.  In  the  M'Mnrdo  roanoseript,  in  Same's  handwrit- 
ing, there  is  a  well-merited  compliment  whieh  has  slipt 
oat  of  the  printed  copy  in  Thomson  :— 

**  Thy  haudsomB  foot  tfaoa  shalt  na  set 
In  bam  or  byre  to  tronble  thee."] 


Theu  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair, 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen. 

When  a'  the  fairest  maids  were  met, 
Tl^e  fairest  maid  was  bonnie  Jean. 

II. 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wark, 

And  ay  she  sang  so  merrilie : 
The  blithest  bird  upon  the  bush 

Had  ne*6r  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 

III. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys 
That  bless  the  little  lintwhite's  nest; 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  flowers. 
And  loTO  will  break  the  soundest  rest. 

IV. 

Toung  -Robie  was  the  brawest  lad. 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a'  the  glen; 

And  he  had  owsen,  sheep,  and  kye, 
And  wanton  aaigies  nine  or  ten. 


V. 


He  gaed  wi'  Jeanie  to  the  trysta, 
He  dano'd  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down ; 

And,  lang  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist, 
Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  was  stom. 


VI. 


As  in  the  bosom  o'  the  stream, 
The  moon-beam  dwells  at  dewy  e'en ; 

So  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  lore 
Within  the  breast  o'  bonnie  Jean. 

VII. 

And  now  she  works  her  mamnue's  wark, 
And  ay  she  sighs  wi'  care  and  pain; 

Yet  wist  na  what  her  ail  might  be. 
Or  what  wad  mak  her  wed  again. 

VIII. 

But  did  na  Jeanie's  heart  loop  light, 
And  did  na  joy  blink  in  her  e'e,      • 

As  Bobie  tauld  a  tale  of  lore, 
Ae  e'enin'  on  the  lily  lea  T 

iz. 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  west, 
The  birds  sang  sweet  in  ilka  gfove ; 

His  cheek  to  hers  he  fondly  prest, 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  o'  lofe : 


0  Jeanie  fair,  I  lo'e  thee  dear; 

O  canst  thou  think  to  fancy  me  1 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  eot, 

And  learn  to  tent  the  iknas  wi'  me  T 

zi. 

At  bam  or  byre  thou  shalt  na  drudge. 
Or  naething  else  to  trouble  thee ; 

But  stray  amang  the  heather-bells, 
And  tent  the  waring  com  wi'  me. 

zii. 

Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do  f 
She  had  nae  will  to  say  him  na : 

At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent, 
And  love  was  ay  between  them  twa.* 
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OXO£S. 

PHILLI8  THE  FAIB. 

Tune—"  Bobm  Adair.** 

[!%•  ladiM  of  the  M'Moxdo  family  ww  gne«fiil  tad 
b«mtifal,  sad  lucky  in  findjqf  a  poet  eapabla  of  rtoord- 
isf  tbair  ekumi  ia  iMtiof  itnias.  Tho  htroiao  of  thia 
■oaf  waa  Fkillia  M'Mnido ;  a  faTOorita  of  tha  poat.  Tha 
Tafaai  waia  conyoaad  at  tka  nqaait  of  Clarka,  tka  am* 
iidaa,  who  baUarad  Uaiaalf  ia  lora  with  hia  "  ohanaiiv 
.*>   8ha  laaf had  at  tha  praiaaiptaoaa  ftddlar.] 


Wkiui  larks  with  little  wing 

Fann'd  the  pure  air, 
Tastiiig  the  breathing  spring, 

Forth  I  did  fare : 
Gajr  the  sum's  golden  eye 
Peep'd  o'er  the  mountains  high; 
Sneh  thj  mom  I  did  I  ory, 

FhOlis  the  fair. 

XI. 

In  each  bird's  careless  song, 

Glad  I  did  share ; 
While  yon  wild  flowers  among, 

Chance  led  me  there : 
fiwcet  to  the  opening  day, 
Boeebnds  bent  the  dewy  spry ; 
Such  thy  bloon^l  did  I  say, 

Phillis  the  tut. 

XII. 

Down  in  a  shady  walk 

DoTCB  eooing  were, 
I  mark'd  the  emel  hawk,. 

Cani^t  in  a  snare : 
So  kind  may  fortone  be, 
Soeh  make  his  destiny  I 
He  who  would  ii^jore  thee, 

Phillis  the  fair. 


wmdawaia  writtan:  tha  hero  of  the  layhaa  beea  long 

a  widow,  ia  Ediabaig h.] 


CO. 

HAD  I  A  GAVE. 

Tvoi^^"  Bobm  Adair.** 

(aiaoaadar  CaaainKham,  oa  whoN  aafoftnaata  hnra- 
aiwalafa  Baraa  eompoaad  thia  aoof  for  Thoaiaoa,  was 
a  iawanar  laEdinhorgh,  well  eoaaeeted,  aad  of  agraea- 
Ma  and  poliahad  nannan.  The  atory  of  his  falthleH 
the  tall  of  Sdinbarfh,  hi  1709,  wbaa  theae 


Had  I  a  oaTe  on  some  wild,  distant  shore^ 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  waTes'  dashing 
roar; 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 
There  seek  my  lost  repose. 
Till  grief  my  ^es  shonld  elose, 
Ne'er  to  wake  more. 

II. 

Falsest  of  womankind,  canst  thou  declare. 
All  thy  fond  plighted  tows— fleeting  as  air  I 
To  thy  new  loTcr  hie. 
Laugh  o'er  thy  peijnry, 
Then  in  thy  bosom  try 
What  peace  is  there  I 


CCI. 
BT  ALLAN  STREAM. 

{"  Brai« !  lay  I,**  exclaimed  Barne,  whea  he  wrote 
these  yeraea  for  Thomaoa.  *<  It  is  a  good  eong.  Shoold 
yoa  think  eo  too,  aot  alee,  yoa  eaa  set  the  amsic  to  it, 
aad  let  the  other  follow  as  Easlish  reraas.  Antnma  is 
my  piopiUons  seaaon ;  I  aiaka  aiore  Tarsea  ia  it  thaa  all 
the  year  else.*'  The  old  soag  of  •<  O  my  love  Aaaie'a 
▼ery  hoaaie,'*  helped  the  mose  of  Buras  with  this  lyxie.] 

I. 

Bt  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  rove 

While  PhoBbns  sank  beyond  Benledi ; 
The  winds  were  whispering  through  the  groTe, 

The  yellow  com  was  waying  ready ; 
I  listened  to  a  loTer's  sang. 

And  thought  on  youthf^'  pleasures  mony : 
And  aye  the  wild  wood  echoes  rang — 

O  dearly  do  I  lo'e  thee,  Annie  t 


0  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower, 

Nae  nightly  bogle  make  it  eerie ; 
Nor  erer  sorrow  stain  the  hour, 

The  place  and  time  I  met  my  dearie ! 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  breast, 

She,  sinking,  said,  "Pm  thine  for  em?" 
While  mony  a  kiss  the  seal  imprest, 

The  sacred  tow,— we  ne'er  should  serer. 


\ 


III.  * 

The  hauQt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose  lyrae. 

The  Simmer  joys  the  flocks  to  follow ; 
IIow  cheery,  thro*  her  shortening  day. 

Is  Autumn,  in  her  weeds  o'  yellow  I 
Out  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  plaasare, 
Or  thro'  each  nerre  the  rapture  dart. 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  treasure  ? 


ccn. 

0  WHISTLE,  AND  FLL  COME  TO  TOU. 

[In  one  of  the  rariatioM  of  this  gon;  tlie  name  of  the 
heToine  it  Jaaitie :  the  tong  itMlf  owes  Mine  of  the  aenti- 
menu  u  wall  m  worda  to  an  old  faTonrite  Nithadala 
ehant  of  tha  sama  nama.  "  Ii  Whistla,  and  I'll  come 
to  yon,  my  lad,"  Bonn  inqoiraa  of  Thomson,  "ona  <^ 
yonr  aint  I  admire  it  much,  and  yattaiday  I  lat  tha 
following  yarMi  to  it."  Tha  poat,  two  yaara  aftarwaidi, 
altarad  tha  fourth  Una  thus : — 

*^  Thy  Jaanj  will  ventara  wi*  jra,  my  lad," 

and  asaignad  thii  reaaon :  "  la  fact,  a  fair  dama  at  whote 
■hrina  I,  tha  priest  of  tha  Nina,  offar  ap  tha  incansa  of 
PamaMai;  a  dame  whom  the  Graces  have  attired  in 
witchcraft,  and  whom  the  Iiovas  have  armed  with  light- 
ning ;  a  fair  one,  herself  the  heroine  of  the  song,  insists 
on  the  amendment,  and  dispnta  her  commands  if  yon 
dare."] 

X. 

0  WHisTUi,  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad, 
0  whistle,  and  1 11  come  to  you,  my  lad: 
Tho'  father  and  mither  and  a*  should  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  and  Til  come  to  you,  my  lad. 
But  warily  tent,  when  you  come  to  court  me. 
And  come  na  unless  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 
Syne  up  the  back-stile  and  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin'  to  me. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin'  to  me. 

XI. 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me. 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  car'd  na  a  file ; 
But  steal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonnie  black  e'e, 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin'  at  me. 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin'  at  me. 

III. 

Ay  TOW  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  me, 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  wee ; 
But  court  na  anilher,  tho'  jokin'  ye  be, 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 


0  whistle,  and  Fll  eome  to  you,  ny  Ud» 
O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad: 
Tho'  father  and  mither  and  a'  should  gae  inad, 
O  whistle,  and  Til  come  to  you«  my  lad. 


ocni. 

ADOWN  WINDING  NITH, 

I"  Mr.  Clarke,"  says  Bnms  to  Thomson,  '*  bags  70a  tv 
give  Bliss  PhiUis  a  eomar  in  yonr  hook,  aa  aha  is  a  par* 
Ucnlar  flame  of  his.  She  is  a  BCias  PhilUa  M'Mudo, 
aistar  to  *  Bonnie  Jean ;'  thajr  are  both  popila  of  his.** 
This  lady  aftaiwards baeame Mn*NOiBnB  Loekhart,of 
Camwath.] 


X. 


«. 


Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wmader^ 

To  mark  the  sweet  iiowvrs  as  they  spring; 
Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander. 

Of  Phillis  to  muse  and  to  ring. 
Awa  wi'  your  belles  and  your  beauties. 

They  noTcr  wi'  her  can  compare :    ^ 
Whaeyer  has  met  wi'  my  PhilUs, 

Has  met  wi'  the  queen  0'  the  f^. 

iz. 
The  daisy  amus'd  my  fond  fancy, 

So  artless,  so  simple,  so  wild ; 
Thou  emblem,  said  I,  0'  my  PhiUis^ 

For  she  is  simplici^'B  child. 

III. 

The  rose-bud's  the  blush  0'  my  charmtr, 
Her  sweet  balmy  lip  when  'tis  pnet: 

How  fair  and  bow  pure  is  the  lilj. 
But  fairer  and  purer  her  breast 

IV. 

Ton  knot  of  gay  flowers  in  the  arbour. 
They  ne'er  wi'  my  Phillis  can  rie : 

Her  breath  is  the  breath  0*  the  woodbine, 
Its  dew-drop  0'  diamond,  her  eye. 

V. 

Her  Toice  is  the  song  of  the  morning. 
That  wakes  thro'  the  green-spreatUng  grere. 

When  Phoebus  peeps  OTCr  the  mountains. 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  lore. 

TI. 

But  beauty  how  firail  and  how  fleeting 
The  bloom  of  a  fine  summer's  day ! 

While  worth  in  the  mind  0*  my  Phillis 
Will  flourish  without  a  decay. 
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Aws  vi*  your  belles  and  your  beauties, 
They  aerer  wi'  her  can  compare : 

WhaeTer  has  met  wi'  my  Phillis 
Has  met  wi'  the  qneen  o'  the  fair. 


OCIV. 

COHJS,  LET  MS  TAKE  THEE. 

Air—"  Cauld  KaU," 

f  Bbxbs  ftwnpoieit  this  Ifrie  hi  Avignit,  17B8,  and  tndi- 
tion  nys  it  wsa  prodaead  by  the  ohaniM  of  J«ui  Lorimer. 
*<  That  tuM,  CaoM  Kail,'*  ha  aaya  to  ThomaoB, «  ii  laeh 
a  ftvoaxita  of  jroara,  that  I  once  mora  roved  oat  yaitar- 
day  for  a  gloaaidik-dwt  at  the  Moaea;  whan  the  Maaa 
that  praaidaa  <nrar  the  ihoraa  of  Nith,  or  rather  my  old 
iaapiriiy,  deareat  nymph,  Coila,  whiapared  me  the  fol- 


CoMSy  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast, 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  spurn  as  lilest  dost 

The  warld's  wealth  and  grandeur : 
And  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own 

That  e<iaal  transports  moTe  her? 
I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone, 

That  I  may  live  to  Iotc  her. 

II. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 

I  dasp  my  countless  treasure; 
rn  seek  nae  mair  o'  heaven  to  share, 

Than  ne  a  moment's  pleasure: 
And  by  thy  een,  sae  bonnie  bine, 

I  swear  Fm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  tow. 

And  break  it  shall  I  never. 


ocv. 

D4INTY  DAVIE. 

(Fffooi  the  old  aoBg  of  "Daintla  Davie"  Bama  haa 
hot  rowed  only  the  title  and  the  raaaaora.  Tha  aaciant 
atfain  reeoida  how  tha  Rav.  David  Williamaoa,  to  aaeapa 
the  pomit  of  the  diagoona,  in  the  time  of  the  pariaca- 
tidUy  waahid,  by  tha  davont  Lady  of  Charrytreea,  in  tha 
anae  bad  with  har  ailing  danghtar.  Tha  divine  lived  to 
hsra  wix  wivaa  beaida  tha  danghtar  of  tha  Lady  of  Cher- 
rmeaoj  nod  other  ahildraa  beaidaa  the  one  which  hia 


hiding  from  tha  dngoona  produced.  Whan  Charlaa  the 
Second  waa  told  of  tha  adventure  and  Ita  upahot,  he  ia 
aaid  to  have  exclaimed,  "  Ood's  fiah !  that  beata  me  and 
the  oak :  the  man  ought  to  be  made  a  biahop."] 

I. 

Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi*  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bowers; 
And  now  comes  in  my  happy  hours, 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 
Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe, 

Dunty  Davie,  dainty  Davie, 
There  I'll  spend  the  day  wi'  you. 
My  ain  dbar  dainty  Davie. 

II. 

The  crystal  waters  round  us  fa', 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a', 
The  scented  breeies  round  us  blaw, 
A  wandering  wi'  my  Davie. 

III. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare, 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare. 
Then  thro'  the  dews  I  will  repair,* 
To  meet  my  faithfu'  Davie 

IV. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west, 
The  curtain  draws  o'  nature's  rest, 
I  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  best, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Davie. 
Meet  me  on  the  warlock  knowe, 

Bonnie  Davie,  dainty  Davie, 
There  Til  spend  the  day  wi'  you, 
My  ain  dear  dainfy  Davie. 


CCYI.e 

BRUCE  TO  HIS  MEN  AT  BANNOCKBTTBN. 

[riBST  YxmsioH.3 
Tune— «i7<y,  tuUie  taUie." 

[8yma  of  Ryadale  atatea  that  thia  flae  ode  wma  com* 
poied  during  a  atorm  of  rain  and  fire,  among  tha  wilda  of 
Olenken  in  Galloway:  the  poet  himaelfgivea  an  account 
much  leaa  romantic.  In  apeaking  of  the  air  to  Thomaon, 
ha  aaya,  "  There  ia  a  tradition  which  I  have  met  with  ia 
many  plaeea  in  Scotland,  that  it  vraa  Robert  Bruce'a 
march  at  the  buttle  of  fiannockbnm.  Thia  thought,  ia 
my  aolitary  wandaringa,  warmed  me  to  a  piteh  of  enthn- 
aiaam  on  the  theme  of  liberty  and  independence,  which  1 
threw  into  a  kind  of  Scottish  ode,  fitted  to  tha  air,  thai 
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THE  POETICAL  WORKS 


might  ■oppoM  to  be  th»  royml  8eot*i  addran  to  his 
heioio  foHowera  on  that  erMtfol  moniiiig.'*   It 
writtin  in  September,  1703.] 

I. 

8ooT8»  wKa  hM  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Brace  has  aften  led ; 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed. 
Or  to  Tictorie  1 

zx. 

Now's  the  day,  and  now*8  the  hour ; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour : 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  pow'r-^ 
Chains  and  slaTerie  I 

III. 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor-knaTe  ? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave  ? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  T 
Let  him  torn  and  flee  2 

IV, 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw. 
Freeman  stand,  or  fireeman  fa', 
Let  him  follow  me  1 

V. 

By  oppresdon's  woes  and  pains  I 
By  our  sons  in  servile  chains  I 
We  will  drain  onr  dearest  veins. 
But  they  shall  be  ft«e  I 

VI. 

Lay  the  prond  nsnrpers  low  I 
tyrants  fall  in  every  foe ! 
Llber^s  in  every  blow  I— 
Let  ns  do  or  die  I 


oovn. 

BANNOCKBUBN. 
aOBERT  BRU0E*8  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  ARBCT. 

[siooxD  Tixaioir.] 

[Thomnon  aeknowledged  the  chann  which  this  martial 
and  national  ode  had  for  him,  bnt  he  diiliked  the  air,  and 
propoeed  to  enbetitnto  that  of  Lewie  Gordon  in  ita  plaee. 
Bat  Lewie  Ooidon  required  a  conple  of  ajrUables  more 
in  every  fourth  line,  which  loaded  the  veree  with  ezple- 
tivee,  and  weekeoed  the  limple  eneigy  of  the  original : 
Buma  eoniented  to  the  proper  alterationi,  after  a  eiight 


reeiitance;  bat  when  Thomaon,  having  aneseidedia 
thiti  propoeed  a  change  in  the  expreanoa,  no  wtrrior  of 
Brnca'a  day  ever  reeieted  more  etenily  the  narek  oft 
Southron  over  the  border.  **  The  only  line,**  aaTt  the  »• 
ncian,  "  virhieh  I  dislike  in  the  whole  song  is, 

<  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed  :> 

gory  presents  a  disagreeable  image  to  the  miad,  tad  t 
prudent  geneTul  would  avoid  saying  anytiiiag  to  lit  Mi- 
dlers which  might  tend  to  make  death  more  Mghtful  tkia 
it  is.H  **  My  ode,"  replied  Buns, «  pleaaes  me  k  oteh 
that  I  cannot  alter  it :  your  proposed  altorationi  wotid, 
in  my  opinion,  make  it  tame.**  Thomson  cries  out,  liki 
the  timid  wife  of  Coriolanns,  *«Oh,  God,  no  UboAl" 
while  Bums  exclaims,  like  that  Boman'a  heroic  Bslhtr, 
«  Yes,  blood !  it  becomes  a  soldier  more  thaa  gilt  Ui 
trophy."  The  ode  aa  originally  written  waa  lastoisd 
afterwards  in  Thomson's  eoUeetioa.] 


Scots,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led ; 
Welcome  to  yonr  gory  bed, 
Or  to  glorious  victorie  I 

II. 

Kow's  the  day,  and  now's  the  hoox^ 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour ; 
See  approach  proud  Bdward^s  power-* 
Edward  I  chains  and  slaveiie  I 

III. 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor-knaTe? 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  graw  ! 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave  7 
Traitor  I  cowardl  torn  and  flee ! 

IT. 

Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  &', 
Caledonian!  onwi'mel 

T. 

By  oppression's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  onr  sons  in  servUe  ehaiaa  I 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  Telas, 
But  they  shall  be— shall  be  free! 

Iiay  the  proud  usurpers  low  I 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  j 
liberty's  in  every  blow  1 
Forwardf  let  us  do,  or  die  I 
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covin. 

B£HOLO  THE  HOUR. 

Tone — "  Oran-ffooiL** 

["  Tb0  f<4|pwiaf  aoBg  I  haye  compoMd  for  the  Highland 
air  that  jon  tall  ma  in  your  lait  you  hiva  reioWed  to 
fiva  a placa  to  ia  ytmx  book.  I  hava  thii  momaot  finiihad 
tha  aoag,  ao  joa  haira  it  glowing  from  the  mint.**  Theea 
are  the  worda  of  Buma  to  Thonuon :  ha  might  have 
added  that  the  eoag  was  written  on  the  meditated  Tojraga 
€i  Claniida  to  the  Weet  Indies,  to  join  her  hueband.] 

I. 

■ 

fiBB0U>  the  hoar,  the  boat  arriTO ; 

Thou  goett,  thou  dtrling  of  my  heart  I 
BoTcr'd  from  thee  ean  I  surriTe  T 

But  fate  has  will'd,  and  we  must  part. 
rn  often  greet  thiB  surging  swell, 

Ton  distant  isle  will  often  hail : 
'•B'en  here  I  took  the  last  farewell ; 

Ihere,  latest  mark'd  her  yanish'd  sail." 

II. 
Along  the  solitary  shore 

IfhEe  flitting  sea-fowl  ronnd  me  ciy, 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  roar, 

rn  westward  turn  mjr  wistf ol  eye : 
Happy,  thou  Indian  groTO,  Til  say, 

lfhcr«  now  my  Nancy's  path  may  be  I 
Vhile  thro'  thy  sweets  she  lores  to  stray, 

0  tell  me,  does  she  mose  on  me  7 


OdX. 

fHOU  HAST  LEFT  ME  EVER. 

Tune—*'  Fm  him,  fatkir,'' 

{"I  do  Bot  give  theee Tareee,"  eaya  Bama  to  Thorn- 
aoa,  **  for  aaj  merit  they  have.  I  eonipoeed  them  at  tha 
dmt  ia  which  <Patie  Allan'e  mither  died,  abont  tha 
haek  o»  midnight,' and  hy  the  lea  eide  of  a  bowl  of  poaeh, 
«%leh  had  ovaraat  ererf  mortal  in  eompany,  axeept  tha 
aaatbola  and  the  maee.*'  Tothepoet*iintereoaraawith 
I  wa  owe  eoma  Sne  aoage.] 

I. 

Tbov  hast  left  me  erer,  Jamie  t 

Thou  hast  left  me  erer ; 
Thou  hast  left  me  erer,  Jamie  I 

Thou  hast  left  me  erer. 
Aften  hast  thouTow'd  that  death 

Ob^j  shonld  us  serer ; 
Now  thou's  left  thy  lass  for  ay-« 

I  maun  see  thee  nerer,  Jamie^ 
rn  see  thee  nerert 


II. 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie ! 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken ; 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie  I 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken. 
Thou  oanst  love  anither  jo. 

While  my  heart  is  breaking : 
Soon  my  weary  een  Til  close, 

Nerer  nudr  to  waken,  Jamie, 
Ne*er  nudr  to  waken ! 


CCX. 
AULD  LANG  STNE. 

["  If  not  the  Scotch  phrue,"  Bama  writee  to  Mn. 
Donlop,  "Anld  laag  ayne,  azceediagly  axprauirat 
There  is  an  old  eoag  and  tone  which  haa  often  thrilled 
through  mj  eoal :  I  ihall  giro  yon  the  reraee  on  the  other 
■beet.  Light  be  the  tnrf  on  the  braact  of  the  hearan-iai- 
apired  poet  who  compoeed  this  gloriou  fragment" 
"  Tha  following  aong,**  laya  the  poet,  when  he  commn« 
nicated  it  to  Oeorge  Thomeon,  "  an  old  aong  of  tha  olden 
timei,  and  which  hai  nerer  been  in  print,  nor  eraa  is 
mannicript,  nntil  I  took  it  down  from  an  old  man'a  iing* 
log,  it  enough  to  recommend  any  air.**  ThoM  are  itrong 
wordt,  bat  there  can  be  no  donbt  that,  aara  for  a  line  or 
two,  we  owe  the  eong  to  no  other  miaitrel  than  **  nia* 
atrel  Burai.**] 

I. 

Should  anld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  nerer  brought  to  min'  7 
Should  anld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
And  days  o'  lang  syne  ? 
For  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear. 

For  auld  lang  ^yne, 
We*n  tak  a  cup  o'  Undness  yet, 
For  auld  lang  qrus  1 

II. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braes. 

And  pu't  the  gowans  flue ; 
But  we're  wander'd  mcoy  a  weary  foot, 

Sin'  auld  lang  ^yne. 

III. 
We  twa  hae  p^dl't  i'  the  bum, 

Frae  momin'  son  tiH  dine : 
But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd. 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

IT. 

And  here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  flere. 

And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine ; 
And  we'U  Uke  a  right  guid  wfflie-wauc^t, 

For  auld  lang  ^yne. 


"v 
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Time  oaimoi  aia  me,  mj  gneis  are  imnortol, 

Kor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow: 
Gome  then,  enamonr'd  and  fond  of  my  angnishi 

Enjoyment  Til  seek  in  my  woe. 


iz. 


To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart. 
There  to  throb  and  languish: 


.  t 


t 


(* 
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Nor  hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow : 
Gome  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  angniah, 
Enjoyment  Fli  seek  in  my  woe. 


II. 


To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart. 
There  to  throb  and  langoish: 


iOCfK,®     JLAJar-    S^i^K. 
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Tbo'  deapi^F  bad  imuig  Ito  core. 
That  would  heal  iU  angniib. 


Tak*  away  tboM  teaj  lipa, 
Bielt  inth  bain;  traaiore : 

Ton  awaj  thine  e7e«  of  love, 
LMt  I  dia  with  pleanne. 


What  !•  life  when  waottng  tote  T 
Nig^t  withont  a  morning : 

Lore'i  the  olondlBu  Bummer  son, 
Natare  g^  adonung. 


COZIT. 

HirSBAND,  HUSBAND. 

Tune — "Ja  JoKd." 

r  JaJant,"ia  th*  BoUtctioa  or  AlUn  Ru 
Ik*  pMI'i  IT*  n-hu  t»  eompoaad  tbit  ton 
cordsd  bj  Ch 
iThoDuoDbi 
nnu:  th*  n^on 


Hdibaxd,  hnahand,  cease  joor  bI 
Her  longer  idlj  rare,  air ; 

TW I  am  Tonr  wedded  wife, 
T«t  I  am  not  your  ilaTe,  air. 

■■  One  of  two  nntt  atill  ob^y, 
Hancj,  If  aiio7 ;     . 

1»  it  Ban  or  woman,  b»7, 
0    Urapooae,  NanajT" 

II. 
If  'Ua  atm  the  lordJj  word, 

Berrlea  and  obedieoEa ; 
m  deaert  aj  aoT'reiga  lord, 

And  ao,  good  bja,  allagiaiMel 
■'8adwiUIbo,iob8reft, 

Nane7,  Nanej ; 
TM  rU  tiT  to  make  a  ahift, 

Hj  Bponae,  Nane^." 


II7  poa  heart  then  break  it  moat, 
II7  Uat  hovr  Ftt  sear  It: 

Whw  70s  laj  ma  In  the  dngt, 
Thi^  think,  how  yon  will  bear  It. 


"I  will  hoF«  and  Inut  in  hearui, 

Nancj,  Nonoy; 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  giTen, 

M7  sponae,  Nanoy." 


Wall,  air,  fren  the  gilent  dead, 

BtiU  ru  trr  to  daunt  job; 
Efer  round  joor  midnight  bed 

Hortid  apritea  ehall  hannt  70% 
"  m  wed  another,  like  mj  dear 

Ifanoj,  }Iaoc7 ; 
Then  aU  heU  will  flj  for  fear, 

Uj  Bponaa,  Nanoj." 


COST. 

WILT  THOU  BB    HT  DEARIE. 

Air—"  Tht  Bulor't  Dcditir." 

[Compowd,  le  ia  Hid,  in  lioiunu  of  Juat  HUln,  of 
h*r  to  tlia  prtMDt  Estl  of  Hui,  t^ 
uid  long  anar,  ona  of  Uia  loTaliait  woman  Is  Iha 
oTSooUud.] 

Witr  thon  be  m7  dearie  T 

mien  aoTTow  wrings  th7  gentle  heart, 

Wilt  thon  let  me  ohear  thee  T 

By  the  treunre  of  07  aonl. 

That's  the  lore  I  bear  thea  I 

I  awaax  and  tow  that  only  thon 

Shall  erer  be  m7  dearie. 

Only  thon,  I  swear  and  tow. 

Shall  erer  be  my  dearie. 


Laade,  aay  then  lo'aa  me ; 
Or  If  thon  wilt  no  be  my  ain, 
Say  na  thonit  refOse  me : 
If  it  winna,  cnnna  be, 
Thon,  for  thine  may  ehooae  me. 
Let  me,  las^e,  qniokly  die, 
!n-naling  that  thou  lo'es  me. 
Laaala,  let  me  qtdokly  die. 
Trotting  that  thon  lo'ea  »•. 
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OOXVI. 

BUT  LATELT  SEEN. 

Tun*— "  The  winter  ofl^feJ* 

[Thii  won^  wai  written  for  Jolmion**  MnMQin,  in 
1794 :  the  eir  ie  Eait  Indian :  it  wu  brooght  from  Hindo- 
■ten  by  a  partienlar  friend  of  the  poet.  Thonuon  eek  the 
worde  to  the  air  of  Oil  Morriee :  they  are  elatwhere  aet 
to  the  tone  of  the  Death  of  the  Unnet.] 

I. 

But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  gre^n, 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  day ; 
Thro'  gentle  showers  and  laughing  flowers. 

In  double  pride  were  gay : 
Bnt  now  our  joys  are  fled 

On  winter  blasts  awa ! 
Tet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array, 

Again  shall  bring  them  a*. 

II. 

Bat  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  of  age; 
My  tronk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  bield, 

Sinks  in  Time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh !  age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain ! 
Thou  golden  time  o'  youthfu'  prime, 

Why  comes  thou  not  again  T 


CCXVII. 
TO  MART. 
Tune — "  Could  aught  of  tong.**      * 

[These  vereei,  tupired  partly  by  Hamiltoa'i  rery  ten- 
der and  elegant  aong , 

"  Ah !  the  poor  ahepherd'e  moaraAil  fate,*' 

and  aome  nnreeorded  «  Hary"  of  the  poet'i  heart,  ii  in 
the  latter  Tolamea  of  Johnson.  <<  It  is  inserted  in  Joha- 
8on*s  Maseom,"  says  Sir  Harris  Nieolaa,  "with  the 
name  of  Bams  attnehed.'*  He  might  haye  added  that  it 
was  sent  by  Boms,  written  with  his  own  hand.] 

Z. 

Could  aught  of  song  declare  my  pains, 

Gould  artlU  numbers  more  thee, 
The  muse  should  tell,  in  labour'd  strains, 

0  Mary,  how  I  loTe  thee  I 
They  who  but  feign  a  wounded  heart 

May  tea^h  the  lyre  to  languish ; 
But  what  aTails  the  pride  of  art, 

When  wattes  the  soul  with  anguish  ? 


II. 
Then  let  the  sudden  bursting  mgh 

The  heart-felt  pang  discoTer ; 
And  in  the  keen,  yet  tender  eye, 

0  read  th'  imploring  loTer. 
For  well  I  know  thy  gentle  mind 

Disdains  art's  gay  disguising ; 
Beyond  what  Fancy  e'er  refln'd, 

The  Toice  of  nature 


COXTin. 

HERE'S   TO   THT  HEALTH,   MT 
BONNIE  LASS. 

Tune — "  Laggan  Bum," 


[«  This  song  is  in  the  Mosical  Moseoia,  with 
name  to  It,"  says  Sir  Harris  Nicolas.   Itian 
poet's  early  days,  which  he  trimasd  ap,  aaA 
Johnson.] 

I. 

Hbbs's  to  thy  health,  my  bonnie  lass, 
Gude  night,  and  joy  be  wi'  thee ; 

m  come  na  mair  to  thy  bower-door. 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo'e  tiiee. 

0  dinna  think,  my  pretty  pink, 
Bnt  I  can  live  without  thee : 

1  TOW  and  swear  I  dinna  care 

How  lang  ye  look  about  ye. 


IL 

Thou'rt  ay  sae  firee  informing  ne 

Thou  hast  na  mind  to  marry ; 
ru  be  as  firee  informing  thee 

Nae  time  hae  I  to  tarry. 
I  ken  thy  firiends  try  Uka  means, 

Frae  wedlock:  to  delay  thee ;  « 

Depending  on  some  higher  chanoa— 

But  fortune  may  betray  thee« 

III. 

I  ken  they  scorn  my  low  estate. 

But  that  does  ncTer  grieve  me ; 
But  I'm  as  free  as  any  he, 

Sma'  siller  will  reliere  me. 
I  count  my  health  my  greatest  wealth* 

Sae  long  as  Til  exgoy  it : 
ru  fear  na  scant,  I'll  bode  naa  wsnt» 

As  tang's  I  get  employment. 

XV. 

But  far  oif  fowls  hae  feathers  fklr. 
And  ay  until  ye  try  them; 


i 


TKo'  th«7  8€«m  fair,  Btill  haye  a  care, 
Thej  may  prove  iraur  than  I  am.    [bright^ 

Bat  at  twal  at  night,  when  the  moon  shines 
Hy  dear.  111  come  and  see  thee ; 

For  the  man  that  lo'es  his  mistrcM  weel, 
Kae  trarel  makes  him  weary. 


V. 

When  day  is  gane,  and  night  is  oome. 
And  a'  folk  boond  to  sleep ; 

I  think  on  him  that's  far  awa', 
The  lee-lang  night,  and  weep, 

My  dear; 
The  lee-lang  night,  and  weep. 


OCXIX. 

THE  FABEWELL. 

••It  tpoat^forour  rightfu'  king.*' 

f^ItMMH  ytf  doabtfal,*'  mjn  Sir  Harris  Nioohu, 
**  how  msek,  •TOi  if  ftoy  part  of  thii  toiiy  WBi  written  by 
Beiw  s  it  oeovm  is  tilo  Madeal  Maieiim,  bat  not  with 
hi*  auno.*>  Banu,  It  !•  boUavad,  rather  pmnad  and 
baaatifiad  an  old  Scottiih  lyrie,  than  composed  thia  itraia 
mtraljr.  Johnaoa  raeeiyed  it  from  him  in  his  own  hand- 
writii«.] 

z. 
It  was  a'  for  onr  rightfa'  king, 

TFe  left  fair  Scotland's  strand ; 
It  was  a'  for  our  rightfa'  king 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land, 

My  dear ; 
We  e'er  saw  Irish  land. 

II. 
How  a'  is  done  that  men  can  do, 

And  a'  is  done  in  rain ; 
My  loTC  and  native  land  farewell,  * 

For  I  maan  cross  the  main, 

My  dear; 
For  I  mann  cross  the  main. 

zix. 

He  tani'd  him  right,  and  round  about 

Upon  the  Irish  shore ; 
And  gae  his  bridle-reins  a  shake, 

l^th  adiea  for  erermore. 

My  dear ; 

With  adiiia  for  ervrmore. 

IT. 

The  sodger  from  the  wars  returns. 

The  sailor  frae  the  main ; 
But  I  hae  parted  flrae  my  lore, 

Never  to  meet  ftgain, 

My  dear; 

Never  to  meet  again. 


COXX. 

0  STEER  HER  UP. 

Tone — **  O  tteer  her  t^,  and  kaud  her  gmm,'' 

[Bams,  in  composing  these  yerses,  look  the  iatrodn^ 
tory-  lines  i^  an  older  lyric,  eked  them  out  ia  hu  owa 
way,  and  sent  them  to  the  MoseoBL] 

I. 

0  STKBs  her  up  and  hand  her  gaun— • 

Her  mother's  at  the  mill,  Jo ; 
And  gin  she  winna  take  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  take  her  will,  Jo : 
First  shore  her  wi'  a  kindly  kiss, 

And  ca'  another  gill,  Jo, 
And  gin  she  take  the  thing  amiss. 

E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fiL,  Jo. 

II. 

0  steer  her  up^  and  be  na  blate. 

An'  gin  she  take  it  iU,  Jo, 
Then  lea'e  the  lassie  tiU  her  fate. 

And  time  nae  longer  spill,  Jo : 
Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  rebate. 

But  think  upon  it  still,  Jo,    ' 
That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do% 

Te'll  fin'  anither  will,  Jo. 


OCXXI. 

0  AT  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  MS. 

Tune— «  My  wife  ehe  dmg  me.* 


1 1» 


[Other  verses  to  the  same  air,  beloiyiiY  ^  the  oldea 
limes,  an  atill  remembered  in  Beotland:  bat  they  are 
only  song  when  the  wine  is  in,  and  the  aaase  of  delicacy 
cot.    ThiaaongisintheMosenm.] 


I. 


0  AT  my  wife  she  dang  mt. 
And  aft  my  wife  did  bang  me. 
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If  ye  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will, 
Gude  fiuth,  she'll  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 

On  peace  and  rest  my  mind  was  bent, 
And  fool  I  was  I  married ; 

Bat  neyer  honest  man's  intent, 
As  cursedly  miscarried. 

II. 

Borne  saiiie  comfort  still  at  last, 

When  a'  their  days  are  done,  man ; 
My  pains  o'  hell  on  earth  are  past, 

Fm  sore  o'  bliss  aboon,  man. 
0  ay  my  wife  she  dang  me, 

And  aft  my  wife  did  bang  me, 
If  ye  gie  a  woman  a'  her  will, 

Onde  faith,  she'll  soon  o'er-gang  ye. 


ooxxn. 

OH,  WERT  THOU   IN   THE    CAULD 

BLAST. 

Tone — **LaM  o*  Liviatone." 

[Tiadition  sayi  this  wng  wna  composed  ia  honour  of 
Jania  Lawars,  tha  Jassia  of  tha  poat*a  daath-bad  atraina. 
It  iainaartad  in  Thomaon'a  collactioa :  Tariationa  ocenr 
ia  aaTaral  mannscripta,  bat  thay  ara  naithar  important 
■or  cnrioaa.] 

I. 

Oh,  wert  thon  in  the  canld  blast, 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea, 
My  pliddie  to  the  angry  airt, 

rd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blaw, 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 

Tc  share  it  a*,  to  share  it  a*. 

II. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

8ae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare, 
The  desert  were  a  paradise. 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there : 
Or  were  I  monarch  o'  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign, 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  queen. 


ccxxm. 

HERE  IS  THE  GLEN. 

Tun^— "  Banka  of  Cree.*' 

[Of  tha  origin  of  thia  song  tha  poaC  g iraa  tha  fono^tlsf 
aceonnt.  '*  I  got  an  air,  pratty  anongh,  composed  hj 
Lady  Elizabath  Haron,  of  flaron,  which  aha  caila  <  Tii« 
Banka  of  Crea.'  Craa  ia  a  baaatifal  romantic  atreus : 
and  aa  her  ladyahip  ia  a  partiealar  friand  of  mine,  I  ba\t 
writtan  tha  following  aong  to  it."] 

I. 

Hebs  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower, 
All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 

The  yillage-bell  has  told  the  hour — 
0  what  can  stay  my  loTely  maid? 

II. 

'Tis  not  Maria's  whispering  call ; 

'Tis  but  the  balmy-breathing  gale, 
Mix'd  with  some  warbler's  dying  fall. 

The  dewy  star  of  eye  lo  haU. 

IIL 

It  is  Maria's  Toice  I  hear ! 

So  calls  the  woodlark  in  the  grore, 
His  little,  faithful  mate  to  cheer. 

At  once  'tis  music — and  'tis  love. 

IT. 

And  art  thou  come  ?  and  art  thou  true  t 

0  welcome,  dear  to  Iotc  and  me ! 
And  let  us  all  our  tows  renew 
g        Along  the  flow'ry  banks  of  Cree. 


GOXXIV. 

ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY. 
Tune—"  O'er  M«  *«»,"  J-c. 

P<  Tha  laat  evening/'  20th  of  Angnit,  1791,  *<.n»  I  w.*: 
atraying  oat,'*  aaya  Bama,  "and  thinking  of  Or  tha 
hills  and  far  away,'  I  apan  tha  following  ataaxaa  for  it. 
I  was  pleased  with  aevaral  linaa  at  firat,  bat  I  own  now 
that  it  appaara  rather  a  flimsy  bnsiness.  I  give  yon  le&ra 
to  abase  this  aong,  bat  do  it  in  tha  apirit  of  Chiiati^n 
meaknaaa.'' 

1 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad. 
When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 
How  can  I  the  thought  forego, 
He's  on  the  seas  to  meet  the  foet 
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Lei  me  vander,  let  me  roTe, 

Still  my  heart  is  with  my  loTe : 

Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day, 

Are  with  him  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  far  away, 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away ; 
Nightly  dreams,  and  thoughts  by  day, 
Are  ay  with  him  that's  far  away. 

II. 
When  in  sommer's  noon  I  faint, 
As  weary  flocks  aronnd  me  pant, 
Haply  in  this  scorohing  son 
Uy  sailor's  thnnd'ring  at  his  gun: 
Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy ! 
Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy  I 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may- 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away  I 

III. 
At  the  starless  midnight  hour, 
When  winter  rules  with  boundless  power: 
As  the  storms  the  forest  tear, 
And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air, 
listening  to  the  doubling  roar. 
Surging  on  the  rocky  shore. 
An  I  can — ^I  weep  and  pray, 
For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

IT. 

Feaee,  thy  oliTC  wand  extend. 
And  bid  wild  war  his  rarage  end, 
Han  with  brother  man  to  meet, 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet: 
Then  may  hearen  with  prosp'rous  gales, 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sails. 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey — 
My  dear  lad  that's  far  away. 
On  the  seas  and  far  away 
On  stormy  seas  and  far  away ; 
Nightly  dreams,  and  thon^ts  by  day, 
Are  ay  with  him  that's  far  away. 


COXXV. 

CA*  THE  YOWES. 

|ltani  fenntd  tUi  woag  ppon  an  old  lyrie,  an  ameiided 
Tnaioft  of  which  ht  had  prAyioailj  eommnnieatad  to  the 
VoaHm:  h»  was  food  of  mniiog  In  the  ■hadow  of  Lla- 
eladra  towvn,  aad  on  th«  bftiika  of  Clad«n  WaUr.] 

I. 
Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowcs, 
Ca*  them  whare  the  heather  growes, 


Ca'  them  whare  the  bumie  rowes— 

My  bonnie  dearie  t 
Hark  the  mavis'  eyening  sang 
Sounding  Cluden's  woods  amang  t 
Then  a  faulding  let  us  gang. 

My  bonnie  dearie. 

II. 
We'll  gae  down  by  Gluden  side, 
Thro'  the  hazels  spreading  wide. 
O'er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide 
To  the  moon  sae  clearly. 

III. 
Yonder  Cluden's  silent  towers. 
Where  at  moonshine  midnight  hours, 
O'er  the  dewy  bending  flowers, 
Fairies  dance  so  cheery. 

IT. 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear; 
Thou'rt  to  lore  and  heaven  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near. 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

T. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 
Thou  hast  stown  my  very  heart; 
I  can  die — ^but  canna  part — 

My  bonnie  dearie  I 
Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca'  thom  whare  the  heather  growes; 
Ca'  them  where  the  bumie  rowes— 

My  bonnie  dearie ! 


COXXVI. 

SHE  SAYS  SHE  LOVES  ME  BEST  OF  A\ 
Tune—"  Onagh^a  Waterfall" 


[The  lady  of  the  flazsn  ringloti  hai  alfeady  beea 
tieed :  the  ii  doaeribad  in  thia  aong  with  the  aoearaey  of 
e  painter,  and  more  than  the  nanal  elegance  of  one :  ills 
needleia  to  add  her  name,  or  to  aay  how  fine  her  form 
and  how  reaiatleaa  her  amilea.] 

I. 

Sai  flaxen  were  her  ringlets. 

Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hue, 
Bewitohingly  o'er-arching 

Twa  laughin'  een  o'  bonnie  blue. 
Her  smiling  sae  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  his  woe; 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure. 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow: 
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Bneh  wm  mj  Ghloris'  boimie  face, 
When  fint  her  bonme  face  I  taw ; 

And  ay  my  Ghloria'  dearest  charm, 
She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a*. 

iz. 
like  harmony  her  motion ; 

Her  pretty  ankle  is  a  spy, 
Betraying  fair  proportioni 

Wad  mak  a  saint  forget  the  sky. 
Sae  warming,  sae  oharming, 

Her  fanltless  form  and  graoefti'  air; 
nk  featare--anld  Nature 

I>eolar'd  that  she  could  do  nae  mair : 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o*  lore, 

By  conquering  beauty's  sorereign  law ; 
And  ay  my  Ghloris*  dearest  charm,  ' 

She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a*. 

III. 
Let  others  lore  the  city. 

And  gaudy  show  at  sunny  noon ; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  yalley, 

The  dewy  ctc,  and  rising  moon; 
Fair  beaming,  and  streaming, 

Her  sUTcr  light  the  boughs  amang; 
WhUe  falling,  recalling. 

The  amorous  thrush  concludes  his  sang ; 
There,  dearest  Ghloris,  wilt  thou  roTO 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw, 
And  hear  my  tows  o*  truth  and  love. 

And  say  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a' ! 


III. 


ooxxvn. 

SAW  YB  MY  PHELY. 

[quasi  dig  at  PHIIXIS.] 

Tune^"Tf%0fi  «A«  cam$  ben  ilU  bobbit" 

[The  deapalring  iwain  in  thii  song  wai  Btephoa 
darice,  masieian,  and  the  yoang  lady  whom  ha  par- 
auadad  Bnraa  to  aeoaM  of  inconataAeyand  ooldaaaawaa 
PhUUaM>ICiudo.] 

I. 
0  SAW  ye  my  dear,  my  PhelyT 
0  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
She's  down  i'  the  grove,  she's  wi'  a  new  lore ! 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willy. 

II. 
What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  T 
What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  T 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  Ihat  she  has  thee  forgot^ 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  YfHHj. 


0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  I 
0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely! 
As  light  as  the  ur,  and  fause  as  thou's  ftir, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  Willy. 


ocxxyni. 

HOW  LANG  AND  DBEABY  IS  THE  KIGHT. 

Tune—*'  CatOd  Kail  in  Aberdeen." 

[On  oomparing  thia  lyric,  corrected  forThOBtaoB,^th 
that  in  the  Maseam,  it  will  be  aeen  that  (he  former  bu 
more  of  elegance  and  order:  the  latter  qnite  as  naeh 
natare  and  truth:  bnt  there  is  less  of  the  new  than  of  tbs 
old  in  both.] 

I. 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night. 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ; 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  mom. 
Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 
For  oh  t  her  lanely  nights  are  lang; 

And  oh !  her  dreams  are  eerie ; 
And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  Is  sair, 
That's  absent  frae  her  dearie. 

II. 
When  I  think  on  the  lightsome  days 

I  spent  wi'  thee  my  dearie ; 
And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar— 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie  ? 

III. 
How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours ; 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary ! 
It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by. 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
For  oh !  her  lanely  nights  are  lan^ ; 

And  oh,  her  dreams  are  eerie ; 

And  oh,  her  widow'd  heart  is  sair, 

ThatTs  absent  frae  her  dearie. 


OCXXIX. 

LET  NOT  WOMAN  E'ER  GOMPLAIN. 

Tune—"  Duntan  Oray,^^ 

[**  These  English  songs,"  thas  complains  the  poet,  a 
tfie  letter  which  conveyed  this  lyric  to  Thomaon,  ^<  gm* 
Tel  me  to  death :  I  have  not  that  oommaod  of  Uia  las 


OF  BOBEBT  BUBNS. 


SfW 


'DuMaa  Oimy,'  to  dran  it  in  Eagliab,  bat  all  I  eta  do  ia 
d^plonbly  itopid.  Jor  imtanea  :"J 


Lit  not  womftu  e'er  eomplain 

Of  ineonBtaiioy  in  loTe ; 
Let  not  woman  e'er  eomplain 

Fiekle  man  ie  apt  to  rove : 
Look  abroad  throngh  nature's  range, 
Natnre'B  mightj  law  Is  change ; 
Ladiefl»  would  it  not  be  strange, 

If  an  Bhoald  then  a  monster  prore  ? 

II.      • 
Hark  tbe  winds,  and  mark  the  skies ; 

Oeean's  ebb,  and  oeean's  flow : 
8nn  and  moon  bnt  set  to  rise, 

Bonnd  and  ronnd  the  seasons  go : 
Why  then  ask  of  silly  man 
To  oppose  great  nature's  plan? 
Well  be  constant  while  we  can— 

Yon  can  be  no  more,  you  know. 


ocxxx. 

TBB  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE 
TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Tone— «i)«a  tak  th$  Wart." 

[Bana  haa,  in  ona  of  Ui  lattan,  partly  intioatad  that 
thia  aMnBing  nlotatioa  to  Chloria  wai  oceauonad  by 
■ittiag  till  tha  dawn  at  tha  punch-bowl,  and  waUdag 
paithar  wiadowon  hia  way  homa.] 

I. 

Suxr^ST  then,  or  wak'stthon,  fairest  creature  T 

Rosy  Mom  now  lifts  his  eye, 
Noubering  ilka  bnd  which  natnre 

Waters  wi'  the  tears  o'  Jcy : 

Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 

And  by  the  reeking  floods. 
Wild  natnVs  tenants  fireely,  gladly  stny; 

The  Itntwhite  in  his  bower 

Chants  o'er  the  breathing  flower ; 

The  laVrock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi'  sangs  o'  Joy, 
While  the  son  and  then  arise  to  bless  the  day. 

II. 
Ptebns  gilding  the  brow  o'  morning, 

Banishes  ilk  darksome  shade, 
Katore  gladdening  and  adorning ; 

Bach  to  me  my  lovely  maid. 


When  absent  free  my  fair. 

The  mnrky  shades  o'  cave 
With  starless  gloom  o'ercast  my  sullen  sky ; 

Bnt  when,  in  beauty's  light. 

She  meets  my  ravish'd  sight, 

When  thro'  my  Tery  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart — 
'Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  Ught,  and  Joy. 


COXXXI. 
GHLORIS. 


«  Jfy  lodging  itimike  cold  ground." 

[Tha  origin  of  thii  aong  ia  thui  told  by  Barat  to  Thorn* 
aon.  "  On  my  riiit  tha  othar  day  to  my  fair  Chloria, 
that  ia  tha  poatie  nama  of  tha  lovaly  goddaaa  of  my  inipi- 
ration,  aha  anggaitad  an  idaa  which  I,  on  my  ratam  from 
tha  visit,  wrought  into  tha  following  aong."  The  poetic 
elevation  bf  Chloria  ia  great :  she  lived,  when  her  charma 
faded,  in  vrant,  and  died  all  bnt  deatitnte.'*! 

I. 

Mt  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves, 
The  primrose  banks  how  fair : 

The  balmy  gales  awake  the  flowers, 
And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 

II. 

The  laVrock  shnns  the  palace  gay. 

And  o'er  the  cottage  sings ; 
For  nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 

To  shepherds  as  to  kings 

III. 
Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfu'  string 

In  lordly  lighted  ha' : 
The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe,  in  the  birken  shaw. 

ir. 

The  princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  mstie  dance  wi'  scorn ; 
Bnt  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  ours, 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  T 

V. 

The  shepherd,  in  the  flow'ry  glen, 
In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo : 

The  courtier  teUs  a  finer  tale— 
Bnt  is  his  heart  as  true  t 


Tl. 


These  wUd-wood  flowers  Fre  pa*d,  to  deck 
That  spotless  breast  o'  thine : 

The  courtier's  gems  may  witness  love- 
Bat  'tis  na  loye  like  mine. 


COXXXII. 
G  H  L  0  E. 

Air— «<  DainUe  Davie.'' 

[Barna,  despairing  to  fit  tome  of  the  ain  with  laeh 
veraea  of  origlbal  mannfaetnra  aa  Thomaon  required,  for 
the  Engliah  part  of  hia  ooUeetion,  took  the  liberty  of  be- 
atowing  a  Soutbron  dreaa  on  aome  genaine  Caledonian 
lyriea.  The  origin  of  thia  aong  majr  be  fonnd  in  Rom- 
aay'a  miacellany :  the  bombaat  ia  abated,  and  the  whole 
imeh  improved.] 

It  was  the  charmmg  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flow'rs  were  fresh  and  gay, 
One  morning,  by  the  break  of  day. 

The  yonthAil  charming  Chloe 
From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose, 
Oirt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose, 
And  o'er  the  floweiy  mead  she  goes, 
The  youthful  charming  Chloe. 
Loyely  was  she  by  the  dawn, 

Touthfhl  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn, 
The  youthful  charming  Chlea. 

zi. 
The  feather*d  people  you  might  see, 
Peroh'd  all  around,  on  eyery  tree, 
In  notes  of  sweetest  melody 

They  hail  the  charming  Chloe ; 
Till  painting  gay  the  eastern  skies, 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 
Out-riyall'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 
Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Loyely  was  she  by  the  dawn, 

Touthful  Chloe,  charming  Chloe, 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn. 
The  youthAil,  charming  Chloe. 


OCZXXin. 


LASSIE  WT  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS. 

Tune—"  Sothemureh^9  Sant." 

[(( Conjugal  loye,"  aaya  the  poet,  "  ia  a  paaaion  which 
1  deeply  feel  and  highly  ysnerate :  bat  aomehow  it  does 


not  make  eneh  a  figure  in  poeaie  aa  thatotiier  ipeeiaa  of 
the  poaoioo,  where  love  ia  liberty  and  nature  law.  Bli* 
aieally  apeaking,  the  firot  ia  on  inatmment  of  which  tba 
gamut  ia  acanty  and  confined,  bnt  the  tonea  inezpreniblf 
aweet,  while  the  laat  haa  powera  equal  to  all  the  iatel* 
lectnal  modnlationa  of  the  human  aonl."  It  mnit  bt 
owned  that  the  bard  could  render  yery  pretty  reoaocefiir 
hia  rapture  about  Jean  Lorimer.] 

I. 

Lassix  wi'  the  lint-white  looka, 
Bonnie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 
WUt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  flocks? 
Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  0  f 
Now  nature  deeds  the  flowery  leay 
And  a*  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee; 
0  wilt  thou  share  its  joy  wi'  me^ 
And  say  thool't  be  my  dearie^  0  T 

II. 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shower 

Has  cheer'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower. 

We'll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bewer 

At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie,  0. 

III. 
When  Cynthia  lights  wi'  silyer  ray. 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way ; 
Thro'  yellow  waying  fields  we'll  stray. 
And  talk  o'  loye,  my  dearie,  0. 

IV. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnight  rest ; 
E&elaaped  to  my  futhfu'  breast, 
ni  comfort  thee,  my  dearie,  0. 
Lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks, 
Bonnie  lassie,  artless  lassie, 
Wilt  thou  wi'  me  tent  the  floeksT 
'Vnit  thou  be  my  dearie,  0 1 


CCXXXIT. 


FAREWELL,   THOU  STBEAH. 
Air — **  Kaney'9  to  ik§  gremwood  pms.* 


»» 


[Thia  aong  waa  written  in  Noyember,  IHM :  Thomaon 
pronounced  ft  excellent.] 


I. 


Fa&bwxll,  thou  stream  that  winding  fletwv 

Around  EUsa's  dwelHng  I 
0  mem'ry  I  spare  the  cruel  throes 

Within  my  bosom  swelling  £ 
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Condemn'd  to  drag  &  hopeless  chain, 

And  yet  in  secret  languish, 
To  feci  a  fire  in  er'ry  Tcin, 

Nor  dare  disclose  my  anguish. 

XI. 

Lord's  Teriett  wreteh,  unseen,  unknown, 

I  fain  my  griefs  would  corer; 
The  bursting  sigh,  th*  unireeting  groan. 

Betray  the  hapless  loTcr. 
I  Imow  thou  doom'st  me  to  despair, 

Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me ; 
But  oh,  Elisa,  hear  one  prayer — 

For  pity's  sake  forgiye  me ! 

III. 

The  musio  of  thy  Toioe  I  heard. 

Nor  wist  while  it  enslaT'd  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  fear'd, 

'Till  fears  ne  more  had  saVd  me: 
Thdtmwmry  sailor  thus  aghast. 

The  wheeUng  torrent  Tiewing ; 
'Mid  circling  horrors  sinks  at  last 

In  OTcrwhelming  ruin. 


CJOXXXY. 

0  PHILLY,  HAPPY  BE  THAT  DAY. 

Tune—"  The  Sow*i  TaU,*' 

[«Thb  moniiog"  (19th  Norember,  17M),  "  thoogh  a 
k»M  blowinf  froflt,''  Barns  writoi  to  Thornton,  "  in  my 
wnlk  bttow  brtrnkfut  I  finished  my  doet :  Whotb«r  I 
hav«  naiformly  nceeadMl,  I  will  not  «ay :  bat  hare  it  ia 
for  Ttm,  Ibong h  it  la  not  an  hour  old.*'] 


0  Pbuxt,  happy  be  that  day. 
When  rowing  throu^  the  gathered  hay, 
My  youthfii'  heart  was  stown  away. 
And  by  thy  charms,  my  Philly. 


0  Willy,  ay  I  bless  the  groye 
Where  tni  I  own'd  my  maiden  lore. 
Whilst  thou  didst  pledge  the  powers  abore. 
To  bo  my  ain  dear  Willy. 


Am  aoagsters  of  the  early  year 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear, 
8o  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 


SHfe. 


As  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blows. 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willy. 


The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky 
That  crown  my  harrest  cares  wi'  joy. 
Were  ne'er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
Aa  is  a  sight  o' PhiUy. 


The  little  swalloVs  wanton  wing, 
Tho'  wafling  o'er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne'er  to  me  sio  tidings  bring, 
As  meeting  o*  my  Willy. 


Bi. 


The  bee  that  thro*  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower. 
Compared  wi'  my  delight  is  poor. 
Upon  the  lips  o'  Philly. 


The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
When  eyening  shades  in  silence  meet. 
Is  nocht  sae  fragrant  or  sae  sweet 
As  is  a  kiss  o' Willy. 


Let  Fortune's  wheel  at  randotn  rin. 
And  fools  may  tyne,  and  knayes  may  win 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly. 


SHI. 


What's  a'  Joys  that  gowd  can  gie? 
I  care  nae  wealth  a  single  flie ; 
The  lad  I  Ioto^s  the  lad  for  me, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willy. 


CCXXXVI. 

CONTENTED  WP  LITTLE. 

Tune — "  Lumps  o'  Pudding,^ 

[Bome  wai  an  admtier  of  many  eonge  which  the  more 
eritical  and  fastidioui  regarded  as  rode  and  homely 
"  Todlin  Hame*'  he  colled  an  noequalled  composition  for 
I  wit  and  hemonr,  end  "  Andro  wi'  his  catty  Oaa,**  the 
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work  of  a  master.  In  th«  same  letter,  where  be  reeorde 
these  ■enttments,  he  wiitea  hie  own  inimitable  aongi 
«  Contented  wi'  Little."] 

I. 
CoNTiNTXD  wi*  little,  and  cantie  wi'  mair, 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi'  sorrow  and  care, 
I  gie  them  a  skelp,  as  they're  creepin  alang, 
Wi'  a  cog  o'  gold  swats,  and  an  aiild  Scottish 
sang. 

II. 

I  whyles  claw  the  elbow  o'  troublesome  thought ; 
Bat  man  is  a  sodger^  and  life  is  a  faught : 
Mjr  mirth  and  gold  humour  are  coin  in  my  pouch, 
And  my  freedom's  my  lairdship  nae  monarch 
dare  touch. 

III. 
A  towmond  o'  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fa', 
A  night  0*  guid  fellowship  sowthera  it  a' :  ( 

When  at  the  blithe  end  o'  our  journey  at  last» 
fWha  the  deil  erer  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past  t 

IV. 

Blind  chance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her 

iray; 
Be't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae : 
Gome  ease,  or  come  travail ;  come  pleasure  or 

pain ; 
My  warst  word  is— <<  Welcome,  and  welcome 

again !" 


II. 
Farewell !  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  lichle  heart  of  thine,  my  Saty  t 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  Ioto  thee  deai^ 
But  not  a  lore  like  mine,  my  Katy  I 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Kafy! 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  t 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart— 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity! 


ccxxxym. 

MY  NANNIE'S  AWA- 
Tune — **  TheriU  ne»er  Upeaa^ 


Yl 


OCXXXVIT. 


CANST  THOU  LEAVE   ME  THUS. 
Tune— "iZoy'f  Wifi.' 


fi 


[Wbep  Bams  transcribed  the  following  song  for  Thom- 
son, on  the  20th  of  November,  1794,  he  added,  "  Well !  I 
think  this,  to  be  done  in  tWo  or  three  tarns  across  my 
room,  and  with  two  or  three  pinches  of  Irish  blackguard. 
Is  not  so  far  amiss.  You  see  I  am  resolved  to  have  my 
quantum  of  applause  from  somebody.**  The  poet  in  this 
song  complains  of  the  coldness  of  Mrs.  Riddel :  the  lady 
replied  in  a  strain  eqnally  tender  and  foigiving.] 

I. 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  f 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart — 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 
In  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard, 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  T 
Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward — 
An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katy  I 


[Glarinda,  tradition  avert,  wmi  the  inipirer  of  this 
^ong,  which  the  poet  composed  In  December,  17M,  (or 
the  work  of  Thomson.  His  thoughts  were  often  in  Edin- 
burgh :  on  festive  occasions,  when,  as  Campbell  beauti- 
fully says,  "  The  wine-enp  shines  in  ligh  V  h0  seldoa 
foigot  to  toast  Mrs.  Mac] 


Now  in  her  green  mantle  blythe  natore  arrajBf 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  o*er  the 

braes, 
While  birds  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  shaw; 
But  to  me  it's  delightless— my  Nannie's  awat 

II. 
The  snaw-drap  and  primrose  our  woodlands 

adorn, 
And  Tiolets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  mom ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw. 
They  mind  me  o'  Nannie —  and  Nanny^s  awa ! 

III. 
Thou  laVrock  that  springs  flrae  the  dews  of  the 

lawn. 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  gray-breaking  d«wn« 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night  fa'* 
Give  over  for  pity—my  Nannie's  awa ! 

IV. 

Come  autumn  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  gr*y. 
And  soothe  me  with  tidings  o*  nature's  dee^y : 
The  dark  dreary  winter,  and  wild  dztviag  snaw, 
Alane  can  delight  me— now  NaanieTs  awm  1 
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OOZXZIX. 

0  WHA  18  8HB  THAT  LOYBS  ME. 

Tune— "Jfoffly." 

(«TUfl  woi^t^  nyi  Mr  Hanii  NieolM,  •<!■  nid,  In 
Tbommom*n  colltetioii,  to  Imf  bcw  writtra  for  that  work 
Ij  Boras ;  tat  it  U  not  iacliwtod  ia  Mr.  CoBaiBgluuB'i 
•diticm.'*  If  air  Hacrii  would  b«  to  good  aa  to  look  at 
pif  0918,  Tol.  v.,  of  CoaaiDf  ham'a  aditioa  of  Ban»i  ha 
wiU  lad  tha  aonf :  and  If  ha  wUl  look  at  paga  98,  and 
piffO  199  of  vol.  III.  of  hia  own  adition,  ba  will  And  that 
ba  haa  wot  eommittad  tha  arror  of  whiah  ha  aecnaaa  hla 
Mlow-aditor,  for  ha  haa  latartad  tha  fama  tong  twiea. 
Tha  aaflM  may  ba  nld  of  tha  aonf  to  Chlorii,  which  Sir 
Barila  haa  priatad  at  paga  319,  ?ol.  11.,  and  at  paga  189, 
irol.  ni^  and  of  **  Aa  day  a  braw  wooar  camB  down  tha 
laag  flan,"  whieh  appaara  both  at  paga  991  of  yol.  II., 
and  nt  pi^  180  of  Tol.  111.] 

I. 

0  WHA  is  she  that  lo*e8  me, 

And  has  my  heart  a-keeping  ? 
0  sweet  is  she  that  lo'es  me, 
As  dews  of  simmer  weeping, 
In  tears  the  rose-buds  steeping  I 
0  thafs  the  lassie  of  m j  heart, 

My  lassie  erer  dearer; 
0  that's  the  qneen  of  womankind. 
And  ne*er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 

XX. 

If  thou  shalt  meet  a  lassie 
In  grace  and  beauty  oharming. 

That  e'en  thy  ehosen  lassie, 
Srewhile  thy  breast  sae  warming 
Had  ne'er  sio  powers  alarming. 

III. 

If  thou  hadst  heard  her  talking, 

And  thy  attentions  plighted. 
That  ilka  body  talking. 

But  her  by  thee  is  slighted. 

And  thon  art  all  delighted. 

XT.  • 

If  thon  hast  met  this  fair  one ; 

When  frae  her  thon  hast  parted. 
If  erery  other  TbUt  one, 
Bnt  her,  then  hast  deserted. 
And  thon  art  broken-hearted; 

0  that's  the  lassie  o'  my  heart, 

My  lassie  erer  dearer ; 
0  that's  the  qneen  o'  womankind, 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  peer  her. 


OOXL.     ^ 

CALEDONIA. 

Tnne— '<  Caledoman  MunftDiHgW 

[Thara  ii  botii  fcnowladga  of  hiatory  and  alaganoe  of 
allegory  In  thia  liagalar  lyric :  It  waa  flnt  printed  by 
Curia.] 

X. 

Thus  was  once  a  day— bnt  old  Time  then  was 
young-* 
That  braTo  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  line, 
From  some  of  yonr  northern  dmties  sprang, 
(Who  knows  not    that  braye  Caledonia*! 
diyine?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  was  her  domain. 
To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  do  what  she 
wonld: 
Her  heaVnly  relaUons  there  fixed  her  reign. 
And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to  warrant  it 
good. 

II. 
A  lambkin  in  peaoe,  bnt  a  pon  in  war. 

The  pride  of  her  kindred  the  heroine  grew ; 
Her  grandslre,  old  Odin,  triumphantly  swore 
« Whoe'er  shall  proToke  thee,  th'  encounter 
shall  me  1" 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would 
sport. 
To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  rustling 
com; 
But  chiefly  the  woods  were  her  faVrite  resort. 
Her  darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  the 
horn. 

III. 

Long  quiet  she  reign'd ;  Ull  thitherward  steers 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  strand : 
Bepeated,  suooessiye,  for  many  long  years. 

They  darken'd  the  air,  and  they  plunder'd  the 
land: 
Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their 
cry. 

They'd  conquered  and  ruin'd  a  world  bedde ; 
She  took  to  her  hills,  and  her  arrows  let  fly — 

The  daring  intaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

XT. 

The  fell  harpy-rayen  took  wing  fkmn  the  north, 
The  scourge  of  the  seas,  and  the  dread  of  tht 
shore; 
The  wild  ScandinaTian  boar  issn'd  forth 
To  wanton  in  carnage,  and  wallow  in  gore ; 
e 
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O'er  countries  and  kingdoma  their  ftiry  prevall'd, 
No  arts  could  a^ease  them,  no  arms  could 
repel ; 

But  brare  Caledonia  in  Tain  they  assaiVd, 
As  Largs  well  can  witness,  and  Loncartie  telL 

T. 

The  Cameleon-saTage  disturbed  her  repose, 

With  tumult,  disquiet,  rebellion,  and  strife ; 
?roTok*d  bejond  bearings  at  last  she  arose, 

And  robb*d  him  at  once  of  his  hope  and  his 
life: 
The  Anglian  lion,-  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowUng,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  rilrw 
flood: 
But,  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance, 

He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  natiye  wood. 

VI. 

Thus  bold,  independent,  unconqner'd,  and  free. 

Her  bright  course  of  glory  for  oyer  shall  run: 
For  braye  Caledonia  immortal  must  be ; 

ril  proYO  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun: 
Bectangle-triangle,  the  figure  we'll  choose. 

The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Time  is  the 
base; 
But  brare  Caledonia's  the  hypothenuse ; 

Then  ergo,  she'll  match  them,  and  match 
them  always. 


COXLT. 

0  LAY  THY  LOOF  IN  MINE,  LASS. 
Txrne— "  Cordufomer's  March" 

[The  air  to  which  theia  yorMi  were  written,  ii  com- 
monly  played  at  the  Saturnalia  of  the  ■hoemakeTa  on 
King  Crispin*!  day.    Buma  lent  it  to  the  Maeenm.] 

I. 

0  LAY  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass. 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass ; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  loss, 

That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 
A  Blare  to  loye's  unbounded  sway. 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  meikle  wae ; 
But  now  he  is  my' deadly  fae, 

Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 

XT. 

*  There's  monie  a  lass  has  brolce  my  rest. 
That  for  a  .blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best ; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  breast. 
For  ever  to  remain. 


0  lay  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  lass ; 
And  swear  on  thy  whit?  hand,  lass. 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  un. 


COXLII. 
THfc  FETE  CHAMPETRE. 

[Written  to  IntrAuee  the  name  of  Canninghame,  «l 
Enterlun,  to  the  poblie.  Teata  were  ereeted  on  the 
banka  of  Ayr,  decorated  with  ehmbt,  and  atrewn  with 
flowen,  most  of  the  namoe  of  note  in  the  dtatriet  were 
invited,  and  a  aplendld  entertainment  took  place;  but  no 
disaoltttion  of  parliament  followed  at  waa  expeetedt  eiul 
the  Lord  of  Enterkln,  who  waa  deiirooe  of  a  eeataniMf 
the  "  Commona,"  poured  out  hia  wine  in  vain.} 

I. 
0  WEA.  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  house. 

To  do  our  errands  there,  man  ? 
0  wha  will  to  Saint  Stephen's  house, 

0'  th'  merry  lads  of  Ayr,  man? 
Or  will  we  send  a  man-o'-law  T 

Or  will  we  send  a  sodger? 
Or  him  wha  led  o'er  Scotland  a' 

The  meikle  Ursa-Mi^or  ? 

II. 
Come,  will  ye  court  a  noble  lord. 

Or  buy  a  score  o'  lairds,  man? 
For  worth  and  honour  paw;n  their  word. 

Their  vote  shall  be  Glencaird's,  man  T 
Ane  gies  them  coin,  ano  gies  them  wine, 

Anither  gies  them  clatter; 
Anbank,  wha  guess'd  the  ladies'  taste, 

He  gies  a  Fete  Champ^tre. 

III. 
When  LoTO  and  Beauty  heard  the  news, 

The  gay  green-woods  amang,  man ; 
Where  gathering  flowers  and  busking  bowers, 

They  heard  |he  ^ackbird's  sang,  man ; 
A  TOW,  they  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss. 

Sir  Politicks  to  fetter. 
As  theirs  alone,  the  patent-bliss 

To  hold  a  Fdte  Champ^tre. 

IT. 

Then  mounted  Mirth,  on  gleesome  wing^ 
O'er  hill  and  dale  she  flew,  man ; 

Ilk  wimpling  burn,  ilk  crystal  spring, 
nk  glen  and  shaw  she  knew,  man : 
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Sbe  Bimimoii'd  eTery  social  sprite 
That  sports  by  wood  or  water, 

On  th'  bonny  banks  of  Ayr  to  meet. 
And  keep  tbis  FSte  Cbampetre. 

Caald  Boreas,  wi'  bis  boisterous  crew, 

Were  bound  to  stakes  like  kye,  man ; 
And  Cynthia's  car,  o*  silyer  fa*, 

Clamb  np  the  starry  sky,  man : 
Beflected  beams  dwell  in  the  streams, 

Or  down  the  onrrent  shatter ; 
The  western  breeze  steals  thro*  the  treeSy 

To  view  this  FSte  ChampStre. 

VI. 

How  many  a  robe  sae  gaily  floats ! 

THiat  sparkling  jewels  glance,  man{ 
To  Harmony's  enchanting  notes, 

As  moTes  the  mazy  dance,  man. 
The  echoing  wood,  tiie  winding  flood, 

Like  Paradise  did  glitter, 
When  angels  met,  at  Adam's  yett, 

To  hold  their  FSte  Cbampetre. 

VII. 

When  Politics  came  there,  to  mix 

And  make  his  ether-stane,  man ! 
He  circled  ronnd  the  magic  gronnd, 

Bnt  entrance  foond  he  none,  man : 
He  blosh'd  for  shame,  he  quat  his  name, 

Forswore  it,  every  letter, 
JITi*  hnmble  prayer  to  join  and  share 

This  festire  FSte  Champdtre. 


OOXUII. 

HERE'S  A  HEALTH. 
Tone— *<i7£re'i  a  heaUh  to  them  ihaCi  awaJ* 

[The  Charlie  of  this  ■oog  wu  Cbarleg  Fox;  Tunmie 
wa.a  Lord  Erskioe ;  and  M'Leod,  the  maiden  Bome  of  the 
CoostMi  of  London,  wae  then,  aa  now,  a  name  of  infla- 
Mce  both  in  the  Highlands  and  Lowlands.  The  bnlT  and 
bloe  of  th«  Whigs  had  trinmphed  over  the  white  rose  of 
Jaeobitism  in  the  heart  of  BarnSi  when  he  wrote  these 
feiMs.] 

I. 
Hebb's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here^s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 
And  wha  winna  wish  gold  luck  to  our  cause. 
May  narer  gnid  Inck  be  their  fa* ! 


•»*« 


It's  gtiid  to  be  meny  and  wise. 
It's  gold  to  be  honest  and  true, 
It's  gold  to  snpport  Caledonia's  cause. 
And  bide  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 

II. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here's  a  health  to  Charlie  the  chief  of  the  dan, 
Altho'  that  hJB  band  be  sma*. 
Hay  liberty  meet  wi'  success  I 
May  prudence  protect  her  firae  evil  I 
May  tyrants  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist, 
And  wander  their  way  to  the  dcTil  I 

III. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 

Here's  a  health  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  laddicj 

That  lives  at  the  lug  o'  the  law  1 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  read. 

Here's  fireedom  to  him  that  wad  write  I 

There's  nane  ever  fear'd  that  the  truth  should 

be  heard. 
But  they  wham  the  truth  wad  indite. 

IV. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  Chieftain  M'Leod,  a  chieftain  worth 

gowd, 
Tho'  bred  amang  mountidns  o'  snaw ! 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  'to  them  that's  awa ; 
And  wha  winna  wish  guid  luck  to  our  cause, 
May  never  gnid  luck  be  their  fa'  I 


»  OOXLIV. 

IS    THERE,    FOB   HONEST    PO- 
VERTY. 

Tune— "ibr  a'  that^  and  a\that," 

[In  this  noble  lyric  Bnms  has  yindieated  the  natural 
right  of  his  species.  He  modestly  says  to  Thomson,  "  I 
do  not  give  yon  this  song  for  yonr  book,  bat  merely  by 
way  of  vivi  la  bagaUlU;  for  the  piece  is  really  not 
poetry,  bnt  will  be  allowed  to  be  two  or  three  pretty 
good  prose  thoughts  inverted  into  rhyme."  Thomson 
took  the  song,  but  hazarded  no  praise.] 

I. 

Is  there,  for  honest  poverty. 
That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that  ? 
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The  ooirard-slaTe,  m  pass  him  b j, 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Our  toils  obscure,  and  a'  that; 
The  rank  is  but  the  guinea's  stamp. 

The  man's  the  goird  for  a'  that  1 

II. 
What  tho'  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin  grajr,  and  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  silks,  and  knayes  their  wine, 

A  man's  a  man,  for  a'  that! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  thaty 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a'  that; 
The  honest  man,  though  e'er  sae  poor. 

Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  that! 

XXI. 

Ye  see  yon  birkie,  ca'd — a  lord, 

Wha  stmts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that; 
Though  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that: 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

His  riband,  star,  and  a'  that, 
The  man  of  independent  mind. 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that. 

IV. 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  kidght, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that. 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Guid  faith,  he  maunna  fa*  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  dignities,  and  a'  that. 
The  pith  o'  sense,  and  pride  o'  worth, 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  that 

V. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  oome  it  may — 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that»- 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

Hay  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that ; 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

It's  oomin'  yet  for  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er, 

Shan  brothers  be  for  a'  that  I 


lookg  and  elegant  fonu  of  Ttrj 

Itnd  a  laitiog  loitre  to  painting  and  poatiy.] 


SwBxf  fa's  the  ctc  on  Craigie-lniiBt 
And  blithe  awakes  the  moirow; 

But  a'  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

zx. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

But  what  a  weaxj  wig^t  can  plean^ 
And  eare  his  bosom  wrxngtng  f 

III. 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  impart, 

Tet  dare  na  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  loye  will  break  my  hear^ 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

IT. 

If  thou  ref\ue  to  pity  me. 

If  thou  shalt  loTe  anither. 
When  yon  green  leayes  fade  fraa  the  tree, 

Around  my  grare  they'll  withsr. 


COXLY. 

CBAIGIE-BUBK  WOOD. 

{,Craigl«*biini  Wood  was  written  fyt  Oeorga  Thomaon : 
Vf  heroine  waa  Jean  Lorimar.   How  often  the  blooming 


OGXLYI. 

0  LASSIE,  ART  THOU  SLEEPING  Y^, 

Tune — "  Let  me  m  tkie  me  n^At" 

[The  thooffhts  of  Burna,  it  ia  aaid,  wandered  to  the  bit 
Mra.  Riddel,  of  Woodleigh  Park,  while  he  ttamgiamt  ihii 
Bong  for  Thomaon.  Thie  idea  ii  taken  fram  ea  old  \j^^ 
of  more  spirit  than  deeomm.] 

X. 

0  Lassib,  art  thou  sleeping  yet. 
Or  art  thou  waking,  I  would  witT 
For  love  has  bound  me  hand  and  foot. 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 
0  let  me  in  this  ae  mght, 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night, 
0  rise  and  let  me  in,  jo  \ 

It. 

Thou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  sad  weetl 
Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  dri^g  deet: 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 
And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  Jo. 
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III. 

The  l>itter  blast  that  round  me  blaws, 
TJnheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  caoldness  o*  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  Jo. 
0  let  me  in  this  ae  mght, 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
For  pity's  sake  this  ae  night, 
0  rise  and  let  me  in,  jo  I 


COXLVII. 

O  TELL  NA  ME  0'  WIND  AND  BAIN. 

(The  poet*!  thooffhto,  ai  mdered  in  the  kdy*i  uiwer, 
■M,  at  all  •▼«ats,  not  borrowtd  from  the  MntimanU  ex- 
pf««td  bfUn.  Riddel,  alluded  to  Intong  CCXXXYII.; 
then  ihe  ii  tandor  and  foigiTiag :  here  iho  ii  atom  and 
Mtd.] 

2. 

0  TMLL  na  me  o'  wind  and  rain. 
Upbraid  na  me  wi*  eanld  disdain  I 
Qae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  yon  in,  jo. 
I  teU  you  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae;  ae  night. 
And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 
I  winna  let  yon  in,  jo  I 

XI. 

The  sneUest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours, 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours, 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures, 
Tliatfs  trusted  fi^thless  man,  jo. 

III. 

The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  theimeady 
Now  trodden  like  the  Tilest  weed : 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read. 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 

IT. 

The  bird  that  charm'd  his  summer-day, 
Is  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey ; 
Let  witless,  trusting  woman  say 
How  alt  her  fate's  the  same,  Jo. 
I  tell  yon  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
And  anoe  for  a'  this  ae  nighti 
I  winna  let  you  in»  Jo  I 


OOXLVin. 
THE  DUMFRIES  VOLUNTEERS. 

■ 

Tune—*'  Piuh  about  ths  jorum,*' 

* 

[Thia  national  aong  waa  compoMd  in  April,  17B5.  The 
poet  had  been  at  a  pablie  meeting,  where  he  waa  lees 
joyoaa  than  nraal :  ae  eomething  had  been  expected  from 
him,  he  made  Iheee  veriee,  when  he  went  home,  and  eeat 
them,  with  hia  oomplimenta,  to  Mr.  Jaekeon,  editor  ot 
the  Dnmfriei  Journal.  The  original,  through  the  kind* 
neM  or  my  friend,  James  Milligan,  Eiq.,  ia  now  before 
me.] 

m 

I. 

Dois  haughty  Gaul  inrasion  threat. 

Then  let  the  loons  beware,  Sir, 
There's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 

And  Tolunteers  on  shore,  Sir. 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon, 

And  Criffel  sink  in  Solway, 
Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally  I 

II. 

0  let  us  not,  like  snarling  tykes. 

In  wrangling  be  divided ; 
Till  slap  come  in  an  unco  loon 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it. 
Be  Britun  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  oursels  united ; 
For  neyer  but  by- British  hands 

Maun  BriUsh  wrangs  be  righted  I 

III. 

The  kettle  o'  the  kirk  and  state, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in't ; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shall  erer  ca'  a  nail  in't. 
Our  fathers'  bluid  the  kettle  bought. 

And  wha  wad  darA  to  spoil  it ; 
By  heayen  I  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  foel  be  to  boU  it 

IV. 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  ^rrant  own* 

And  the  wretch  his  true-born  brother^ 
Who  would  set  the  mob  aboon  the  throne^ 

May  they  be  damned  together  I 
Who  will  not  sing,  <*God  save  the  King," 

Sliall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple ; 
But  while  we  sing,  "  God  saye  the  King,** 

We'll  ne'er  forget  the  people. 
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CGXLIX. 

ADDRESS  TO  THB  WOOD-LABE. 

Tune-^"  Where'U  bonnie  Ann  Zic"  i 

[The  old  0ODg  to  the  nme  air  is  yet  remembered :  Irat 
the  hnmoar  is  richer  than  the  delicacy ;  the  same  maybe 
said  of  many  of  the  fine  hearty  lyrics  of  the  elder  days 
of  Caledonia.  These  verses  were  composed  in  May, 
1795,  for  Thomson.] 

I. 

0  BTATy  sweet  varbling  irood-lark,  t^j  I 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray ; 
A  hapless  loyer  conrts  thy  lay. 
Thy  soothing  fond  oomplaining. 

zx. 

Again,  again  that  tender  part, 
That  I  may  oatch  thy  melting  art ; 

For  sorely  that  would  touch  her  hear^ 
Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

III. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind,' 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  windt 
Oh,  nocht  bat  loTe  and  sorrow  join'd, 
Sio  notes  o'  woe  oonld  wauken. 

ir. 

Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care ; 
0*  speechless  grief  and  dark  despair : 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair  I 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  I 


■^PT! 


■«W»^^ 


OCX.. 
ON  CHLORIS  BEINO  ILL. 

Tune— "-4y  wakin\  0." 

IKn  old  and  once  popular  lyrie  snggested  this  brief  and 
nappy  song  for  Thomson :  some  of  the  veraea  deaenre  to 

be  heli  in  remembrance. 

Ay  waking,  oh, 

Waking  ay  and  weary ; 
Sleep  I  eanna  get 

For  thinkiag  o*  my  dearie.] 

I. 
LoHQ,  long  the  night. 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow. 
While  my  soul's  delight 

Iq  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 


Can  I  cease  to  care  7 
Can  I  cease  to  languish  ? 

IHiile  my  darling  fair 
Is  on  the  oouoh  of  ax^goish  ? 


iz. 

Evezy  hope  is  fled. 

Every  fear  is  terror ; 
Slomber  even  I  dread. 

Every  dream  is  horror. 

III. 

Hear  me,  PoVrs  divine ! 

Oh,  in  pity  hear  me ! 
Take  aught  else  of  mine. 
Bat  my  Chloria  spare  me  I 
Long,  long  the  ni^t, 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow. 
While  my  soul's  delight 
Is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 


OdJ. 

CALEDONIA. 

Tune — "  Eumourt  of  OUnJ* 

[Love  of  cooatiy  often  niagles  ia  the  lyric  etmas  of 
Bums  with  his  personal  attachments,  and  in  few  more 
beantifnlly  than  in  the  following,  written  for  Thomson 
the  heroine  was  Bfrs.  Bams.] 

X. 

Thizb  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands 
reekoo. 
Where  bright-beaming  svmnm  exalt  the 
peH^e; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  bioekan, 
Wi'  the  bum  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow 
broom: 
Far  dearer  to  me  are  yen  humble  broom  bowers. 
Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  luzk  lowly 
unseen; 
For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild 
flowers, 
A  listening  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

XI. 

Tho'  rich  is  the  breeie  in  thdr  gay  tiuiB^  TaBeyB, 

And  cauld  Oaudoioa's  blast  on  Uio  wave ; 
Theb  sweet-Boeniad  woodlanda  that  akirt  Hie 
proud  palace. 
What  are  they?— The  haunt  of  the  tjra&l 
and  slave  t 


OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 


Hit  iUrt'g  ipiej  fonsti,  ud  gold-bubbling 

And,  to  t1 

Poorwi 

Meanwhil 

He  vandan  m  free  u  the  winds  of  his  moan- 

Has  bal 

UJl«. 

Toshnua 

S«Te  loie'i  villing  fettera,  the  chuna  o'  l^a 

Beaome 

Jeu. 

The  raTer 

Thetre 

COLtt. 

To  Bhun  L 

'TWAS  KA  HEB  BONNIE  BLUE  E£N. 

AwhUe 
Till  of  esc 

T<ui^-~"  Laddit,  Ut  ntar  nu." 

NoBhal 

[Tkoiigli  Lk*  Udr  wha  iupliw]  UMa  nnn  li  eillMl 

Shetmsti 

Mur  It  th.  p«t,  nrb,  «r.  tnditloa,  wu  »t  h.r 

Anddr) 

UBH :  rat  indtiloB,  mm  is  tUi,  fnnn,  wlin  U  ann 

ouwhila  that  Mn.  Riddal,  ud  at  aMthar  tlmi  U»t 

. 

"IVu  na  hcT  bomiie  bloe  sen  wbi  m;  ruin ; 

?mlr  tbo'  she  be,  that  wu  ne'er  taj  nndoing : 

'Tvu  tlie  deer  imile  irhea  neebod;  did  mind  n^ 

UARK 

'TwM  the  bewitching,  iweet  Blown  gUnoe  o' 

Tane- 

Undnew. 

[Bnna  talli  Thon 

that  ha  ia  la  a  high 

Seir  do  I  fear  that  l«  hope  is  denied  me, 

caradbrlhaitrait-i 

Bair  do  I  rear  that  deqwr  m&im  ibide  me  1 

laid  ha,  '>  how  I  M 

Bot  tho'  fell  rortnne  ehould  fate  u  to  serer, 

ill'wiiiail"n''conc»[ 

Queen  ihall  she  be  in  07  boaom  for  erer. 

afaomaofhiiotbst 

Hai7, 1'n  thine  wi'  a  paedon  duoerest. 

UAu;onder' 

AaA  then  hast  pUghted  ne  love  0'  the  dearest ! 

Bound  the  1 

And  Ihon'rt  the  angel  that  nerer  can  alter— 

Bat  when  eom 

SMoer  the  inn  in  hU  motion  would  falter. 

Poor  is  aU  t 

What  are 

What  are 

The  gay  gand] 

Thepollib 

ocijn. 

Majdraw 

HOW  CBUEL  ABE  THE  PABENTS. 

Andeonrt 

Tane-"/«U  JnimM,  «iyjo." 

Thefaney 
Bnt  nerer,  nai 

[-1  em  .t  tU.  n»a>l,>>  -y  Banu  to  Tbo«.™, 

wkca  ha  »mt  tlm  tUi  aoaf, "  boldios  bif  h  eaararaa  with 

tiM  Maaae,  aad  have  Bot  ■  wonl  to  Uinw  amr  oa  1  pn- 

•■k  dog,  nch  ai  jron  an."    Tat  than  ii  lau  thu  tha 

But,  did  yon  81 

poei'aanalliiipinUoBiiilhiilTiic.raritlaalleraiirroiii 

In  dmpUeit] 

«.E>0M>«*,} 

liorely  as  yoM 

I. 

Shrinking  fk 

How  cnel  are  the  parents 

0  then  till 

Who  riehei  onlj  priie, 

AndaUn 
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In  Loto'b  delightful  fetters  she  chaliui  the  wil- 
ling soul ! 

Amhition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown, 

Even  Avarice  would  deny 

His  worshiped  deity. 
And  feel  thro'  CTery  yeln  Lotc'b  raptures  roll. 


CCLV. 

•  THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE. 

Tune*-**  Thia  is  no  my  ain  hottse,*^ 

[Though  eompoMd  to  the  order  of  Thomaon,  and  there- 
fore lest  likely  to  be  the  oflspring  of  aoBOlicited  ineplra- 
tion,  thii  ii  one  of  the  happieet  o(  modem  songe.  When 
the  poet  wrote  it,  he  eeemi  to  have  been  betide  the  "  fair 
dame  at  whose  shrinOi"  he  said,  <*I,  the  priest  of  the 
Nine,  offer  np  the  incense  of  ParnasBUfl.'^J  * 

I. 

0  THIS  is  no  my  ain  lassie, 
Fair  tho*  the  lassie  he ; 
0  weel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie, 
Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 
I  see  a  form,  I  see  a  face, 
Ye  wecl  may  wi'  the  fairest  place : 
It*  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace. 
The  kind  lore  that's  in  her  e'e. 

She's  bonnie,  blooming,  straight,  and  tall, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  ay  it  charms  my  yery  saul, 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

III. 

A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a'  unseen ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lovers'  een, 
When  kind  love  is  in  the  e'e. 

IV. 

It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks, 
It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks ; 
But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 
0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie. 
Fair  tho'  the  lassie  be ; 
0  weel  ken  I  my  ain  lassie^ 
Kind  love  is  in  her  e'e. 


CCLVI. 

NOW  SPRING   HAS    GLAD    THE 
GROVE  IN  GREEN. 

TO  MB.   CUKKINGnAM. 

.[Composed  in  reference  to  a  lovediaippoiatment  of  ths 
poet*s  friend,  Alexander  Connii^ham,  which  also  ooca 
aioned  the  song  beginning, 

<'  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  abore.*'] 

I. 

Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green. 

And  strew'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers : 
The  furrow'd  waving  com  is  seen 

Rejoice  in  fosteilng  showers ; 
While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 

Their  sorrows  to  forego, 
0  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  of  woe  ? 

II. 
The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  bum 

Glides  swift,  a  silver  dart. 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn 

Defies  the  angler's  art : 
My  life  was  ance  that  careless  streao^ 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  love,  wi'  unrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

HI. 
The  little  flow'ret's  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows. 
Which,  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine ;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past, 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom. 
And  now  beneath  the  with'ring  blast 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

IV. 

The  waken'd  laVrock  warbling  springs 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wiugs 

In  morning's  rosy  eye; 
As  little  r«ckt  I  sorrow's  power, 

Until  the  flow'ry  snare 
0*  witching  love,  in  luckless  hour, 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

V. 

0  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  saowi^ 

Or  Afric's  burning  sone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  leagu'd  ay  fo6B, 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known! 
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III. 

A  weel-stocked  mftilen-— himser  for  the  laird — 
And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffers : 

I  neyer  loot  on  that  I  kenn*d  it,  or  car*d, 
Bat  thought  I  maj  hae  wanr  offers^  waur 

offers. 
But  thought  I  might  hae  wanr  offers. 

IV. 

But  what^wad  ye  think?     In  a  fortnight  or 
less — 
The  deil  tak  his  taste  to  gae  near  her ! 
He  up  the  Gateslack  to  my  black  oousin  Bess, 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jadl  I  could  bear  her, 

conld  bear  her, 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jadl  I  could  bear  her. 

IV. 

But  a'  the  niest  week  as  I  fretted  wi'  care, 
I  gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalgarnock, 

And  wha  but  my  fine  fickle  lover  was  there ! 
I  glowr'd,  as  Td  seen  a  warlock,  a  warlock, 
I  glowr'd  as  Td  seen  a  warlock. 

II. 
But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  blink, 

Lest  neebors  might  say  I  was  saucy ; 
My  wooer  he  oaper'd  as  he'd  been  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie, 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 

VII. 

I  8pier*d  for  my  cousin  fu'  couthy  and  sweet, 

Gin  she  had  recovered  her  hearin', 
And  how  my  auld  shoon  suited  her  shauchled 
feet, 
But,  heavens!   how  he  fell  a  swearin',   a 

swearin*. 
But,  heavens  I  how  he  fell  a  swearin'. 

VIII. 

He  begged,  for  Gudesake,  I  wad  be  his  wife. 
Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow ; 

80,  e*en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  to-mor- 
row, 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to  morrow. 


COLZ. 

CHLOBIS. 

Tune.-.«  Caledonian  JBunft  JhU^ht,'* 

[« I  am  at  preient,"  nya  Bunu  to  Thonuon,  when  be 
sommniiieatod  thate  veraea,  *<  quite  occupiad  with  Uia 


oharmiag  aanaattona  of  the  toothache,  so  have  not  a  vord 
to  Bpare— auch  ia  the  paeuUarity  of  the  rhythm  of  this  air, 
that  T  find  it  impoasible  to  make  another  atanza  to  aiiit  it." 
Thia  ia  the  laat  of  hia  atraina  in  honour  of  Chloris. 


I. 


Why,  why  tell  thy  lover. 
Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy : 

Why,  why  undeceive  him. 
And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie  ? 


II. 


0  why,  while  fancy  raptured,  slumbers, 
Chloris,  Chloris  all  the  theme. 

Why,  why  wouldst  thou,  cruel. 
Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream  ? 


OCLXI. 

THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW'S  LA3f£KT. 

[Thia  aong  ia  aaid  to  be  Boma'a  veraion  of  a  Gae2e 
lament  for  the  ruin  which  followed  the  rebellion  of  tha 
year  1745 :  he  aent  it  to  the  Mnaeom.] 

I. 
Oh  I  I  am  come  to  the  low  conntrie, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie  1 
Without  a  penny  in  my  purse. 

To  buy  a  meal  to  me. 

II. 
It  was  na  sae  in  the  Highland  hills, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie! 
Nae  woman  in  the  country  wide 

Sae  happy  was  as  me. 

III. 
For  then  I  had  a  score  o'  kye, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie! 
Feeding  on  yon  hills  so  high. 

And  giring  milk  to  me. 

IV. 

And  there  I  had  three  score  0'  yowes, 

Och-on,  och-on,  och-rie ! 
Skipping  on  yon  bonnie  knowes, 

And  casting  woo'  to  me. 

•  V. 

I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  clan, 

Sair,  sair,  may  I  repine ; 
For  Donald  was  the  .brawest  lad. 

And  Donald  he  was  mine. 

VI. 

Till  Charlie  Stewart  cam*  at  last, 
Sae  far  to  set  us  free  : 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


Uj  Donald's  arm  was  irantod  then, 
For  Scotland  and  for  me. 


Their  waefu'  fate  what  need  I  tell, 
Eight  to  the  irrang  did  jield: 

Mj  Donald  and  his  coiuttr}'  fell 
Upon  CoUoden's  field. 

Oh  t  I  un  come  to  the  low  conntrie, 

Ooh-on,  oeb-oii,  och-rie  1 
Ifae  troman  in  the  world  wide 

Sa«  wretohed  now  ae  me. 


TO  OENEBAL  DVMOUBIEB. 


tteMaa  of  Ganaral  DuinODiiac.] 

ToifKn  welcome  to  despots,  Dnmourier ; 
Yon're  welcome  to  despote,  Domoiuier ; 

How  does  Dampiere  dot 

Aje,  and  Bonmonrilte,  too  T 
Why  did  thej  not  oome  along  with  yon,  Da- 

I  will  fight  hance  with  yon,  Dumonrier ; 

I  win  fight  France  with  yon,  Domoorier; 
I  will  fight  Prance  with  yon, 
I  will  take  my  chance  with  yoa ; 

67  ny  mdI  I'll  dance  a  dance  with  yon,  Damon- 
tier. 

Then  let  ns  fight  abont,  Dumonrier ; 
Then  let  na  fight  abont,  DuDoorier ; 

Then  let  ni  fight  abont. 

Till  freedom's  spark  is  ont. 
Then  well  be  damn'd,  no  doubt,  Dnnooriar. 


CCLXm. 
PBO-A-BAMSBT. 
Tnne— "  CmU  u  the  /etin  I 
[HoMofihUi 


And  dawin'  it  is  dreai 
When  birki  are  ban 


0  bitter  bUwH  the  e'ei 
When  bitter  bites  tl 

And  In  the  mirk  and  d 
The  hills  and  glens  1 


Ne' 


SM  mnrky  blew 
That  drifted  o'er  thi 
nt  a  bonnie  Peg-a-Ri 
Oat  grist  to  her  mill 


OCLXIT. 

THERE  WAS  A  BOS 


Tbiue  was  a  bonnie  la 
And  a  bonnie,  bonnie  Ii 

And  she  lo'ed  her  bonnie 
Till  war's  lood  alarms 
Tore  her  laddie  frae  he 

Wi'  mony  a  sigh  and  tear 


0»er  sea,  oyer  shore, 
Where  the  cannons  load 

Be  still  was  a  stranger  to 
And  nocht  oould  hlni  qi 
Or  his  boBota  assut, 

But  the  bonnie  lass  he  lo'i 


«] 


Caitld  is  the  e'enia'  blast 
0*  Boniaa  o'er  the  pool. 


CCLXT. 

0  MALLT'S  MEEK,  Mat.i 

[Bum,  it  li  i^d,  eompond  tbt— 
cooottf  gii],  wlUi  b«  (bOM  aad  ■ 
nlkisg  hamtwiidi  frani  *  DnmTi 
rack  with  liarli«iolf,uidub«BDtU 
.    TUt  wu  bli  Uil  coDUmmleilioi 


0  Ualli'b  meek,  Mally' 
Mallj's  modest  and  di 

Mftlly's  rare,  Mally's  fai 
Mally's  ereij  way  001 
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Ab  I  vu  walking  up  the  street, 
A  b»refit  maid  I  chano'd  to  meet; 

But  0  tbe  road  was  Tory  hard 
For  that  fair  maiden's  tender  feet 


XL 

It  were  mair  meet  that  those  fine  feet 
Were  weel  lac'd  np  in  silken  shoon. 

And  'twere  more  fit  that  she  should  sit. 
Within  yon  ohariot  gilt  aboon. 

III. 

Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  eompare, 

Comes  tiinkling  down  her  swan-white  neck ; 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies, 

Would  keep  a  sinking  ship  firae  wreck. 
0  Mally's  meek,  Bfally's  sweet, 

Mally's  modest  and  discreet, 
Mally's  rare,  Mally's  fair, 

Mally's  eyery  way  complete. 


CCLXVI. 

HEY  FOB  A   LASS  Wr  A  TOCHEB. 

Tune — "BaUnamana  Ora" 

[Commnnicated  to  Tbomioii,  ITthof  February,  1796,  to 
be  printed  aa  part  of  the  poet's  contribation  to  the  Irith 
melodiet :  he  calls  it  "  a  kind  of  rhapsodf.' '] 

I. 

AwA  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms. 
The  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms: 
0,  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres  o'  charms, 
0,  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  farms. 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher. 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 

II. 
Tour  beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that 

blows, 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows ; 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonnie  green 

knowes, 
•nk  spring  they're  new  deokit  wi'  bonnie  white 
yowes. 

III. 
And  e'en  when  this  beauty  your  bosom  has  blest. 
The  brightest  o'  beauty  may  cloy  when  possest ; 


But  the  sweet  yellow  darlings  wi'  Geordie  im- 
prest. 
The  langer  ye  hae  them — the  maar  the^n 
carest. 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 
Then  hey  for  ih  lass  wi'  a  tocher ; 
Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher, 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me. 


ccLxyn. 

JESSY. 

Tune—"  Mere^i  a  health  to  them  thafa  tneaj* 

pYritten  in  honoor  of  Miss  Jessie  Lawan,  aov  tf  n 
Thomson.  Her  tender  and  danghter-like  attenlioiit 
soothed  the  last  hours  of  the  djing  poet,  and  if  intnorUhty 
can  be  considered  a  recompense,  she  has  been  rewarded  J 

I. 

Hbex's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  loTera 
meet. 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy  I 

II. 

Altho'  thou  maun  neyer  be  mine, 

Altho'  eyen  hope  is  denied ; 
'Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing, 

Then  aught  in  the  world  beside — Jessy ! 

III. 

I  mourn  through  the  gay,  gaudy  day, 
As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  thy  charms : 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber, 
For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thy  arms — Jessy ! 

IV. 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  Ioto  rolling  e'e ; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confession 

'Gainst  fortune's  fell  cruel  decree  t-^easy  2 
Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear ; 
Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  loTon 
meet. 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear— Jes^ ! 


OP  ROBERT  BUR] 


FoUweU 

ccLxvni. 

Could'it 

FAIREST  MAID  ON  DETOS  BAKES. 

01  dids 

Norm 

tant—"  Soihemurdtt." 

[Oa  111*  IStk  of  Jnljr,  ina,  u  Bum  Ur  drill  It  Bn>», 

M  Iha  Bolny,  hi*  Ihosf  bU  wudcnd  lo  HTlr  din,  ud 

lU.  Mi*,  tl.  U*i  t,.  WM 10  oMMort  in  tlui  wotid,  wo 

Thoae  wi 

4*dk*M  to  ChulotW  HamU™,  tha  amid  of  U.o  D.TOB.) 

Andbjl 

I. 

NolOT 

FiixuT  nikid  on  Deroa  bulu, 

Fkii 

Cr7>Ul  Deroa,  wimllng  Deroa, 

Ci 

Wilt  thon  Uj  tl>»t  frawn  Mids, 

wut 

And  nnile  m  thon  ware  woat  to  do  t 

Ai 

GENEEAL   CORRESPi 


TO  WILLIAM  BORNESS. 


■eriplnnJ  deforanc^a  to  p«lariiaj  muthority,  tad 

Ircint,  -Da.  27,  ] 
HoHODup  Sis, 
I  Kin  pnrpoiely  deUyed  irriling  In  the  hope 
tliat  I  should  h*re  the  plcuura  of  leeing  70a 
OB  Ncw-Y«ftr't  da;;  but  work  comEB  eo  h»rd 
npoK  na,  that  I  do  not  cbooae  to  be  abaent  0 
that  accoont,  as  veil  t»  for  toma  other  little 
reuoos  which  I  ihall  tell  you  at  meeting.  My 
health  is  nearly  the  aame  m  when  you  war 
ber«,  only  my  aleep  ia  »  little  aoundor,  and  0 
tha  whole  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwiae, 
though  I  mend  by  rery  alow  degreoa. 
v««kneaa  of  my  nerraa  b««  bo  debilitated  my 
aind,  that  I  dare  neither  rerlew  paat  wanta,  i 
look  forward  into  fnturily ;  for  the  leaat  anxiety 
er  perturbation  In  my  breast  producei 
happy  effecla  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes, 
indeed,  when  for  aa  hour  or  two  my  spirita  are 
alightenad,  I  glimmer  a  little  iiit«  futorily ;  but 
nj  principal,  and  indeed  my  only  pleaaorable 
•Dployment  ia  looking  baokwarda  and  forwarda 
ia  a  aoral  aod  reiigiooi  way ;  I  am  quite  trana- 


ported  at  1 
Tei7B0on,: 
pain*,  and 
weary  life ; 

aelf,  I  ooul 
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ments  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Muir ;  and  with  iriflliing 
you  a  merry  New- Year's  daj,  I  shall  condade. 
I  aifl,  honoured  sir,  yoor  daUfol  son, 

BOBUT  BUBSSSS. 

P.  S.  My  meal  is  nearly  out,  but  I  am  going 
to  borrow  till  I  get  more. 


II. 
TO  BIR.   JOHN  MURDOCH, 

t 

BCUOOLMASTKB, 

STABLES-INN  BUILDINGS,  LONDON. 

[John  Murdoch,  one  of  the  poot'i  earif  teachers,  re- 
moved from  the  west  of  Scntland*to  London,  where  he 
lived  to  a  good  old  age,  and  loved  to  talk  of  the  pioas 
William  Bameis  and  his  eminent  son.] 

Lochlcay  \Uh  January y  1788. 
Dba^  Sib, 

As  I  haye  an  opportunity  of  sending  you  a 
letter  without  putting  you  to  that  expense 
which  any  production  of  mine  would  but  ill 
repay,  I  embrace  it  with  pleasure,  to  tell  you 
that  I  have  not  forgotten,  nor  ever  will  forget, 
the  many  obligations  I  lie  under  to  your  kind- 
ness and  friendship. 

I  do  not  doubt,  Sir,  but  you  will  wish  to  know 
what  has  been  the  result  of  all  the  pains  of  an 
indulgent  father,  and  a  masterly  teacher ;  and 
I  wish  I  could  gratify  your  curiosity  with  such 
a  recital  as  you  would  be  pleased  with ;  but 
that  is  what  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  the  case. 
I  haTC,  indeed,  kept  pretty  clear  of  yicious 
habits ;  and,  in  this  respect,  I  hope,  my  Conduct 
will  not  disgrace  the  education  I  hare  gotten  ; 
but,  as  a  man  of  the  world,  I  am  most  miserably 
deficient.  One  would  have  thought  that,  bred 
as  I  have  been,  under  a  father,  who  has  figured 
pretty  well  as  un  homme  des  affaires,  I  might  have 
been,  what  the  world  calls,  a  pushing,  active 
fellow ;  but  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Sir,  there  is 
hardly  anything  more  my  reverse.  I  seem  to 
be  one  sent  into  the  world  to  see  and  observe ; 
and  I  very  easily  compound  with  the  knave  who 
tricks  me  of  my  money,  if  there  be  anything 
original  about  him,  which  shows  me  human  na- 
ture in  a  different  light  from  anything  I  have 
seen  before.  In  short,  the  Joy  of  my  heart  is 
to  '<  study  men,  their  manners,  and  their  ways ;" 
and  for  this  darling  subject,  I  cheerfully  sacri- 
fice every  other  consideration.  I  am  quite  in- 
dolent about  those  great  concerns  that  set  the 


bustling,  busy  sons  of  care  agog ;  and  if  I  have 
to  answer  for  the  present  hour,  I  am  vety  easy 
with  regard  to  anythlBg  farther.    Even  the 
last,  worst  shift  of  the  ^  unfortunate  and  the 
wretched,  does  .not  mnch  terrify  me :  I  know 
that  even  then,  my  talent  for  what  comitiy  folks 
call  '<  a  sensible  crack,"  when  once  it  is  saao- 
tified  by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me  so 
much  esteem,  that  even  then — I  would  lean  to 
be  happy,  i     However,  I  am  under  ao  appre- 
hensions about  that ;  for  though  indolent,  yet  so 
far  as  an  extremely  delicate  constitution  per- 
mits, I  am  not  lazy ;  and  in  many  things,  expe- 
cially  in  tavern  matters,  I  am  a  striet  eoene- 
mist ;  not,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  the  money ; 
but  one  of  the  pxincipal  parts  in  my  oomporitioa 
is  a  kind  of  pride  of  stomach ;  and  I  aoom  to 
fear  the  face  of  any  man  living :  abova  eveiy- 
thing,  I  abhor  as  hell,  the  idea  of  sneaking  in  a 
comer  to  avoid  a  dun — ^possibly  some  pidfal, 
sordid  wretoh,  who  in  my  heart  I  despise  sad 
detest    'Tis  this,  and  this  alone,  that  endears 
economy  to  me.    In  the  matter  of  boi^,  is- 
deed,  I  am  very  proAise.    My  favourite  antfaors 
are  of  the  sentimental  kind,  such  as  Shenstoae, 
particularly  hia  '*  Elegies  ;'*  Thomson ;  **  Msn 
of  Feeling*' — a  book  I  prise  next  to  the  Bibie ; 
Man  of  the  World ;"  Sterne,  especially  hii 
Sentimental  Journey;*'   Macpfaerseo*a  *'0»- 
sian,"  &o. ;  these  are  the  glorioos  nodds  after 
which  I  endeavour  to  form  my  eondaet,  and  'tli 
incongruous,  'tis  absurd  to  suppose  that  the  man 
whose  mind  glows  with  sentiments  lighted  up 
at  their  sacred  flame--the  man  whose  heart  dis- 
tends with  benevolence  to  all  the  human  race- 
he  *'who  can  soar  above  this  little  seene  of 
things"— can  he  descend  to  mind  the  palttj  con- 
cerns about  which  the  terrafilial  race  tttU  and 
fbme,  and  vex  themselves  I    0  how  the  glerioos 
triumph  swells  my  heart  I  I  forget  that  I  am  a 
poor,  insignificant  devil,  unnoticed  and    un- 
known, stalking  up  and  dovm  fairs  and  mar- 
kets, when  I  happen  to  be  in  them,  reading  a 
page  or  two  of  mankind,  and  *<  catching  the 
manners  living  as  they  rise,"  whilst  the  men  of 
business  Jostle  me  on  every  side,  as  an  Idle  en- 
cumbrance in  their  way. — But  I  dare  say  I  have 
by  this  time  tired  your  patience;  so  I  fhall 
conclude  with  begging  you  to  give  Mrs.  Mar- 
doch — ^not  my  compliments,  for  that  Is  a  mere 
common-place  story ;  but  my  warmest,  kindest 

I  The  last  shift  alladed  to  here  mnst  be  the  eoodiuiv 
of  an  itinerant  beggar ^-Cvaaii. 
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wuhei  for  her  welfare ;  and  accept  of  the  same 
fur  joureelA  ftom,  ^ 

Pear  Bir,  yours.— E.  B. 


ni.  4 

TO  UB.  JAMBS  BURNE8S, 

WBITKR,   VOHTBOSE.^ 

(James  Baraaas,  no  of  th«  poet'a  aacla,  Uvea  at  Moat- 
rt>«a,  audi  aa  may  be  lurmiaad,  U  now  yaryold :  faina  haa 
eoiae  to  hia  bouaa  throngh  fait  amiDent  couiin  Robert,  and 
daarar  aCUt  thmogb  hia  own  grandaon,  Sir  Alexander 
Bmim»9,  with  whoaa  talanta  and  intteplditf  the  world  ia 
watt  acqnaiatad.] 

Loehka^  21«<  June^  1788. 
D*4m  Sib, 

Mj  father  reeeWed  year  faronr  of  the  10th 
onnreoiy  and  as  he  has  been  for  some  months 
ifgy  poorly  in  health,  and  is  in  his  own  opinion 
(and  indeed,  in  almost  ererybody's  else)  in  a 
drying  condition,  he  has  only,  with  great  diffi- 
cult, written  a  few  farewell  lines  to  each  of 
his  brothers-in-law.  For  this  melancholy  rea- 
son, I  now  hold  the  pen  for  him  to  thank  you 
for  yonr  kind  letter,  and  to  assure  yon.  Sir,  that 
it  shall  not  be  my  fanlt  if  my  father's  correspon- 
dence in  the  north  die  with  him.  My  brother 
writes  to  John  Caird,  and  to  him  I  must  refer 
you  for  the  news  of  onr  family. 

I  aluU  only  trouble  you  with  a  few  particu- 
lam  reladTe  to  the  wretched  state  of  this 
eeivtttry.  Onr  markets  are  exceedingly  high; 
oatmeal  17d.  and  18d.  per  peck,  and  not  to  be 
gotten  eTen  at  that  price.  We  haye  indeed  been 
ptetty  well  supplied  with  quantities  of  white 
peas  from  England  and  elsewhere,  but  that  re- 
Murce  is  likely  to  fail  us,  and  what  will  become 
of  us  then,  particularly  the  yery  poorest  sort, 
Ueaven  only  knows.  This  country,  till  of  late, 
waa  floorishing  incredibly  in  the  manufacture 
of  eslk,  lawn,  and  oaipet^ wearing ;  and  we  are 
stm  earrying  on  a  good  deal  in  that  way,  but 
naeh  reduced  from  what  it  was.  We  had  also 
ft  fine  trade  in  the  shoe  way,  but  now  entirely 

used,  and  hundreds  driren  to  a  starring  con- 
on  account  of  it.    Farming  is  also  at  a 


1  Tola  feaflemaa  (the  aon  of  an  alder  brother  of  ray 
ftither*a)«  wbaa  ha  waa  rary  young,  loat  hia  father,  and 
iBVii^  diacovarad  in  hia  father'a  repocitoriea  lome  of  my 
teflar'a  latterat  ha  raqneated  that  the  correapondance 
a^g1lt  ba  renewed.  My  father  eoatinnad  till  the  last  year 
a#  hia  life  to  correap^ad  with  hia  nephew,  and  it  waa 


yery  low  ebb  with  us.  Our  lands,  generally 
speaking,  are  mountainous  and  barren;  and 
our  landholders,  full  of  ideas  of  farmi^  gathered 
from  the  English  and  the  Lothians,  and  other 
rich  soils  in  Scotland,  make  no  allowance  for 
the  odds  of  the  quality  of  land,  aAd  conse- 
quently stretch  us  much  beyond  what  in  the 
erent  we  will  be  found  able  to  pay.  We  are 
also  much  at  a  loss  for  want  of  proper  methods 
in  our  improyements  of  farming,  l^ecessity 
compels  us  to  leaye  our  old  schemes,  and  few 
of  us  haye  opportunities  of  being  well  informed 
in  new  ones.  In  short,  my  dear  Sir,  since  the 
unfortunate  beginning  of  this  American  war, 
and  its  as  unfortunate  conclusion,  this  country 
has  been,  and  still  is,  decaying  yery  fast.  £yen 
in  higher  life,  a  couple  of  our  Ayrshire  noble- 
men, and  the  major  part  of  our  knights  and 
squires,  are  all  insoWent.  A  miserable  job  of  a 
Douglas,  Heron,  and  Co.'s  bank,  i^ioh  no 
doubt  you  heard  of,  has  undone  numbers  of 
thim  ;  and  imitating  English  and  French,  and 
other  foreign  luxuries  and  fopperies,  has  ruined 
as  many  more.  There  is  a  great  trade  of  smug- 
gling carried  on  along  our  coasts,  which,  how- 
eyer  destructire  to  the  interests  of  the  kingdom 
at  large,  certainly  enriches  this  corner  of  it, 
but  too  often  at  the  expense  of  our  morals. 
Howeyer,  it  enables  indiriduals  to  make,  at  least 
for  a  time,  a  splendid  appearance ;  but  Fortune, 
as  is  usual  with  her  when  she  is  uncommonly 
larish  of  her  f ayours,  is  generally  eren  with  them 
at  the  last ;  and  happy  were  it  for  numbers  of 
them  if  she  would  leaye  them  no  worse  than 
when  she  found  them. 

My  mother  sends  yon  a  small  present  of  a 
cheese,  'tis  but  a  yery  little  one,  as  our  last  year's 
stock  is  sold  off;  but  if  you  could  fix  on  any  cor- 
respondent in  Edinburgh  or  Glasgow,  we  would 
send  you  a  proper  one  in  the  season.  Mrs.  Black 
promises  to  take  the  cheese  under  her  care  so 
far,  and  then  to  send  it  to  you  by  the  Stirling 
carrier. 

I  shall  conclude  this  long  letter  with  assuring 
you  that  I  shall  be  yery  happy  to  hear  from  you, 
or  any  of  our  friends  in  your  country,  when  op* 
portunity  serres. 

afterwnrda  kept  np  by  my  brother.  Kxtmcta  from  aoma 
of  my  brother'a  letters  to  his  cuasin  are  introdnred,  for 
the  purpose  of  exhibiting  the  poet  before  he  had  nrtrncted 
the  notice  of  the  public,  and  in  his  d(»mc9!ic  fu::'ily  ro- 
tations afterwards. — Gilbkkt  Burns. 
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My  father  sends  yon,  probably  for  the  last 
time  in  this  world,  his  warmeiBt  wishes  for  yonr 
welfare  aftd  happiness  ;  and  my  mother  and  the 
rest  of  the  family  desire  to  enclose  their  kind 
compliments  to  you,  Mrs.  Bomess,  and  the  rest 
of  yonr  ^mily,  along  with  those  of. 

Dear  Sir, 
Tour  affectionate  Coosin, 

B.B. 


IV. 


TO   MISS  E. 

[The  lutme  of  the  Udf  to  whom  thii  and  the  three  nic- 
eeeding  letteri  were  addreHed,  ■eeme  to  have  been 
known  to  Dr.  Currie,  who  introduced  them  in  hie  first 
edition,  but  excladed  them  from  hie  eecond.  They  were 
reetored  by  Gilbert  Barm,  withoat  naming  the  lady.] 

*  LochUa,  1788. 

I  TEEiLT  belieTO,  my  dear  £.,  that  the  pore, 
genuine  feelings  of  Ioto  are  as  rare  in  the  world 
as  the  pure  genuine  principles  of  Tirtue  and 
piety.  This  I  hope  will  account  for  the  uncom- 
mon style  of  all  my  letters  to  you.  By  uncom- 
mon, I  mean  their  being  written  in  such  a  serious 
manner,  which,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  has  made 
me  often  afraid  lest  you  should  take  me  for 
some  zealous  bigot,  who  conTersed  with  his 
mistress  as  he  would  conyerse  with  his  minister. 
I  don't  know  how  it  is,  my  dear,  for  though, 
except  your  company,  there  is  nothing  on  earth 
giyes  me  so  much  pleasure  as  writing  to  you, 
yet  it  noTer  gives  me  those  giddy  raptures  so 
much  tnlked  of  among  lovers.  I  have  often 
thought  tliat  if  a  well-grounded  affection  be  not 
really  a  part  of  virtue,  'Us  something  extremely 
akin  to  it.  Whenever  the  thought  of  my  £. 
warms  my  heart,  every  feeling  of  humanity, 
every  principle  of  generosity  kindles  in  my 
breast.  It  extinguishes  every  dirty  spark  of 
malice  and  envy  which  are  but  too  apt  to  infest 
me.  I  grasp  every  creature  in  the  arms  of 
universal  benevolence,  and  equally  participate 
in  the  pleasures  of  the  happy,  and  sympathize 
with  the  miseries  of  the  unfortunate.  I  assure 
you,  my  dear,  I  often  look  up  to  the  Divine  Dis- 
poser of  events  with  an  eye  of  gratitude  for  the 
blessing  which  I  hope  he  intends  to  bestow  on 
me  in  bestowing  you.  I  sincerely  wish  that  he 
may  bless  my  endeavours  to  make  your  life  as 
comfortable  and  happy  as  possible,  both  in 
tweetening  the  rougher  parts  of  my  natural  tem- 


per, and  bettering  the  unklBdly  oireumstaaees 
of  my  fortune.  This,  my  dear,  is  %  passion,  «i 
least  in  my  view,  worthy  of  a  man,  and  I  vill 
add  worthy  of  a  Christifu.  The  sordid  earth- 
worm may  profess  love  to  a  woman's  penoB, 
whilat  in  reality  his  affeetion  ia  eentred  in  her 
pocket ;  and Ihe  slavish  drudge  may  go  a-wooisg 
as  he  goes  to  the  horse-market  to  choose  an« 
who  ia  stout  and  firm,  and  as  we  may  say  of  u 
old  horse,  one  who  will  be  a  good  dmdge  id4 
draw  kindly.  I  disdain  their  dirty,  pm^  ideu. 
I  would  be  heartily  out  of  humonr  with  ajMlf 
if  I  thought  I  were  capable  of  having  so  poor  i 
noUon  of  the  sex,  which  were  designed  to  crom 
the  pleasures  of  society.  Poor  detils  1  I  d<a't 
envy  them  their  happiness  who  have  such 
notions.  For  my  part,  I  propose  quite  other 
pleasures  with  my  dear  partner. 

B.B. 


V. 

TO  MISS  E. 

Loehlea,  1783. 
Mt  dear  B.  : 

I  no  not  remember,  in  the  course  of  yonr  at- 
quaintance  and  mine,  ever  to  have  heard  joor 
opinion  on  the  ordinary  way  of  falling  io  !>'>▼«, 
amongst  people  of  our  station  of  life :  I  do  not 
mean  the  persons  who  proceed  in  the  way  of 
bargain,  but  those  whose  affeetion  is  really 
placed  on  the  person. 

Though  I  be,  as  you  know  very  well,  but  a 
very  awkward  lover  myself,  yet  aa  I  have  some 
opportunities  of  observing  the  conduct  of  others 
who  are  much  better  skilled  in  the  affair  of 
courtship  than  I  am,  I  often  think  it  Is  owing  to 
lucky  chance  more  than  to  good  management, 
that  there  are  not  more  unhappy  marriages  than 
usually  are. 

It  is  natural  for  a  young  fellow  to  like  the  ae* 
quaintance  of  the  females,  and  customary  for 
him  to  keep  them  company  when  occasion 
serves :  some  one  of  them  Is  more  agreeable  to 
him  than  the  rest ;  there  is  something,  he  kmiwi 
not  what,  pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in 
her  company.  This  I  take  to  be  what  ia  called 
love  with  the  greater  part  of  us ;  and  I  mosl 
own,  dear  £.,  it  is  a  hard  game,  such  a  one  ai 
you  have  to  play  when  you  meet  with  sncb  i 
lover.  Tou  cannot  refuse  but  he  is  nncere,  an^ 
yet  though  you  use  him  ever  so  favourably,  pec 


haBfB  is  a  tew  BMmths,  or  at  farthest  in  a  year 
or  two,  the  eame  maeeoimtable  fancy  may  make 
him  ae  diatractedly  fond  of  another,  whilst  yon 
are  quite  forgot.  I  am  aware  that  perhaps  the 
next  time  I  haye  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yon, 
yon  may  bid  me  take  my  own  lesson  home,  and 
tell  BM  that  the  passion  I  have  professed  for 
yon  ia  perhaps  one  of  those  transient  flashes  I 
have  been  describing ;  but  I  hope,  my  dear  £., 
yon  win  do  me  the  justice  to  beiieTe  me,  when 
I  assure  yon  that  the  love  I  haTe  for  yon  is 
founded  on  the  sacred  principles  of  Tirtne  and 
honour,  and  by  consequence  so  long  as  you  con- 
tinue possessed'of  those  amiable  qualities  which 
first  inspired  my  passion  for  you,  so  long  must 
I  eontinae  to  Ioto  you.  Beliere  me,  my  dear, 
it  la  loTO  like  this  alone  which  can  render  the 
maniage  state  happy.  People  may  talk  of 
flames  and  raptures  as  long  as  they  please,  and 
a  warm  fancy,  with  a  flow  of  youthful  spirits, 
may  make  them  feel  something  like  what  they 
describe ;  but  sure  I  am  the  nobler  faculties  of 
the  mind,  with  kindred  feelings  of  the  heart, 
can  only  be  the  foundation  of  friendship,  and  it 
has  always  been  my  opinion  that  the  married 
life  was  only  friendship  in  a  more  exalted  degree. 
If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant  my  wishes, 
and  it  should  please  ProTidenoe  to  spare  us  to 
the  latest  periods  of  life,  I  can  look  forward  and 
see  that  eyen  then,  though  bent  down  with 
wrinkled  age ;  eyen  then,  when  all  other  worldly 
dreumstances  will  be  indifferent  to  me,  I  will 
regard  my  £.  with  the  tenderest  affection,  and 
for  this  plain  reason,  because  she  is  still  pos- 
sessed of  those  noble  qualities,  improyed  to  a 
mach  higher  degree,  which  first  inspired  my 
affection  for  her. 

*•  O !  kappf  sUto  when  ■onli  each  other  draw. 
When  lore  i»  liberty  and  nature  law.'*i 

I  know  were  I  to  speak  in  such  a  style  to  manj^ 
a  girl,  who  thinks  herself  possessed  of  no  small 
share  of  sense,  she  would  think  it  ridiculous ; 
but  the  language  of  the  heart  is,  my  dear  £., 
the  only  courtship  I  shall  oyer  use  to  you. 

When  I  look  oyer  what  I  haye  written,  I  am 

eennble  it  is  yastly  different  from  the  ordinary 

style  of  courtship,  but  I  shall  make  no  apology 

—I  know  your  good  nature  will  excuse  what  your 

good  sense  may  see  amiss. 

B.  B. 

1  Pope.    SMma  to  J^lard, 


VI. 

TO  MISS  E. 

LochUa,  1788. 

I  HAYi  often  thought  it  a  peculiarly  unlucky 
circumstance  in  loye,  that  though  in  eyery  other 
situation  in  life,  telling  the  truth  is  not  only  the 
safest,  but  actually  by  far  the  easiest  way  of 
proceeding,  a  loyer  is  neyer  under  greater  diffi- 
culty in  acting,  or  more  pusiled  for  expression, 
than  when  his  passion  is  sincere,  and  his  inten- 
.tions  are  honourable.  I  do  not  think  that  it  is 
yery  difficult  for  a  person  of  ordinary  capacity 
to  talk  of  loye  and  fondness,  which  are  not  felt, 
and  to  make  yows  of  constancy  and  fidelity,  which 
are  neyer  intended  to  be  performed,  if  he  be  yil- 
lain  enough  to  practise  such  detestable  conduct : 
but  to  a  man  whose  heart  glows  with  the  princi- 
ples of  integrity  and  truth,  and  who  sincerely 
Iqyes  a  woman  of  anuable  person,  uncommon  re- 
finement of  sentiment  and  purity  of  manners — 
to  such  an  one,  in  such  circumstances,  I  can  as- 
sure you,  my  dear,  from  my  own  feelings  at  this 
present  moment,  courtship  is  a  task  indeed. 
There  is  such  a  number  of  foreboding  fears  and 
distrustful  anxieties  crowd  into  my  mind  when 
I  am  in  your  company,  or  when  I  sit  down  to  • 
write  to  you,  that  what  to  speak,  or  what  to 
write,  I  am  altogether  at  a  loss. 

There  is  one  rule  which  I  haye  hitherto  prac- 
tised, and  which  I  shall  inyariably  keep  with  you, 
and  that  is  honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain  truth. 
There  is  something  so  mean  and  unmanly  in  the 
arts  of  dissimulation  and  falsehood,  that  I  am 
surprised  they  can  be  acted  by  any  one  in  so 
noble,  so  generous  a  passion,  as  yirtuous  loye. 
No,  my  dear  E.,  I  shall  neyer  endeayour  to  gain 
your  fayour  by  such  detestable  practices.  If 
you  will  be  so  good  and  so  generous  as  to  admit 
me  for  your  partner,  your  companion,  your  bo- 
som friend  through  life,  there  is  nothing  on  this 
side  of  eternity  shall  ^ye  me  greater  transport ; 
but  I  shall  neyer  think  of  purchasing  your  hand 
by  any  arts  unworthy  of  a  man,  and  I  will  add 
of  a  Christian.  There  is  one  thing,  my  dear, 
which  I  eamestiy  request  of  you,  and  it  is  this ; 
that  you  would  soon  either  put  an  end  to  my 
hopes  by  a  peremptory  refusal,  or  cure  me  of  my 
fears  by  a  generous  consent. 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you  would  send 
me  a  line  or  two  when  conyenient.  I  shall  only 
add  farther  that,  if  a  behayiour  regulated 
(though  perhaps  but  yery  imperfectiy)  by  the 
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roles  of  honour  and  yirtne,  if  a  heart  deyoted  to 
loTe  and  esteem  jou,  and  an  earnest  endeaToor 
to  promote  your  happiness ;  if  these  are  quali- 
ties you  would  wish  in  a  friend,  in  a  husband,  I 
hope  you  shall  ever  find  them  in  your  real  friend, 
and  sincere  lover. 

R.6. 


vn. 

TO  MISS  E. 


Zochlea,  1783. 

I  OUGHT,  in  good  manners,  to  hare  acknow- 
ledged the  receipt  of  your  letter  before  this 
time,  but  my  heart  was  so  shocked,  with  the 
contents  of  it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  collect  my 
thoughts  so  as  to  write  you  on  the  suliject  I 
will  not  attempt  to  describe  what  I  felt  on  re- 
ceiTingyour  letter.  I  read  it  orer  and  over,  again 
and  again,  and  though  it  was  in  the  politest  lan- 
guage of  refusal,  still  it  was  peremptozy ;  "you 
were  sorry  you  could  not  make  me  a  return,  but 
you  wish  me,"  what  without  you  I  ncTer  can 
obtain,  **  you  wish  me  all  kind  of  happiness." 
It  would  be  weak  and  unmanly  to  say  that,  with- 
out you  I  neyer  can  be  happy ;  but  sure  I  am, 
that  sharing  life  with  you  would  have  given  it 
a  relish,  that,  wanting  ^ou,  I  can  never  taste. 

Your  uncommon  personal  advantages,  and 
your  superior  good  sense,  do  not  so  much  strike 
me ;  these,  possibly,  in  a  few  instances  may  be 
met  with  in  others ;  but  that  amiable  goodness, 
that  tender  feminine  softness,  that  endearing 
sweetness  of  disposiUon,  with  all  the  charming 
oflTspring  of  a  warm  feeling  heart — these  I  never 
again  expect  to  meet  with,  in  such  a  degree,  in 
this  world.  All  these  charming  qualities,  height- 
ened by  an  education  much  beyond  anything  I 
have  ever  met  in  any  woman  I  ever  dared  to 
approach,  have  made  an  impression  on  my  heart 
that  I  do  not  think  the  world  can  ever  efface. 
Hy  imagination  had  fondly  flattered  myself 
with  a  wish,  I  dare  not  say  it  ever  reached  a 
hope,  that  possibly  I  might  one  day  call  you 
mine.  I  had  formed  the  most  delightful  images, 
and  my  fancy  fondly  brooded  over  them ;  but 
now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss  of  what  I  really 
had  no  right  to  expect  I  must  now  think  no 
more  of  you  as  a  mistress ;  still  I  presume  to 
ask  to  be  admitted  as  a  friend.  As  such  I  wish 
to  be  allowed  to  wait  on  you,  and  as  I  expect  to 


remove  in  a  few  days  a  little  forthoff  off,  and 
you,  I  suppose,  wUl  perhaps  soon  leave  this 
place,  I  wish  to  see  or  hear  from  you  aoon ;  and 
if  an  expression  should  perhaps  escape  me, 
rather  too  warm  for  fHendship,  I  hope  you  will 
pardon  it  in,  my  dear  Uisa— (pardon  me  the 
dear  aiprMnoB  for  onee)  *  *  •  * 

B.B. 


vni, 

TO  ROBERT  RIDDEL,   ESQ. 
or  oLsmiDDn. 

[Th«M  memoranda  throw  much  light  oa  the  aarlf  dayt 
of  Bami,  and  on  the  hiitorj  of  hie  mind  and  eoopou- 
tioni.  Robert  Riddel,  of  the  Frian-CaxM,  to  wlu>a 
these  fragmente  were  leat,  waa  a  good  man  as  well  at » 
diitiogaiehed  aatiqoary.] 

Mt  Deak  Sib, 
On  rummaging  over  'some  old  papers  I  ligfated 
on  a  MS.  of  my  early  years,  in  which  I  had  de- 
termined to  write  myself  out ;  as  I  was  placed 
by  fortune  among  a  class  of  men  to  whom  uy 
ideas  would  have  been  nonsense.  I  bad  meant 
that  the  book  should  have  lain  by  me,  in  th« 
fond  hope  that  some  time  or  other,  even  after  I 
was  no  more,  my  thoughts  would  fall  into  the 
hands  of  somebody  capable  of  appreciating  their 
value.    It  sets  off  thus : — 

"  Obskbvations,  Hikts,  Sohgs,  Scbaps  or 
PosTKT,  &c.,  by  RoBxaT  Bdbnbss  :  a  man  irho 
had  littie  art  in  making  money,  and  still  less  lA 
keeping  it ;  but  was,  however,  a  man.  of  some 
sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded 
good-will  to  every  creature,  rational  and  irra- 
tional.— ^As  he  was  but  littie  indebted  to  scho- 
lastic education,  and  bred  at  a  plough-tail,  his 
performances  must  be  strongly  tinctured  with 
Ids  unpolished,  rustic  way  of  life ;  but  as  I  be- 
lieve they  are  really  his  own,  it  may  be  some 
entertainment  to  a  curious  observer  of  human 
nature  to  see  how  a  ploughman  thinks,  and 
feels,  under  the  pressure  of  love,  ambition,  anx- 
iety, grief,  with  the  like  cares  and  passions*  ! 
which,  however  diversified  by  the  modes  and 
manners  of  life,  operate  pretty  mnch  aUke,  1 1 
believe,  on  all  the  species.*'  | 

"There  are  nnmbera  in  the  world  who  do  ooiYinint, 
■ease  to  make  a  figure,  to  much  at  nn  npini<*n  of  tl^'.t 
own  abiUtiei  to  put  them  npon  recording  their  (ib>#- '-■.*-■>! 
tiont«  and  allowing  them  the  Bame  impc^rtnor*  «r;ii<>|t 
they  do  to  thoie  which  appear  in  prints'— Srbss  vox  a.    , 
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*(  Plaastnff,  iilieii  yonth  is  loof  axpirad,  to  trace 
The  fofioe  oar  pencil,  or  onr  pen  detigned ! 
Bach  WHS  oar  youtbfal  air,  and  shape,  and  face, 
Soeh  the  soft  image  of  oar  yoathfol  mind.''— i6ui. 


Apra,  1788. 
KotwithBtandlng  all  that  has  been  said  againat 
loTe»  respecting  the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads 
A  jonng  inexperienced  mind  into ;  still  I  think 
it  in  a  great  measure  deserres  the  highest  en- 
comiums that  have  been  passed  npon  it.  If  anj- 
thilsg  on  earth  deserres  the  name  of  rapture  or 
transport,  \t  is  the  feelings  of  green  eighteen  in 
the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection. 

Auffugt. 
There  is  certainly  some  connexion  between 
lore  and  music,  and  poetry ;  and  therefore,  I 
hare  always  thought  it  a  fine  touch  of  nature^ 
thai  passage  in  a  modem  lore-composition: 

**  A»  towards  her  cot  she  jogged  along, 
Her  name  was  frequent  in  his  song." 

For  my  own  part  I  neyer  had  the  least  thought 
or  inclination  of  turning  poet  till  I  got  once 
heartily  in  Ioto,  and  then  rhyme  and  song  were 
in  a  manner  the  spontaneous  language  of  my 
hearts  The  following  composition  was  the  first 
of  my  performances,  and  done  at  an  early  period 
of  life,  when  my  h<»art  glowed  with  honest  warm 
sinpUeity ;  unacquainted  and  uncorrupted  with 
the  ways  of  a  wicked  world.  The  performance 
ia  indeed,  Tery  puerile  and  silly ;  but  I  am  al- 
w»yi  pleased  with  it,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind 
thoM  happy  days  when  my  heart  was  yet  honest, 
and  my  tongue  was  sincere.  The  subject  of  it 
was  a  young  girl  who  really  deserved  all  the 
praises  I  have  bestowed  on  her.  I  not  only  had 
this  opinion  of  her  then— but  I  actually  think 
•0  still,  now  that  the  spell  is  long  since  broken, 
and  the  enchantment  at  an  end. 

0  once  I  loT^d  a  bonnie  lass.^ 

Lsst  my  works  should  be  thought  below  cri- 
ticiSM :  or  meet  with  a  critic,  who,  perhaps,  will 
not  look  on  them  with  so  candid  and  favour- 
ahle  on  eye,  I  am  determined  to  criticise  them 
myself. 

The  first  distich  of  the  first  stanza  is  quite  too 
much  In  the  flimsy  strain  of  our  ordinary  street 
ballads:  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  second 

•  See  Songs  and  Ballads,  No.  1. 


distich  is  too  much  in  the  other  extreme.  The 
expression  is  a  little  awkward,  and  the  senti- 
ment too  serious.  Btansa  the  second  I  am  well 
pleased  with ;  and  I  think  it  conyeys  a  fine  idea 
of  that  amiable  part  of  the  sex— -the  agreeables ; 
or  what  in  our  Scotch  dialect  we  call  a  sweet 
sonsie  lass.  The  third  stania  has  a  litUe  of  the 
flimsy  turn  in  it ;  and  the  third  line  has  rather 
too  serious  a  cast  The  fourth  stanza  is  a  yery 
indifferent  one ;  the  first  line,  is,  indeed,  all  in 
the  strain  of  the  second  stanza,  but  the  rest  is 
most  expletiye.  The  thoughts  in  the  fifth  stanza 
come  finely  up  to  my  fayourite  idea — a  sweet 
sonsie  lass:  the  last  line,  however,  halts  a 
little.  The  same  sentiments  are  kept  up  with 
equal  spirit  and  tenderness  in  the  sixth  stanza, 
but  the  second  and  fourth  lines  ending  with 
short  syllables  hurt  the  whole.  The  seventh 
stanza  has  several  minute  faults;  but  I  re- 
member I  composed  it  in  a  wild  enthusiasm  of 
passion,  and  to  this  hour  I  never  recollect  it  but 
my  heart  melts,  my  blood  sallies,  at  the  remem- 
brance. 


I  entirely  agree  with  that  ju^cious  philoso- 
pher, Mr.  Smith,  in  his  excellent  Theory  of 
Moral  Sentiments,  that  remorse  is  the  most 
painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter  the  human 
bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  may 
bear  up  tolerably  well  under  those  calamities, 
in  the  procurement  of  which  we  ourselves  have 
had  no  hand;  but  when  our  own  follies,  or 
crimes,  have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched^ 
to  bear  up  with  manly  firmness,  and  at  the  same 
time  have  a  proper  penitent  sense  of  our  mis- 
conduct, is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command. 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  peace. 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with 

anguish. 
Beyond  comparison  the  worst  ore  those 
That  to  our  folly  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 
In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 
Has  this  to  say,  '  It  was  no  deed  of  mine  ;* 
But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sting  is  added~<  Blame  thy  foolish  self!' 
Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilt — 
Of  guUt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others ; 
The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  lov'd  us, 
Kay,  more,  that  every  love  their  cause  of  ruin ! 
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O  burning  hell ;  in  all  thy  store  of  torments, 
There's  not  a  keener  lash  1 
LItos  there  a  man  so  firm,  -who,  while  his  heart 
Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime. 
Can  reason  down  its  agonising  throbs ; 
And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment, 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace  ? 
0,  happy !  happy  I  enviable  man ! 
0  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul ! 


March,  1784. 

I  have  often  obserred,  in  the  course  of  my 
experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man,  even 
the  worsts  has  something  good  about  him; 
though  Tery  often  nothing  else  than  a  happy 
temperament  of  constitution  inclining  him  to 
this  or  that  virtue.  For  this  reason  no  man 
can  say  in  what  degree  any  other  person,  be- 
sides himself,  can  be,  with  strict  Justice,  called 
wicked.  Let  any,  of  the  strictest  character  for 
regularity  of  conduct  among  us,  examine  im- 
partially how  many  vices  he  has  never  been 
guilty  of,  not  firom  any  care  or  vigilance,  but 
for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental  cir- 
cumstance Intervening ;  how  many  of  the  weak- 
nesses of  mankind  he  has  escaped,  because  he 
was  out  of  the  lino  of  such  temptation ;  and, 
what  often,  if  not  always,  weighs  more  than  all 
the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  does  not  know 
all :  I  say,  any  man  who  can  thus  think,  will 
scan  the  failings,  nay,  the  faults  and  crimes,  of 
mankind  around  him,  with  a  brother's  eye. 

I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of  that 
part  of  mankind,  commonly  known  by  the  or- 
dinary phrase  of  blackguards,  sometimes  far- 
ther than  was  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my 
character ;  those  who  by  thoughtless  prodiga- 
lity or  headstrong  passions,  have  been  driven 
to  ruin.  Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay 
sometimes,  stained  with  guilt,  I  have  yet  found 
among  them,  in  not  a  few  instances,  some  of  the 
noblest  virtues,  magnanimity,  generosity,  disin- 
terested friendship,  and  even  modesty. 

As  I  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  they 
knew  such  a  man,  would  call  a  whimsical  mor- 
tal, I  have  Tarious  sources  of  pleasure  and  en- 
joyment, which  are,  in  a  manner,  peculiar  to 

i  See  Winter.   A  Dirge.   Fneml. 


myself,  or  some  here  and  there  such  other  out- 
of-the-way  person.  8uch  is  the  peculiar  plea* 
sure  I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  man  thai 
the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  I  beliere,  may  be 
partiy  owing  to  my  misfortunes  giving  aj  mind 
a  melancholy  cast :  but  there  is  something  erea 
in 


"  Mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  watte 
Abnipt  and  deep,  etretch'd  o*tr  the  boried  earth,**— 

which  raises  the  mind  to  a  serious  sublimity, 
favourable  to  everything  great  and  noble.  There 
is  scarcely  any  earthly  object  gives  me  more — 
I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleasure— but 
something  which  exalts  me,  something  which 
enraptures  me — ^than  to  walk  in  the  sheltered 
side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation,  in  a  elou^y 
winter-day,  and  hear  the  stormy  wind  howling 
among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It 
is  my  best  season  for  devotion:  my  mind  Is 
wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him,  who, 
in  the  pompous  language  of  the  Hebrew  bard, 
**  walks  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.''  In  one  of 
these  seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes, 
I  composed  the  following : — 

The  wintry  west  extends  his  blaat.' 

Shenstone  finely  observes,  that  loTe-v«rsea^ 
imt  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  most 
nauseous  of  all  conceits;   and  I  have  often 
thought  that  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critic  of 
love-composition,  except  he  himself,  in  one  or 
more  instances,  have  been  a  warm  rotary  of  this 
passion.     As  I  have  been  all  along  a  miserable 
dupe  to  love,  and  have  been  led  into  a  thousand 
weaknesses  and  follies  by  it,  for  that  reason  I  put 
the  more  confidence  in  my  critical  skilU  in  di>> 
tinguishing  foppery  and  conceit  from  real  pa** 
sion  and  nature.    Whether  the  following  song 
will  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend  to  say, 
because  it  is  my  own ;  only  I  can  say  it  wai^  at 
the  time,  genuine  from  the  heart: — 

Behind  yon  hills,  where  Lugar  flows.* 

JoiifiMf  X7oa« 
There  was  a  certain  period  of  my  life  that  «aj 
spirit  was  broke  by  repeated  losses  and  dmettara 
which  threatened,  and  indeed  effected,  Iha  vUter 
ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body,  too,  was  iltacilreii 
by  that  most  dreadful  distemper,  m  hypoeliosft- 
dria,  or  confirmed  melancholy.   In  thia  WT«teh«4 

•  Song  XIY. 
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state^  ihd  recollection  of  which  makes  me  shad- 
der»  I  hung  my  harp  on  the  willow  trees,  ex- 
empt in  some  Incid  interTals,  in  one  of  which  I 
eomposed  the  following : — 

O  thon  QtuX  Being !  what  Thou  art.^ 


April, 
Zbe  following  song  is  a  wild  rhapsody,  misera- 
bly deficient  in  Tersiflcation ;  but  as  the  senti- 
ments are  the  genuine  feelings  of  my  heart,  for 
that  reason  I  haie  a  particular  pleasure  in  con- 
ning it  OTer. 

My  father  was  a  farmer 
Upon  the  Carrick  border,  0.' 

Ajtril. 
I  think  the  whole  species  of  young  men  may 
Im  naturally  enough  dinded  into  two  grand 
clssses,  which  I  shall  call  the  ffrave  and  the 
flMrrjr;  though,  by  the  by,  these  terms  do  not 
with  propriety  enough  express  my  ideas.  The 
grave  I  shall  cast  into  the  usual  division  of  those 
who  art  goaded  on  by  the  Iotc  of  money,  and 
thoM  whose  darling  wish  is  to  make  a  figure 
in  tlie  world.  The  merry  are  the  men  of  plea- 
sure of  all  denominations ;  the  joTial  lads,  who 
hure  too  much  fire  and  spirit  to  have  any  settled 
rale  of  action ;  but,  without  much  deliberation, 
follow  the  strong  impulses  of  nature:  the 
thoughtless,  the  careless,  the  indolent — in  par- 
ticular .A«  who,  with  a  happy  sweetness  of  natu- 
ral temper,  and  a  cheerful  yacancy  of  thought, 
steals  through  life--generally,  indeed,  in  poverty 
and  obscurity ;  but  poverty  and  obscurity  are 
only  evils  to  him  who  can  sit  gravely  down  and 
maka  a  repining  comparison  between  his  own 
situatioD  and  that  of  others ;  and  lastly,  to  grace 
the  quorum,  such  are,  generally,  those  whose 
b«ailB  are  capable  of  all  the  towerings  of  genius, 
and  whose  hearts  are  warmed  with  all  the  de- 
lica^  of  feeling. 

AuffUit, 
The  toeigoing  was  to  have  been  an  elaborate 
diasertalioo  on  the  various  species  of  men ;  but 
•m  I  eaanot  please  myself  in  the  arrangement 
ef  aiy  ideas,  I  most  wait  till  farther  experience 
and  nleer  observation  throw  more  light  on  the 
sul4edt.«-In  the  mean  time  I  shall  set  down  the 
foDowSag  fragment,  which,  as  it  is  the  geniune 


I  FMmlX. 


t  Soiif  V. 


language  of  my  heart,  will  enable  anybody  to 
determine  which  of  the  classes  I  belong  to : 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  han*, 
In  ev'ry  hour  that  passes,  0.> 

As  the  grand  end  of  human  life  is  to  cultivate 
an  intercourse  with  that  Biixo  to  whom  we 
owe  life,  with  every  enjoyment  that  renders 
life  delightful ;  and  to  maintain  an  integritive 
conduct  towards  our  fellow-creatures ;  that  so, 
by  forming  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  may 
be  fit  members  for  that  society  of  the  pious  and 
the  good,  which  reason  and  revelation  teach  us  to 
expect  beyond  the  grave,  I  do  not  see  that  the 
turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  such  a  one  as  the 
above  verses  describe — one  who  spends  the 
hours  and  thoughts  which  the  vocations  of  the 
day  can  spare  with  Ossian,  Shakspeare,  Thorn* 
son,  Shenstone,  Sterne,  &c. ;  or,  as  the  maggot 
takes  him,  a  gun,  a  fiddle,  or  a  song  to  make  or 
mend ;  and  at  all  times  some  heart's-dear  bon- 
nie  lass  in  view — ^I  say  I  do  not  see  that  the 
turn  of  mind  and  pursuits  of  such  an  one  are 
in  the  least  more  inimical  to  the  sacred  interests 
of  piety  and  virtue,  than  the  even  lawful,  bus- 
tling and  straining  after  the  world's  riches  and 
honours:  and  I  do  not  see  but  he  may  gain 
heaven  as  well — which,  by  the  by,  is  no  mean 
consideration — ^who  steals  through  the  vale  of 
life,  amusing  himself  with  every  little  flower 
that  fortune  throws  in  his  way,  as  he,.who  strain* 
ing  straight  forward,  and  perhaps  spattering 
all  about  him,  gains  some  of  life's  little  eminen- 
cies,  where,  after  all,  he  can  only  see  and  be 
seen  a  little  more  conspicuously  than  what,  in 
the  pride  of  his  heart,  he  is  apt  to  term  the 
poor,  indolent  devil  he  has  left  behind  him. 

AvpuL 
A  Prayer,  when  fainting  fits,  and  other  alarm- 
ing symptoms  of  a  pleurisy  or  some  other  dan- 
gerous disorder,  which  indeed  still  threatens 
me,  first  put  nature  on  the  alarm  :— 

0  thou  unknown.  Almighty  Cause 
Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  1* 

AuffUiL 
llisgivings  in  the  hour  of  tUtpondeney  and 
prospect  of  death  :— 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene.* 
SSoDfXVII.         4Po0mX.        sPoemXI. 
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May, 
I  donH  well  know  what  ia  the  reason  of  it, 
but  somehow  or  other,  though  I  am  when  I  hare 
a  mind  pretty  generally  beloTed,  yet  I  never 
could  get  the  art  of  commanding  respect  — 
I  imagine  it  is  owing  to  my  being  deficient  in 
what  Sterne  calls  '*  that  nnderstrapping  Tirtae 
of  discretion." — ^I  am  so  apt  to  a  laj^ius  lingum, 
that  I  sometimes  think  the  character  of  a  cer- 
tain great  man  I  have  read  of  somewhere  ia  yery 
much  apropos  to  myself-^that  he  was  a  com- 
ponnd  of  great  talents  and  great  folly. — N.  B. 
To  try  if  I  can  discover  the  causes  of  this 
wretched  infirmity,  and,  if  possible,  to  me]|d  it 


August. 
However  I  am  pleased  with  the  works  of  our 
Scotch  poets,  particularly  the  excellent  Ramsay^ 
and  the  still  more  excellent  Fergusson,  yet  I  am 
hart  to  see  other  places  of  Scotland,  their  towns, 
rivers,  woods,  haughs,  &c.,  immortalized  in  such 
celebrated  performances,  while  my  dear  native 
country,  the  ancient  bailieries  of  Carrick,  Kyle, 
and  Cunningham,  famous  both  in  ancient  and 
modern  times  for  a  gallant  and  warlike  race  of 
inhabitants ;  a  country  where  civil,  and  parti- 
cularly religious  liberty  have  ever  found  their 
first  support,  and  their  last  asylum ;  a  country, 
the  birth-place  of  many  famous  philosophers, 
soldiers,  statesman,  and  the  scene  of  many  im- 
portant events  recorded  in  Scottish  history,  par- 
ticularly a  great  many  of  .the  actions  of  the 
glorious  Wallacb,  the  Sayioub  of  his  country ; 
yet,  we  have  never  ha4  one  Scotch  poet  of  any 
eminence,  to  make  the  fertile  banks  of  Irvine, 
the  romantic  woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes 
on  Ayr,  and  the  heathy  mountainous  source 
and  winding  sweep  of  Doon,  emulate  Tay,  Forth, 
Ettrick,  Tweed,  &c.  This  is  a  complaint  I 
would  gladly  remedy,  but,  alas !  I  am  far  un- 
equal to  the  task,  both  in  native  genius  and 
education.  Obscure  I  am,  and  obscure  I  must 
be,  though  no  young  poet,  nor  young  soldier's 
heart,  ever  beat  more  fondly  for  fame  than 
mine — 

*  And  if  there  is  no  other  icene  of  being 
Where  my  ineatinte  wieh  may  have  ite  fill, — 
This  iomething  at  my  heart  that  heavei  for  room, 
My  beet,  my  deareat  part,  waa  made  in  vain.'* 


There  is  a  great  irregularity  in  the  old  Sootek 
songs,  ja  redundancy  of  syllablea  with  rcfpeet 
to  that  exactness  of  accent  and  measure  thsk 
the  English  poetry  requires,  but  which  gUd» 
in,  most  melodiously,  with  the  respective  tuoH 
to  which  they  are  set  For  instance,  the  fine 
old  song  of  «  The  Mill,  Mill,  0,">  to  pve  it  s 
plain  prosaic  reading,  it  halts  prodigiously  out 
of  measure ;  on  the  other  hand,  the  song  set 
to  the  same  tune  in  Bremner*s  coUectioa  of 
Scotch  songs,  which  begins  <<To  Fa&ny  fair 
could  I  impart,''  &c.,'it  is  most  exact  aeasure, 
and  yet,  let  them  both  be  sung  before  a  re«l 
critic,  one  above  the  biases  of  prejudice,  but  a 
thorough  judge  of  nature, — how  flat  and  spirit* 
less  will  the  last  appear,  how  trite,  and  lamdj 
methodical,  compared  with  the  wild  warbling 
cadence,  the  heart-moving  melody  of  the  first ! 
—This  is  particularly  the  case  with  all  those 
airs  which  end  with  a  hypermetrical  ^llahl^ 
There  is  a  degree  of  wild  irregnlaiitj  in  many 
of  the  compositions  and  fragments  which  are 
daily  sung  to  them  by  my  compeers^  the  cttn* 
mon  people — a  certain  happy  arrangemeat  «f 
old  Scotch  syllables,  and  yet,  veiy  lreq[ucmly, 
nothing,  not  even  like  rhyme  or  eeiBepesa  of 
jingle,  at  the  ends  of  the  lines.  This  has  made 
me  sometimes  imagine  that  perhaps  it  might  be 
possible  for  a  Scotch  poet,  with  a  nice  judicioas 
ear,  to  set  compositions  to  many  of  oar  most 
favourite  airs,  particularly  that  class  of  than 
mentioned  above,  independent  of  shyme  sU(^ 
gather. 


There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart-melting 
tenderness,  in  some  of  our  ancient  boIlAdi, 
which  show  them  to  bo  the  work  of  a  mastM-lj 
hand :  and  it  has  often  given  me  many  a  heart- 
ache to  reflect  that  such  glorioua  old  bards — 
bards  who  very  probably  owed  all  their  talents 
to  native  genius,  yet  have  described  the  exploits 
of  heroes,  the  pangs  of  disappointment,  and  the 
meltings  of  love,  with  such  fine  strokes  of 
nature — ^that  their  very  names  (0  how  mortify- 
ing to  a  bard's  vanity !)  are  now  *'  buried  ^m^i^ 
the  wreck  of  things  which  were.*' 

0  ye  ilhistriotts  names  unknown !  who  could 
feel  so  strongly  and  describe  so  well :  the  Iast« 
the  meanest  of  the  muses*  train — tmm  whts  i 
though  far  inferior  to  your  flights,  yet  eyes  I 


I  «  The  Mill,  Mill,  0,>'  ii  by  AUaa 
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yottr  patli,  and  with  trembling  wing  would 
sometimes  soar  after  yon — a  poor  rustic  bard 
unknown,  pays  this  sympathetio  pang  to  your 
memory  1  Some  of  you  tell  us,  with  all  the 
cbarme  of  verse,  that  you  have  been  unfortunate 
in  the  world — ^unfortunate  in  loTe :  he,  too,  has 
felt  the  loss  of  his  little  fortune,  the  loss  of 
friends,  and,  worse  than  all,  the  loss  of  the 
woman  he  adored.  lake  you,  all  his  consola- 
Uon  was  his  muse :  she  taught  him  in  rustic 
measures  to  complain.  Happy  could  he  haye 
done  it  with  your  strength  of  imagination  and 
flow  of  Terse  I  May  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  your 
bones!  and  may  you  now  enjoy  that  solace  and 
rest  which  this  world  rarely  i^tcs  to  the  heart 
toned  to  all  the  feelings  of  poesy  and  loye  I 

• 

Stfptefnbcr, 
Tht  following  fragment  is  done  something  in 
imitation  of  the  manner  of  a  noble  old  Scottish 
{jSeeSy  called  ITICillan's  Peggy,  and  sings  to  the 
tn&tof  GaUa  Water. — ^Hy  Montgomery's  Peggy 
was  my  deity  for  six  or  eight  months.  She  had 
been  bred  (though,  as  the  world  says,  without 
any  just  pretence  for  it)  in  a  style  of  life  rather 
elegant ;  bat,  as  Tanbrugh  says  in  one  of  his 
eomedies,  my  *(d— d  star  found  me  out"  there 
too :  for  though  I  began  the  affair  merely  in  a 
fcuHi  de  ctBur,  or,  to  tell  the  truth,  which  wiU 
eeareely  be  beliered,  a  yanity  of  showing  my 
parts  m  courtship,  particularly  my  abilities  at  a 
MUi'-douZy  which  I  always  piqued  myself  upon, 
flUkdo  pe  lay  siege  to  her ;  and  when,  as  I  always 
do  in  my  foolish  gallantries,  I  had  fettered  my- 
self into  a  yeiy  warm  affection  for  her,  she  told 
me  one  day,  in  a  flag  of  truce,  that  her  fortress 
had  been  for  some  time  before  the  rightful  pro- 
perty of  another ;  but,  with  the  greatest  friend- 
ship and  politeness,  she  offered  me  every  alliance 
cxoept  actual  possession.  I  found  out  after- 
wards that  what  she  told  me  of  a  pre-engage- 
me&t  was  really  true;  but  it  cost  me  some 
beartaehes  to  get  rid  of  the  affair. 

I  have  even  tried  to  imitate  in  this  extempore 
thing  that  irregularity  in  the  rhymes,  which, 
when  judiciously  done,  has  such  a  fine  effect  on 
tiieear. 


«i 


Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir."* 
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Scptctnbeft 
There  is  another  fragment  in  imitation  of  an 
old  Scotch  song,  well  known  among  the  country 
ingle -sides. — I  cannot  tell  the  name,  neither  of 
the  song  nor  the  tune,  but  they  are  in  fine  unison 
with  one  another. — By  the  way,  these  old  Scot- 
tish airs  are  so  nobly  sentimental,  that  when  one 
would  compose  to  them,  to  <<  south  the  tune,"  as 
our  Scotch  phrase  is,  over  and  oyer,  is  the  readi- 
est way  to  catch  the  inspiration,  and  raise  the 
bard  into  that  glorious  enthusiasm  so  strongly 
characteristic  of  our  old  Scotch  poetry.  I  shall 
here  set  down  one  verse  of  the  piece  mentioned 
above,  both  to  mark  the  song  and  tune  I  mean, 
and  likewise  as  a  debt  I  owe  to  the  author,  as 
the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted  up  my 
flame  a  thousand  times: — 

When  plouds  in  skies  do  come  together 
To  hide  the  brightness  of  the  sun. 

There  will  surely  be  some  pleasant  weather 
When  a*  their  storms  are  past  and  gone.' 

Though  fickle  fortune  has  deceived  me. 
She  promis'd  fair  and  performed  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  me. 
Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 

m  act  with  prudence  as  far  as  Pm  able. 

But  if  success  I  must  never  find. 
Then  come  misfortune,  I  bid  thee  welcome, 

Pll  meet  thee  with  an  undaunted  mind. 

The  above  was  an  extempore,  under  the  pres- 
sure of  a  heavy  train  of  misfortunes,  which,  in- 
deed, threatened  to  undo  me  altogether.  It  was 
just  at  the  close  of  that  dreadful  period  men- 
tioned already,  and  though  the  weather  has 
brightened  up  a  little  with  me,  yet  there  has 
always  been  since  a  tempest  brewing  round  me 
in  the  grim  sky  of  futurity,  which  I  pretty  plainly 
see  will  some  time  or  other,  perhaps  ere  long, 
overwhelm  me^  and  drive  me  into  some  doleful 
dell,  to  pine  in  solitary,  squalid  wretchedness.— 
However,  as  I  hope  my  poor  country  muse,  who, 
all  rustic,  awkward,  and  unpolished  as  she  is, 
has  more  charms  for  me  than  any  other  of  the 
pleasures  of  life  beside — as  I  hope  she  will  not 
then  desert  me,  I  may  even  then  learn  to  be,  if 
not  happy,  at  least  easy,  and  south  a  sang  to 
soothe  my  misery. 

'Twas  at  the  same  time  I  set  about  composing 
an  air  in  the  old  Scotch  style. — I  am  not  musi* 

>  Allading  to  the  misfortonfli  ho  feelingly  lamoata  be- 
fore this  verae.    (This  is  the  author*!  note.) 
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cal  scholar  enough  to  prick  doim  my  tune  pro- 
perly, BO  it  can  never  see  the  light,  and  perhaps 
'tis  no  great  matter ;  but  the  following  were  the 
yerses  I  composed  to  suit  it :  — 

0  ra^ng  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  0 !  > 

The  tune  consisted  of  three  parts,  bo  that  the 
aboTe  Terses  just  went  through  the  whole  air. 

October,  1786. 

If  erer  any  young  man,  in  the  yestibule  of  the 
world,  chance  to  throw  his  eye  orer  these  pages, 
let  him  pay  a  warm  attention  to  the  following 
obserrations,  as  I  assure  him  they  are  the  fruit 
of  a  poor  deyil's  dear-bought  experience. — ^I 
have  literally,  like  that  great  poet  and  great 
gallant,  and -by  consequence,  that  great  fool, 
3olomon,  "  turned  my  eyes  to  behold  madness 
and  folly."  Nay,  I  have,  with  all  the  ardour 
of  a  liyely,  fanciful,  and  whimsical  imagination, 
accompanied  with  a  warm,  feeling,  poetic  heart, 
shaken  hands  with  their  intoxicating  friendship. 

In  the  first  place,  let  my  pupil,  as  he  tenders 
his  own  peace,  keep  up  a  regular,  warm  inter- 
course with  the  Deity.  ♦  ♦  ♦  « 

This  is  all  worth  quoting  in  my  MSS.,  and 
more  than  all.  R.  B. 


IX. 
TO  MR.   JAMES  BURNESS, 

MONTBOSB. 

[The  elder  Banit,  whose  death  thii  letter  intimatet, 
liei  baried  in  the  kirkyard  of  AUoway,  with  a  tombttone 
recording  hie  worth.] 

ZochUa,  17th  Feb,  1784. 
DiAR  Cousiir, 

I  WOULD  hare  returned  you  my  thanks  for 
your  kind  farour  of  the  18th  of  December 
sooner,  had  it  not  been  that  I  waited  to  give 
you  an  account  of  that  melancholy  event,  which, 
for  some  time  past,  we  hare  from  day  to  day 
expected. 

On  the  18th  current  I  lost  the  best  of  fathers. 
Though,  to  be  sure,  we  haTe  had  long  warning 
of  the  impending  stroke ;  still  the  feelings  of 
nature  claim  their  part,  and  I  cannot  recollect 
lh«  tender  endearments  and  parental  lessons  of 

1  Song  II. 


the  best  of  friends  and  ablest  of  instmctora. 
without  feeling  whatperhaps  the  calmer  dictates 
of  reason  would  partly  condemn. 

I  hope  my  father's  friends  itf  your  country 
will  not  let  their  connexion  in  this  place  die 
with  him.  For  my  part  I  shall  ever  with  plea- 
sure—with pride,  acknowledge  my  connexion 
wit]^  those  who  were  allied  by  the  ties  of  blood 
and  friendship  to  a  man  whose  memory  I  ahaH 
CTer  honour  and  reyere. 

I  expect,  therefore,  my  dear  Sir,  you  will  not 
neglect  any  opportunity  of  letting  me  hear  f^m 
you,  which  will  Tery  much  oblige, 

My  dear  Cousin,  yours  sincerely, 

E.  B. 


TO  JAMES  BXTRNESS, 

KONT&OSB. 

[Mra.  Bnehaa,  the  foreronaer  in  extn^afaaoe  uA  alK 
rardity  of  Joanna  Southeote,  after  attempting  to  fix  her 
tent  ttinnng  the  hilU  of  the  west  and  tb«  valce  of  the 
Nith,  finally  let  up  her  Mtaft  at  Aachengibben-Hill,  in 
OalloDray,  where  she  lectured  her  foUow*re,  and  h«U 
out  hopee  of  their  reaching  the  atars,  av«a  in  this  Ufa. 
She  died  early:  one  or  two  of  her  people,  an  ah*  caUnl 
them,  mnrired  till  within  theae  half-dozen  y«an.] 

Jfauffiil,  Auffuti,  1784. 
Wb  hare  been  surprised  with  <m«  of  the  most 
extraordinary  phenomena  in  the  moral  ynM 
which,  I  dare  say,  has  happened  in  the  eoorse  of 
this  half  century.  We  hare  had  a  party  of  Proh 
bytery  relief,  as  they  call  themselres,  for  some 
time  in  this  country.    A  pretty  thririiig  socie^ 
of  them  has  been  in  the  burgh  of  Irvine  for 
some  years  past,  till  about  two  years  ago,  a 
Mrs.  Buchan  from  Glasgow  came  a&ong  them, 
and  began  to  spread  some  fanatical  notions  of 
religion   among  them,  and,  in  a  sberi   time, 
made  many  couTerts;  and,  among  others*  theit 
preacher,  Mr.  Whyte,  who,  upon  that  aectmBt; 
has  been  suspended  and  formally  deposed  hy  his 
brethren.    He  continued,  however,  to  preach  in 
private  to  his  party,  and  was  supported,  both 
he  and  their  spiritual  mother,  as  they  affect  to 
call  old  Buchan,  by  the  contributions  of  the 
rest,  several  of  whom  were  in  good  ciroum- 
stances;  till,  in  spring  last,  the  populace  rose  and 
mobbed  Mrs.  Buchan,  and  put  her  out  of  the 
town ;    on  which  all  her  followers  Toluntarily 
quitted  the  place  likewise,  and  with  such  preci- 
pitation, that  many  of  them  never  shut  th^ 
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doors  behind  tbem ;  one  left  a  washing  on  the 
green,  another  a  cow  bellowing  at  the  crib  with- 
out food,  or  anybody  to  mind  her,  and  after 
several  stages,  they  are  fixed  at  present  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Dumfries.  Their  tenets  are 
a  itrange  jumble  of  enthusiastic  jargon  ;  among 
others,  she  pretends  to  give  them  the  Holy  Ghost 
by  breathing  on  them,  which  she  does  with  pos- 
tures and  practices  that  are  scandalously  inde- 
cent ;  they  haTe  likewise  disposed  of  all  their 
effects,  and  hold  a  community  of  goods,  and 
IWe  nearly  an  idle  life,  carrying  on  a  great 
farce  of  pretended  devotion  in  barns  and  woods, 
where  they  lodge  and  lie  all  together,  and  hold 
likewise  a  community  of  women,  as  it  is  another 
of  their  tenets  that  they  can  commit  no  moral 
sin.  I  am  personally  acquainted  with  most  of 
them,  and  I  can  assure  you  the  above  mentioned 
are  facts. 

This,  taj  dear  Sir,  is  one  of  the  many  in- 
stances of  the  folly  of  leaving  the  guidance  of 
80«uid  reason  and  common  sense  in  matters  of 
reli^on. 

Whenever  we  neglect  or  despise  these  sacred 
monitors,  the  whimsical  notions  of  a  pertui'bated 
brain  are  taken  for  the  immediate  influences 
ef  the  Deity,  and  the  wildest  fanaticism,  and 
the  most  inconstant  absurdities,  will  meet  with 
abettors  and  converts.  Kay,IhaTeoften  thought, 
that  the  more  out-of-the-way  and  ridiculous  the 
ianciMare,  if  once  they  are  sanctified  under  the 
sacred  name  of  religion,  the  unhappy  mistaken 
votaries  are  the  more  firmly  glued  to  them. 

B.B. 


the  deuce  somehow  about  my  heart.  My  breast 
has  been  widowed  these  many  months,  and  I 
thought  myself  proof  against  the  fascinating 
witchcraft ;  but  I  am  afraid  you  will  "feelingly 
convince  me  what  I  am."  I  say,  I  am  afindd, 
because  I  am  not  sure  what  is  the  matter  with 
me.  I  have  one  miserable  bad  symptom ;  when 
you  whisper,  or  look  kindly  to  another,  it  gives 
me  a  draught  of  damnation.  I  have  a  kind  of 
wayward  wish  to  be  with  you  ten  minutes  by 
yourself,  though  what  I  would  say.  Heaven 
aboTO  knows,  for  I  am  sure  I  know  not.  I  haTe 
no  formed  design  in  all  this ;  but  just,  in  the 
nakedness  of  my  heart,  write  you  down  a  mere 
matter-of-fact  story.  You  may  perhaps  give 
yourself  airs  of  distance  on  this,  and  that  will 
completely  cure  me ;  but  I  wish  you  would  not : 
just  let  us  meet,  if  you  please,  in  the  old  beaten 
way  of  friendship. 

I  will  not  subscribe  myself  your  humble  ser- 
Tant,  for  that  is  a  phrase,  I  think  at  least  fifty 
miles  off  from  the  heart;  but  I  irill  conclude 
with  sincerely  wishing  that  the  Great  Protector 
of  innocence  may  shield  you  from  the  barbed 
dart  of  calumny,  and  hand  you  by  the  coTert 
snare  of  deceit  R.  B. 


XI. 

TO   MISS 


[Tais  ha« generally  been  printed  among  the  early  letters 
of  Boras.  Cromek  tLinka  that  the  person  addreiied  wai 
Ibe  '*  Peggy*'  of  tlie  Common-place  Book.  This  b  qnee- 
IkfBtd  bf  Robert  Cbnmbera,  who,  however,  leayes  both 
mmm  aaii  dale  Bnaettl«d.J 

Mr  niAS  ComvTBTwoMAN, 

I  All  to  impatient  to  show  you  that  I  am  once 
more  at  peace  with  you,  that  I  send  you  the  book 
I  neottoned  directiy,  rather  than  wait  the  nn- 
eert^n  time  of  my  seeing  you.  I  am  afraid  I 
hare  mislaid  or  lost  Collins'  Poems,  which  I 
prttmlsed  to  Miss  Irtin.  If  I  can  find  them,  I 
win  forward  them  by  yon;  if  not,  yon  must 
Apologise  for  me. 

t  know  yon  will  laugh  at  it  when  I  tell  yon 
fltftt  your  piano  and  yon  together  hare  played 


XII. 
TO  MB.  JOHN  BICHMOND, 

OP    IDIirBUBOH. 

[John  Richmond,  writer,  one  of  the  poet's  Uanchline 
friendi,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  much  valuable  in- 
formation concerning  Barna  and  bia  prodaction»^-CoaiMl 
was  the  Maachline  carrier.]  ^ 

Mo98ffiel,  Feb,  17,  1786. 
Mt  dbab  Sib, 

I  have  not  time  at  present  to  upbraid  yon 
for  your  silence  and  neglect ;  I  shall  only  say  I 
received  yours  with  great  pleasure.  I  have 
enclosed  you  a  piece  of  rhyming  ware  for  your 
perusal.  I  have  been  Tery  busy  vrith  the  muses 
since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed,  among 
seTeral  others,  "  The  Ordination,"  a  poem  on 
Mr.  M*Einlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock; 
«  Scotch  Drink,"  a  poem ;  **  The  Gott«r*s  Satur- 
day Night;"  •<AnAddres8totheI>evU,"&c.  I 
have  likewise  completed  my  poem  on  tho 
'<  Dogs,"  but  hare  not  shown  it  to  the  world. 
My  chief  patron  now  Ss  Mr.  Aiken,  in  Ayr,  who 
is  pleased  to  express  great  approbation  of  my 
works.    Be  so  good  as  send  me  Fergnasosi  br 
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Coxmel,  and  I  will  remit  you  the  money.  I  haye 
no  nevs  to  acquaint  you  with  about  Mauchline, 
they  are  just  going  on  in  the  old  way.  I  have 
Bome  Tcry  important  news  with  respect  to  my- 
aelf,  not  the  most  agreeable — news  that  I  am 
sore  you  cannot  guess,  but  I  shall  give  you  the 
particulars  another  time.  I  am  extremely 
happy  with  Smith;  he  is  the  only  friend  I 
have  now  in  Mauchline.  I  can  scarcely  forgiye 
your  long  neglect  of  me,  and  I  beg  you  will  let 
me  hear  from  you  regularly  by  Connel.  If 
you  would  act  your  part  as  a  friend,  I  am  sure 
neither  good  nor  bad  fortune  should  strange  or 
ilter  me.    Excuse  haste,  as  I  got  yours  but 

yesterday. 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Yours, 

R.B. 


xni. 

TO  MB.  JOHN  KENNEDY, 

DITMrSIXS    BOUSE. 

^Who  the  John  Kennedy  was  to  whom  Durni  adderaed 
thie  note,  enclosing  "  The  Cotter*a  Saturday  night,"  it  is 
BOW,  perhapSj'vain  to  inqoire:  the  Kennedy  to  whom 
Mr.  Cobbett  introducee  oj  was  a  Thomas— perhaps  a  re- 
lation.] 


Sib, 


Moitffid,  Zd  March,  1786. 


I  BAYS  done  myself  the  pleasure  of  comply- 
ing with  your  request  in  sending  you  my  Cot- 
tager.-^If  you  have  a  leisure  minute,  I  should 
be  glad  you  would  copy  it,  and  return  me  either 
the  original  or  the  transcript,  as  I  have  not  a 
copy  of  it  by  me,  and  I  haye  a  friend  who  wishes 
to  see  it 

"Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse."* 

BoBT.  Btrnmss. 


XIV. 
TO  MB.  BOBEBT  MUIB, 

XILMABKOOK. 

[The  Mair»— there  were  two  brothers— were  kind  and 
generooa  patrons  of  the  poet.  They  subscribed  Tor  half-a- 
bandred  copies  of  the  Kilmamoek  edition  of  his  works, 
aad  befriended  him  when  friends  were  few.] 

Mottffiel,  20th  March,  1786. 
DiAK  Sib, 
I  AX  heartily  sorry  I  had  not  the  pleasure  of 

1  PoemLXXY. 


seeing  you  as  yon  returned  through  BCauchUne; 
but  as  I  was  engaged,  I  could  not  be  in  town 
before  the  evening. 
I  here  enclose  you  my  "  Scotch  Drink,  ^'  and 

"  may  the follow  with  a  blessing  for  your 

edification."  I  hope,  some  time  before  we  hear 
the  gowk,  to  have  the  pleasure  of  .seeing  yoa  at 
Kilmarnock,  when  I  intend  we  shall  hare  a  gill 
between  us,  in  a  mutchkin-etoup;  which  will  be 
a  great  comfort  and  consolation  to, 

Pear  Sir, 
Your  humble  tervant, 

BOBT.  BlTBJIBM. 


XV. 

TO  MB.  AIKEN. 

[Robert  Aiken,  the  gentleman  to  wbom  the  «  CoUer'i 
Saturday  Night**  is  inacribed,  is  also  introdtAed  ia  tbs 
«  Brigs  of  Ayr."  This  is  the  last  letter  to  which  Barsi 
seems  to  have  subscribed  his  name  in  the  q>ellifig  oi  his 
ancestors.] 

Mosagid,  Zd  April,  1786. 
Dbab  Sib, 

I BKCEXVED  your  kind  letter  with  double  plea- 
sure, on  account  of  the  second  flattering  in- 
stance of  Mrs.  G!'8  notice  and  approbation,  I 
assure  you  I 

"  Turn  oat  the  bnrat  aide  o*  mj  ahia,*' 

as  the  famous  Bamsay,  of  jingling  memory, 
says,  at  such  a  patroness.  Present  her  my 
most  grateful  acknowledgment  in  your  rery 
best  manner  of  telling  truth.  I  have  Inscribed 
the  following  stanza  on  the  blank  leaf  of  Miss 
More*s  Work:— » 

My  proposals  for  publishing  I  am  Just  going 
to  send  to  press.  I  expect  to  hear  from  you  by 
the  first  opportunity. 

I  am  ever,  dear  Sir, 
Tours, 

BoBT.  BuBarsas. 


xvr. 

TO  MB.  M'WHINNIE, 

WBITEB,   ATB. 

[Mr.  M'Whinnie  obtained  for  Bams  sereral  subeen^ 
tions  for  the  first  edition  of  his  Poems,  of  which  thia  not* 
enclosed  the  proposals.] 

t  Bee  Poem  LXXVIII. 
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MoujM,  17rt  April,  1788. 
Ii  ia  inJmiBg  Mme  heirto,  thoH«  heirta  thtt 
eltganlly  bear  the  imprenlOD  of  the  good  Cre- 
ator, to  U7  to  them  yon  gire  them  the  tronble 
of  obUging  a  friend ;  for  this  rewon,  I  only  tsU 
yoa  that  I  gntitj  mj  own  feelings  in  requesting 
jour  ftiendljf  offieea  with  reapect  to  the  en- 
closed,  b«3»nae  I  know  it  wiU  grmlijy  jonw  to 
•*!irt  ma  in  it  to  the  ntnost  of  your  power. 

1  hate  sent  yon  fonr  copies,  as  I  hsTe  no 
IfTJ  ll>«iieightdoien,whiohisagTe«t  deal  more 
ili.in  I  shall  eTBT  need. 

lie  sure  to  mnember  a  poor  poet  militant  in 
vcur  prayers.  He  looks  forward  with  fear  and 
trembling  to  that,  to  him,  important  moment 
which  sUmps  the  die  with-with— with,  per 
haps,  the  eternal  diigraoe  of. 
My  dear  Sir, 

Yonr  humble, 

afflicted,  tormented, 
K0B«ST  Bdrbs. 


TO   MON.    JAMES  BMIIH, 

MADOHLIRB. 


Si«, 


xvn. 
TO   Ma.  JOHN  KENNEDY. 

["  Tlie  null  pi»«,"  iha  Terr  l*t  of  hii  produeiioni 
w*ick  U»  |xwt  •DckMsd  ia  Otlt  UlUr,  wu  "  Tba  Moan ' 

"?js:~"-"  "'•—"'"•"»"•"■'"■" 

Xoujitl,  20(A  April,  1786. 

Bt  some  neglect  in  Mr.  Hamilton,  I  did  not 
hear  of  yonr  kind  r«]nest  for  a  sabaeription 
P»per -t^p  this  day.  I  wiU  not  attempt  any  ao- 
kBowWgment  for  this,  nor  the  manner  in  which 
I  leeyonr  name  in  Mr.  Hamaton'a  subscription 
I«L  Allow  me  only  to  say,  Sir,  I  feel  the  weight 
ef  (he  debt. 

I  hare  here  likewise  enclosed  a  small  piece, 
H«  wiy  I'tMl  of  my  productions.  I  am  a  good 
deal  pleased  with  some  sentiments  myself,  as 
•J-ey  ere  JnH  the  oatiTe  querulous  feelings  of 
«  h«art,  which,  as  the  elegutly  melting  Gray 
"J*.  •■  nelaneboly  has  marked  for  her  own." 

Onr  race  cone*  on  a-paee;   thak  moch-ex- 

peeted  aeeiie  of  rerelry  and  mirth ;  bnt  to  me  it 

bring*  M  joy  eqntl  to  that  meeting  with  which 

roar  Uat  flattered  (he  eipecUtioo  of, 

Sir, 

Yonr  Indebted  humble  serrant, 


lop  fn  Miachline,  ud  vu  soianila  to  tke  poet  la 

iUT  a  wild  ■drsotBra.] 

Monday  ilominff,  MougiO,  1786. 

Mr  DIAK  SlB, 

I  WMT  to  Dr.  Douglas  yesterday,  ftdly  re- 
wlTed  to  take  the  opportunity  of  CapUin  Smith; 
bnt  I  found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
White,  both  Jamaioana,  and  they  haTe  deranged 
my  plnufl  altogether.  They  aunre  him  that  to 
send  me  from  SaTannah  la  Mar  to  Port  Antonio 
will  cost  my  master.  Charles  Douglas,  upward* 
of  fifty  pounds;  besides  running  the  risk  of 
throwing  myself  into  a  plenritic  foTor,  in  coua*' 
quenceof  hard  traTcllingintlienu.  On  these 
accounts,  he  refnsea  sending  me  with  Smith, 
bnt  a  Teasel  laila  from  Oreeoock  (he  first  of  Sep- 
tember, right  for  tho  place  of  my  deatination. 
The  Captain  of  her  is  an  iuUmale  fHend  of  Mr. 
G«Tin  Hamilton's,  and  as  good  a  fellow  aa  heart 
conld  wish:  with  him  I  an  deetined  to  go. 
Where  I  shall  shelter,  I  know  not,  bntlhopeto 
weather  the  storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of 
mine  that  feari  thorn  I  I  know  their  worst,  and 

am  prepared  to  meet  it ; 

"I'll  luch  an'  liBg,  an'  ibtka  mr  leg, 
Aa  lug'a  I  dow." 
On  Thursday  morning,  if  yon  can  muster  a> 
much  self-deiiial  as  to  be  out  of  bed  about  sereil 
o'clock,  I  shall  see  you,  as  1  Hde  through  to  Com. 
nock.    After  all.  Heaven  bleaa  the  sex  I  I  feet 
there  is  etiU  happiness  forme  among  them: 
OwomM,loT»lrwoinui;  BnTra diain'd rou 
To  Uii»p.[  m,n  !-ws  \aA  bHn  bmt*.  wilhOBIyai.oi 
B.B. 


XIX. 

TO  MR.  JOHN  KENNEDY. 

tDTuwu  baarin  ■  two-fold  him  iL  pnHBI:  k* 
—  •Hklng  paUou  In  »nrt  qnarUr  Tor  Ma  eostan. 

oil  eiqaiule  poeliy.} 

Jfou^  16  Jf<v,  1796. 
Dub  Sib, 
I  BATH  tent  you  the  abore  hasty  <opr  u  I 
promised.     In  abont  three  or  four  weeks  I  shall 

>  Otwejr.    V«Bies  PreMrred. 
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probably  Mi  the  press  a-going.  I  am  mneh 
bnrried  at  present,  otherwise  yoor  diligence,  so 
Teiy  friendly  in  my  subscription,  should  have  a 
more  lengthened  aehnowledgment  from, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  obliged  serrant, 

R.  B. 


TO  MR.  DATID  BRICE. 

[D«Tid  Brie*  wai  a  ■hoamaker,  and  shared  with  Smith 
the  confidence  of  the  poet  in  hie  love  affaira.  He  waa 
worldng  in  01a%ow  when  thia  letter  wmi  written.] 

Mottffiel,  June  12,  1786. 
DXAB  Brici, 

I  BBCxiviD  your  message  by  G.  Patterson,  and 
as  I  am  not  very  throng  at  present,  I  just  write 
to  let  you  know  that  there  is  such  a  worthless, 
rhyming  reprobate,  as  your  humble  servant, 
still  in  the  land  of  the  Hying,  though  I  can 
scarcely  say,  in  the  place  of  hope.  I  haye  no 
news  to  tell  you  that  will  give  me  any  pleasure 
to  mention,  or  you  to  hear. 

Poor  ill-adrised  tmgrateful  Armour  came 
home  on  Friday  last.  You  haye  heard  all  the 
particulars  of  that  affair,  and  a  black  affair  it  is. 
What  she  thinks  of  her  conduct  now,  I  don*t 
know ;  one  thing  I  do  know — she  has  made  me 
completely  miserable.  Never  man  loved,  or 
rather  adored  a  woman  more  than  I  did  her ; 
and,  to  confess  a  truth  between  you  and  me,  I 
do  still  love  her  to  distraction  after  all,  though 
I  won't  tell  her  so  if  I  were  to  see  her,  which  I 
don't  want  to  do.  My  poor  dear  unfortunate 
Jean !  how  happy  have  I  been  in  thy  arms !  It 
is  not  the  losing  her  that  makes  me  so  unhappy, 
but  for  her  sake  I  feel  most  severely :  I  fore- 
see she  is  in  the  road  to,  I  am  afraid,  eternal 
ruin.  •♦♦* 

May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  ingratitude 
and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from  my  very  soul  for- 
give her :  and  may  his  grace  be  with  her  and' 
bless  her  in  all  her  future  life  t  I  can  have  no 
nearer  idea  of  t^te  place  of  eternal  punishment 
than  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  breast  on  her 
account.  I  have  tried  often  to  forget  her;  I 
have  run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  and  riots, 
mason-meetings,  drinking  matches,  and  other 
mischief,  to  drive  her  out  of  my  head,  but  all  in 
vain.  And  now  for  a  grand  cure ;  the  ship  is 
on  her  wa^  home  that  is  to  take  me  out  to 
Jamaica ;  and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotiand ! 


and  farewell  dear  nngratef^  Jeaal  lor 
never  will  I  see  you  more. 

You  will  have  heard  that  I  am  going  to 
mence  poet  in  print;  and  to  morrow  my  weeks 
go  to  the  press.  I  ezpeot  it  will  bo  a  Ttdsat  of 
about  two  hundred  pages — it  is  just  the  last 
foolish  action  I  intend  to  do ;  and  than  ton  a 
wise  man  as  ISsat  as  possible. 

Believe  me  to  be,  dear  Briee» 

Your  friend  and  well-wisher, 

B.B. 


XXI. 
TO  MR.   ROBERT  AIEBIC. 

[This  letter  was  written  nnder  great  dittraaa  of 
That  separation  which  Bums  records  ia  *^  The  Lament/' 
had,  nnhappiljr,  taken  place  between  him  and  Jeaa  Ar- 
moar,  and  it  woold  appear,  that  form  lime  at  leaat  a 
coldness  ensued  between  the  poet  and  the  patron,  occa- 
sioned, it  is  conjectured,  by  that  fraitfat  aubjcct  of  sc^r- 
row  and  disquiet.  The  letter,  I  regret  to  aaj,  is  tt>t 
wholly  hero.] 


Sin, 


lAyrshirt,  1786.] 


I  WAS  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  t*other  day, 
and  settled  all  our  by-gone  matters  between  as. 
After  I  had  paid  him  all  demands,  I  made  him 
the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on  the  haxard  of 
being  paid  out  of  the  first  and  readiest,  which 
he  declines.  By  his  account,  the  paper  of  a 
thousand  copies  would  cost  about  twen^y-oevta 
pounds,  and  the  printing  about  fifteen  or  six- 
teen :  he  offers  to  agree  to  this  for  the  prhitiBg, 
if  I  will  advance  for  the  paper,  but  this,  you 
know,  is  out  of  my  power ;  so  farewell  hopes  of 
a  second  edition  till  I  grow  richer !  ap  epoeha 
which  I  think  will  arrive  at  the  payment  of  the 
British  national  debt. 

There  is  scarcely  anything  hurts  me  so  much 
in  being  disappointed  of  my  second  edition,  ss 
not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  gratitude 
to  Mr.  Ballantyne,  by  publishing  my  poem  of 
«  The  Brigs  of  Ayr."  I  would  detest  myself  as 
a  wretch,  if  I  thought  I  were  capable  in  a  very 
long  life  of  forgetting  the  honest,  warm,  and 
tender  delicacy  with  which  he  enters  into  my 
interests.  I  am  sometimes  pleased  with  myself 
in  my  greateful  sensations ;  but  I  believe,  on  the 
whole,  I  have  very  littie  merit  in  it,  as  my  gra- 
titude is  not  a  virtue,  the  consequence  of  refleo- 
tion ;  but  shoerly  the  instinctive  emotion  of  mj 
heart,  too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly  maxims 
and  views  to  settie  into  selfish  habits. 
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I  hftTe  bMB  feeling  all  the  Tarioas  rotations 
and  moTementa  within,  respecting  the  excise. 
1  here  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against 
U ;  the  uncertainty  of  getting  soon  into  business ; 
the  eonsequenees  of  my  follies,  which  may  per- 
haps make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at 
hoBM ;  and  besides  I  have  for  some  time  been 
pining  onder  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes 
which  yoa  pretty  well  know — ^the  pang  of  dis- 
appointment^  the  sUng  of  pride,  with  some  wan- 
dering stabs  of  remorse,  which  ncTer  fail  to  set- 
tle OB  my  Titals  like  ynltares,  when  attention  is 
not  called  away  by  the  calls  of  society,  or  the 
vagaries  of  the  muse.  Eyen  in  the  hoar  of  so- 
cial mirth,  my  gayety  is  the  madness  of  an  in- 
toxicated criminal  nnder  the  hands  of  the  exe- 
eationer.  All  these  reasons  urge  me  to  go 
abroad,  and  to  all  these  reasons  I  haTC  only 
one  answer — the  feelings  of  a  father.  This,  in 
the  present  mood  I  am  in,  orerbalances  eyery- 
thing  that  can  be  laid  in  the  scale  against  it    *  * 

You  may  perhaps  think  it  an  extrayagant 
fancy,  but  it  is  a  sentiment  which  strikes  home 
to  my  yery  soul:  though  sceptical  in  some 
points  of  our  current  belief,  yet,  I  think,  I  haye 
every  eyidence  for  the  reality  of  a  life  beyond  the 
stinted  bourne  of  our  present  existence ;  if  so, 
then,  how  should  I,  in  the  presence  of  that  tre- 
mendous Being,  the  Author  of  existence,  how 
should  I  meet  the  reproaches  of  those  who  stand 
to  mm  in  the  dear  relation  of  children,  whom  I 
deserted  in  the  smiling  innocency  of  helpless 
laUncjJ  0,  thou  great  unknown  Power? — 
thou  almighty  God  I  who  has  lighted  up  reason 
in  my  breast,  and  blessed  me  with  immortality  I 
—I  haye  frequently  wandered  from  that  order 
and  regularity  necessary  for  the  perfection  of 
thy  works,  yet  thou  hast  neyer  left  me  nor  for- 
•akea  me  I  *  *  ♦  * 

Since  I  wrote  the  foregoing  sheet,  I  haye  seen 
something  of  the  storm  of  mischief  thickening 
oyer  my  folly *deyoted  head.  Should  you,  my 
friends,  my  benefactors,  be  successful  in  your 
appUeatioDs  for  me,  perhaps  it  may  not  be  in 
m/  power,  in  that  way,  to  reap  the  fruit  of  your 
friea  ily  efforts.  What  I  haye  written  in  the  pre- 
ceding pages,  isHhe  settled  tenor  of  my  present 
rtaolution;  but  should  inimical  circumstances 
/orbid  me  closing  with  your  kind  offer,  or  eigoy- 

ing  it  only  threaten  to  entail  farther  misery 

•  •  «  » 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  haye  little  reason  for  com- 
plaint; as  the  world,  in  general,  has  been  kind 


to  me  fully  up  to  my  deserts.  I  was,  for  some 
time  past,  fast  getting  into  the  pining,  distrust- 
Ail  snarl  of  the  misanthrope.  I  saw  myself  alone, 
unfit  for  the  struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at  eyerjr 
rising  cloud  in  the  chance-directed  atmosphere 
of  fortune,  while  all  defenceless  I  looked  about 
in  yain  for  a  coyer.  It  neyer  occurred  to  me, 
at  least  neyer  with  the  force  it  deserred,  that 
this  world  is  a  busy  scene,  and  man,  a  creature 
destined  for  a  progressire  struggle ;  and  that, 
howeyer  I  might  possess  a  warm  heart  and 
inoffensiye  manners  (which  last,  by  the  by,  was 
rather  more  than  I  could  well  boast);  still, 
more  than  these  passiye  qualities,  there  was 
something  to  be  done.  When  all  my  school- 
fellows and  youthAil  compeers  (those  misguided 
few  excepted  who  Joined,  to  use  a  Gentoo 
phrase,  the  "  hallachores"  of  the  human  race) 
were  striking  off  with  eager  hope  and  earnest 
intent,  in  some  one  or  other  of  the  many  paths 
of  busy  life,  I  was  '*  standing  idle  in  the  market- 
place," or  only  left  the  chase  of  the  butterfly 
from  flower  to  flower,  to  hunt  fancy  from  whim 
to  whim.  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Tou  see,  Sir,  that  if  to  know  one*s  errors  were 
a  probability  of  mending  them,  I  stand  a  fair 
chance:  but  according  to  the  reyerend  West- 
minster diyines,  though  eonyiction  must  precede 
conyersion,  it  is  yery  far  from  always  implying 
it  ♦  *  ♦  »  R.  B. 


xxn. 

TO  JOHN  RICHMOND, 

■  DIKBUmOH. 

[The  miaiiter  who  took  npon  him  to  pronounce  Burnt 
•  nngle  man,  as  he  intimates  in  this  letter,  was  the  Rey. 
Mr.  Anld,  of  Mancfaline :  that  the  law  of  the  land  and 
the  law  of  the  charch  were  at  variance  on  the  rabject  no 
one  can  deny.] 

Mo$9ffiel,  9th  July,  1780. 
Mt  diae  Feixxd, 

With  the  sincerest  grief  I  read  your  letter. 
You  are  truly  a  son  of  misfortune.  I  shall  bo 
extremely  anxious  to  hear  from  you  how  your 
health  goes  on ;  if  it  is  in  any  way  re-estab- 
lishing, or  if  Letth  promises  well ;  in  short,  how 
you  feel  in  the  inner  man. 

No  news  worth  anything :  only  godly  Biyan 
was  in  the  inquisition  yesterday,  and  half  the 
country-side  as  witnesses  against  him.  He  stall 
stands  out  steady  and  denying :  but  proof  was 
led  yestenught  of  circumstances  Ughly  inapi- 
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oioQB:  almoBt  defaeio^  one  of  tlie  serrant  girls 
mftde  faith  that  she  upon  a  time  rashly  entered 
the  house — to  speak  in  your  cant,  '*  in  the  hour 
of  cause.*' 

I  have  waited  on  Armour  since  her  return 
home ;  not  from  any  the  least  Tiew  of  reconcili- 
ation, but  merely  to  ask  for  her  health  and — ^to 
you  I  will  confess  it— from  a  foolisk  hankering 
fondness — yery  ill  placed  indeed.  The  mother 
forbade  me  the  house,  nor  did  Jean  show  the 
penitence  that  might  have  been  expected.  How- 
ever, the  priest,  I  am  informed,  will  give  me  a 
certificate  as  a  single  man,  if  I  comply  with  the 
rules  of  the  church,  which  for  that  Tory  reason 
I  intend  to  do. 

I  am  going  to  put  on  sack-cloth  and  ashes 
this  day.  I  am  indulged  so  far  as  to  appear  in 
my  own  seat.  Feceavi,  pater,  miaerere  meL  My 
book  will  be  ready  in  a  fortnight.  If  yon  have 
any  subscribers,  return  them  by  Connel.  The 
Lord  stand  with  the  righteous :  amen,  amen. 

B.  B. 


XXIII. 
TO  JOHN  BALLANTYNE, 

OF  ATB. 

[There  Is  a  plain  account  in  this  letter  of  the  deitraotion 
of  the  )inea  of  marriage  which  united,  ae  far  at  a  civil 
contract  in  a  manner  civil  can,  the  poet  and  Jean  Ar- 
mour. Aiken  wae  consulted,  and  in  consequence  of  his 
advice,  the  certificate  of  marriage  was  destroyed.] 

HoNOu&BD  Sib, 
Mt  proposals  came  to  hand  last  night,  and 
knowing  that  you  would  wish  to  have  it  in  your 
power  to  do  me  a  service  as  early  as  anybody, 
I  enclose  you  half  a  sheet  of  them.  I  must 
consult  you,  first  opportunity,  on  the  propriety 
of  sending  my  quondam  friend,  Mr.  Aiken,  a 
copy.  If  he  is  now  reconciled  to  my  character 
as  an  honest  man,  I  would  do  it  with  all  my 
soul ;  but  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  the  noblest 
being  ever  God  created,  if  he  imagined  me  to  be 
a  rascal.  Apropos,  old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed 
with  him  to  mutilate  that  unlucky  paper  yester- 
day. Would  you  believe  it  ?  though  I  had  not' 
a  hope,  nor  even  a  wish,  to  make  her  mine  after 
her  conduct ;  yet,  when  he  told  me  the  names 
were  all  out  of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within 
me,  and  he  cut  my  veins  with  the  news.  Per- 
dition seize  her  falsehood ! 

B.B. 


XXIV. 
TO   ME.  DAVID  BEICB. 

SBOEMASBB,  QLASQOW. 

[The  letters  of  Bums  at  thai  sad  period  of  hia  hf^rs 
fall  of  his  private  sorrows.  Had  Jean  Amoor  beea  teft 
to  the  guidance  of  her  own  heart,  the  etory  of  her  etily 
yean  would  have  been  brighter*] 

Mot$^,  irtk  Jufy,  1786. 
I  HATE  been  so  throng  printing  my  Poems, 
that  I  could  scarcely  find  as  much  time  as  to 
write  to  you.  Poor  Armour  is  come  back  ag&ia 
to  Mauohline,  and  I  went  to  call  for  her,  and 
her  mother  forbade  me  the  house,  nor  did  shs 
herself  express  much  sorrow  for  what  she  has 
done.  I  have  already  appeared  publicly  in 
church,  and  was  indulged  in  the  Uberty  of  stand* 
ing  in  my  own  seat.  I  do  this  to  get  a  certi- 
ficate as  a  bachelor,  which  Mr.  Anld  has  pro- 
mised me.  I  am  now  fixed  to  go  for  the  West 
Indies  in  October.  Jean  and  her  friends  insisted 
much  that  she  should  stand  along  with  me  in  the 
kirk,  but  the  minister  would  not  allow  it,  which 
bred  a  great  trouble  I  assure  you,  and  I  an 
blamed  as  the  cause  of  it,  though  I  am  sure  I 
am  innocent;  but  I  am  very  much  pleased,  for 
all  that,  not  to  have  had  her  company.  I  have 
no  news  to  tell  you  that  I  remember.  I  aa 
really  happy  to  hear  of  your  welfare,  and  that 
you  are  so  well  in  Glasgow.  I  must  certainly 
see  you  before  I  leave  the  countiy.  I  shall  ex- 
pect  to  hear  from  you  soon,  and  'am* 

Dear  Brice, 

Yours, — B«  B. 


XXV. 

TO  MB.  JOHN  BICHMOXD. 

[When  this  letter  was  written  the  poet  was  etekug 
from  place  to  place :  the  merciless  pack  of  the  lau  bad 
been  uncoupled  at  his  heels.  Mr.  Armour  did  not  wiali  cp 
imprison,  but  to  drive  him  from  the  country  ] 

Old  Rome  Forest,  ZOth  Jul^,  1766. 
Mt  dear  Bichxoxd, 
Mt  hour  is  now  come — ^you  and  I  will  neTcr 
meet  in  Britain  more*  I  have  orders  wiiKm 
three  weeks  at  farthest,  to  repair  aboard  the 
Nancy,  Captain  Smith,  from  Clyde  to  Jamaic** 
and  call  at  Antigua.  This,  except  to  our  friend 
Smith,  whom  God  long  preserve,  is  a 
about  Mauehline*    Would  you  believe  it  t 
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mour  has  got  a  warrAnt  to  throw  me  in  jail  till 
I  find  8ecuntjr  for  an  enormous  sum.  This  they 
keep  an  entire  secret,  but  I  got  it  hy  a  channel 
the/  little  dream  of;  andl  am  wandering  from 
one  friend's  house  to  another,  and,  like  a  true 
s«u  of  the  gospel,  **  have  nowhere  to  lay  my 
h«aJ.*'  I  know  you  will  poor  an  execration  on 
her  head,  but  spare  the  poor,  iU-adTised  girl, 
for  my  sake ;  though  may  all  the  furies  that 
rend  the  injured,  enraged  lover's  bosom,  await 
her  mother  until  her  latest  hour  I  I  write  in  a 
moment  of  rage,  reflecting  on  my  miserable 
sltuation^-exiled,  abandoned,  forlorn.  I  con 
write  no  more — ^let  me  hear  from  you  by  the 
return  of  coach.  I  will  write  you  ere  I  go. 
I  am  dear  Sir, 

Yours,  here  and  hereafter, 

B.  B. 


e 

XXVI. 
TO  MB.  BOBBBT  MUIB, 

KIIMABHOCK. 

[Borat  aerer  tried  to  conceal  either  hii  joyi  or  bis  sor- 
lowi:  he  lent  copies  of  hii  faToarite  piecei,a]id  intima- 
tions of  mach  tkat  befel  him  to  his  chief  friends  and  com- 
tsilsa    Itiis  brief  aote  was  made  to  carry  doable.] 

Mouffiel,  Friday  nocn. 
Mt  Fbisxd,  mt  Beothkk, 

Wabm  reeoUection  of  an  absent  friend  presses 
•0  iiard  upon  my  heart,  that  I  send  him  the 
prefixed  bagatelle  (the  Calf),  pleased  with  the 
thought  that  it  will  greet  the  man  of  my  bosom, 
and  be  a  kind  of  distant  language  of  friend- 
siiip. 

You  will  have  heard  tbat  poor  Armour  has 
rep^d  me  double.  A  very  fine  boy  and  a  girl 
haTe  awakened  a  thought  and  fdelings  that  thrill, 
some  with  tender  pressure  and  some  with  fore- 
bodBng  anguish,  through  my  soul. 

The  poem  was  nearly  an  extemporaneous  pro- 
duction, on  a  wager  with  Mr.  Hamilton,  that  I 
would  not  produce  a  poem  on  the  subject  in  a 
giTea  time. 

If  you'think  it  worth  while,  read  it  to  Charles 
and  Mr.  W.  Parker,  and  if  they  choose  a  copy 
of  il»  U  is  at  their  serrice,  as  they  are  men 
wboae  friendship  I  shall  be  proud  to  claim,  both 
In  this  world  and  that  which  is  to  come. 

I  belieTe  all  hopes  of  staying  at  home  will  be 
•bcrtiTe*  bttt  more  of  this  when,  in  the  latter 


part  of  next  week,  you  shall  be  troubled  with  a 
Yisit  from. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  most  devoted, 

B.  B. 


xxvn. 

TO  MBS.  DUNLOP, 

or    DT7NI0P. 

[Mrs.  Danlop  wns  a  poetess,  and  bad  the  blood  of  the 
Wallaces  in ber  veins:  though  she  disliked  the  irregu- 
laritiee  of  the  poet,  she  scorned  to  get  into  a  fine  moral 
passion  abont  follies  which  conld  not  be  helped,  and  con- 
tinned  her  friendship  to  the  lost  of  his  life.] 

Af/nhire,  1786. 
Madam, 

I  AX  truly  sorry  I  was  not  at  home  yesterday, 
when  I  was  so  much  honoured  with  your  order 
for  my  copies,  and  incomparably  more  by  the 
handsome  compliments  you  are  pleased  to  pay 
my  poetic  abilities.  I  am  fully  persuaded  that 
there  is  not  any  class  of  mankind  so  feelingly 
alive  to  the  titillations  of  applause  as  the  sons 
of  Parnassus :  nor  is  it  easy  to  conceive  how 
the  heart  of  the  poor  bard  dances  with  rapture, 
when  those,  whose  character  in  life  gives  them 
a  right  to  be  polite  judges,  honour  him  with 
their  approbation.  Had  you  been  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  me.  Madam,  you  could  not 
have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord  more 
sweetly  than  by  noticing  my  attempts  to  cele- 
brate your  illustrious  ancestor,  the  Saviour  of 
his  Country. 

«  Great  patriot  hero !  ill-requited  chief  !"i 

The  flirst  book  I  met  with  in  my  early  year^ 
which  I  perused  with  pleasure,  was,  *'  The  Life 
of  Hannibal;"  the  next  was,  ''The  History  of 
Sir  William  Wallace :"  for  several  of  my  Earlier 
years  I  had  few  other  authors ;  and  many  a 
solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after  the  labori- 
ous vocations  of  the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over 
their  glorious,  but  unfortunate  stories.  In  those 
boyish  days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being 
struck  with  that  part  of  Wallace's  story  where 
these  lines  occur — 

"  Syne  to  the  Leglen  wood,  when  it  was  late, 
To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat." 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day 
my  line  of  life  allowed,  and  walked  half  a  dozen 

1  Thomson. 
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of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  irood, 
irith  as  much  deyout  entboslasm  as  ever  pil- 
grim did  to  Loretto ;  and,  as  I  explored  every 
den  and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic 
countryman  to  have  lodged,  I  recollect  (for  even 
then  I  was  a  rhymer)  that  my  heart  glowed 
with  a  wish  io  be  able  to  make  a  song  on  him 
in  some  mea8ur#  equal  to  his  merits. 

B.  B. 


xxvni. 

TO  MR.   JOHN  KENNEDY. 

pt  is  a  carious  chapter  in  the  life  of  Burai  to  count 
the  number  of  letters  which  he  wrote,  the  number  of  fine 
poems  ho  composed,  and  the  number  of  places  which  he 
visited  in  the  -unhappy  summer  and  autumn  of  178S.] 

KUmamoek,  Auffust,  1786. 
Mr  DEAR  Sib, 
TouB  truly  facetious  epistle  of  the  Sd  inst. 
gave  me  much  entertainment  I  was  sorry  I 
had  not  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  as  I  passed 
your  way,  but  we  shall  bring  up  all  our  lee  way 
on  Wednesday,  the  16th  current,  when  I  hope 
to  have  it  in  my  power  to  call  on  you  and  take 
a  kind,  very  probably  a  last  adieu,  before  I  go 
for  Jamaica ;  and  I  expect  orders  to'repair  to 
Greenock  every  day. — ^I  have  at  last  made  my 
public  appearance,  and  am  solemnly  inaugu- 
rated into  the  numerous  class. — Could  I  hare 
got  a  carrier,  you  should  hare  had  a  SQore  of 
Touchers  for  my  authorship ;  but  now  you  hare 
them,  let  them  speak  for  themselves. — 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend !  may  guid  luck  hit 

you. 
And  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you  I 
If  e'er  Detraction  shore  to  smit  you. 

May  nane  believe  him  I 
And  ony  dell  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceive  him. 

B.  B.. 


XXIX. 

TO   MB.   JAMES  BUBNESS, 

MOMTBOSK. 

[The  good  and  generous  James  Bumess,  of  Montrose, 
was  ever  ready  to  rejoice  with  his  cousin's  success  or 
sympathize  with  his  sorrows,  but  he  did  not  like  the 
change  which  came  over  the  old  northern  surname  of 


Bnmees,  when  the  bard  modified  it  into  fianu :  the  aains, 
now  a  rising  one  in  India,  is  spelt  Bamoa.] 

Mottgid,  Tuesday  noon,  SepL  2G,  1780. 
Mt  dbab  Sib, 

I  THIS  moment  receiye  yours — receive  it  wiUi 
the  honest  hospitable  warmth  of  a  friend's 
welcome.  Whatever  comes  from  you  wakens  li- 
ways  up  the  better  blood  about  my  heart,  which 
your  kind  little  recollections  of  my  parental 
friends  carries  as  far  as  it  will  go.  'Tib  there 
that  man  is  blest  I  'Tis  there,  my  friend,  man 
feels  a  consciousness  of  something  within  bin 
above  the  trodden  clod!  The  grateful  reve- 
rence to  the  hoary  (earthly)  author  of  his  being 
— ^the  burning  glow  when  he  clasps  the  wonuui 
of  his  soul  to  his  bosom — ^the  tender  yeamifl^s 
of  heart  for  the  little  angels  to  whom  he  has 
given  existence — ^these  nature  has  poured  in 
milky  streams  about  the  human  ^eart ;  and  the 
man  who  never  rouses  tliem  to  action,  by  the 
inspiring  influences  of  their  proper  objects, 
loses  by  far  the  most  pleasurable  part  ot  hid 
existence. 

My  departure  is  uncertain,  but  I  do  not  thiuk 
it  will  be  Ull  after  harvest.  I  will  be  on  very 
short  allowance  of  time  indeed,  if  I  do  not  com- 
ply with  your  friendly  invitation.  When  it  ti  ill 
be  I  don't  know,  but  if  I  can  make  my  wish 
good,  I  will  endeavour  to  drop  you  a  line  some 
time  before.  My  best  compliments  to  Mi«. 
^— ;  I  should  [be]  equally  mortified  shovid  I 
drop  in  when  she  is  abroad,  but  of  that  I  sup* 
pose  there  is  little  chance. 

What  I  have  wrote  heaven  knows;  I  hare  not 
time  to  review  it ;  so  accept  of  it  in  the  beaten 
way  of  friendship.  With  the  ordinary  phrase 
— ^perhaps  rather  more  than  the  ordinary  sin- 
cerity, 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Ever  yours, 

B.  B. 


XXX. 

TO   MISS  ALEXANBEB. 

[This  letter,  Robert  Chambers  says,  concluded  -with 
requesting  Miss  Alexander  to  allow  the  poal  to  print  Urn 
song  which  it  enclosed,  in  a  second  edition  of  his  ffVionii 
Her  neglect  in  not  replying  to  this  request  is  a  rmrj-  (vmmIi 
poetic  reason  for  his  wrath.  Many  of  Bums*»  letters 
have  been  printed,  it  is  right  to  say,  from  tke  ronjr  -* 
drafts  found  among  the  poet*s  papers  at  Us  iealK.  Tu.« 
is  one.] 


OF  BOBERT  B1 


MMigid.  18U  JVott.  1786. 

P«m  an  nch  ontrj  beinga,  to  mnch  th« 
childran  of  irajwud  fkoe;  and  opricioaa  irhim, 
tbat  I  beliiTB  the  irorld  ganerallj  kllova  th«m  a 
larger  latitude  in  the  Uira  of  proprie^,  than  the 
sober  eoD*  of  Jndginent  and  pradenee. 
lion  this  aa  an  apology  for  the  liberties  that  a 
nameleu  stranger  baa  ta^en  with  jonia  the  en- 
closed poem,  which  he  begs  leaTo  to  present  7on 
with.  Vhether  it  haa  poetical  merit  anj  way 
worthjef  the  theme.Iatn  not  the  proper  judge; 
bat  it  ia  the  beat  mj  abilities  can  produce ;  and 
what  to  a  good  heart  will,  perhaps,  be  a  superior 
grace,  it  ia  eqnallf  sincere  as  fervent. 

The  aceaerr  was  nearlj  taken  from  real  life, 
though  I  dare  say,  Madam,  jon  da  not  recollect 
it,  as  I  belioTe  yon  scarcely  notioed  the  poetio 
ttvtuT  as  he  wandered  bj  joo.  I  had  raved  out 
as  chance  directed,  in  the  favourite  haonts  of 
nj  muse  an  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  te  view  natore 
In  all  the  gayely  of  the  vernal  year.  The  even- 
ing sun  was  flsming  over  the  distant  western 
hills  ;  not  a  breath  stirred  the  crimson  opening 
bloeiom,  or  the  verdant  spreading  leaf.  It  was 
a  golden  moment  for  a  poetic  heart.  I  listened 
to  the  feathered  warblers,  pouring  their  har- 
noa;  on  every  hand,  with  a  congenial  kindred 
regnrf,  and  freqnently  turned  out  of  my  path, 
tat  1  should  disturb  their  little  songs,  or 
frighten  tbem  to  anotHcr  station.  Surely,  said 
I  to  myself,  he  mnat  be  a  wretch  Indeed,  who, 
rt!;*'dles8  of  yonr  harmonioos  endeavour  to 
please  him,  can  eye  your  elnaive  flights  to  dis- 
cover yonr  secret  recesaea,  and  to  rob  you  of 
an  the  property  nature  givea  yon — your  dearest 
conforts,  yonr  helpless  nestlinga.  Even  the 
haary  hawlhom  twig  that  shot  across  the  way, 
what  heart  at  inch  a  time  bat  must  have  been 
iutereated  in  its  welfare,  and  wished  it  preserved 
rmtn  the  mdely-browaing  catUe,  or  the  wither- 
ing eutem  blastT  Snch  was  the  scene, — and 
auch  the  bonr,  when,  in  a  earner  of  my  prospect, 
I  spied  one  of  the  fairest  pieces  of  nature's 
workmanship  that  ever  crowned  a  poetio  land- 
scape or  met  a  poet's  eye,  those  visionary  bards 
•loepled,  who  hold  commerce  with  aerial  beingsl 
Had  Calanny  and  ViUany  taken  my  walk,  they 
k*d  at  that  moment  sworn  eternal  peace  with 
•v«h  an  object. 

mat  an  boar  of  Inspiration  for  a  poetl  It 
voold  have  raised  plain  dull  hiatorio  pros«  Into 
BMiapbor  I 


Tna 

pTomlt 
their  . 


a  July 


bara,^ 


should 


8S2 


GENERAL  CORRESPONDENCE 


your  real  character  is  to  be  found — ^the  company 
of  your  compeers :  and  more,  I  am  afraid  that 
eyen  the  most  refined  adulation  is  by  no  means 
the  road  to  your  good  opinion. 

One  feature  of  your  character  I  shall  erer  with 
gratefiil  pleasure  remember; — the  reception  I 
got  when  I  had  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you  at 
Stair.  I  am  littie  acquainted  with  politeness, 
but  I  know  a  good  deal  of  benevolence  of  tem- 
per and  goodness  of  heart  Surely  did  those  in 
exalted  stations  know  how  happy  they  could 
make  some  classes  of  their  inferiors  by  conde- 
scension and  affability,  they  would  nerer  stand 
io  high,  measuring  out  with  erery  look  the  height 
of  their  elcTation,  but  condescend  as  sweeUy  as 

did  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair. 

B.  B. 


xxxn. 

m  THE  NAME  OF  THE  NINE.    AMEN. 

[The  toog  or  ImlUd  which  one  of  the  "Deil'syeld 
Nowta"  waa  commanded  to  Darn,  wu  **  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer,"  it  ia  believed.  Currie  interprets  the  *•  Beil's  yeld 
Nowte,"  to  mean  old  bachelors,  which,  if  right,  points 
to  some  other  of  his  compositions,  for  purgation  by  fire. 
Gilbert  Burns  says  it  is  a  scoffing  appellation  sometimes 
given  to  sheriffs'  officers  and  other  executors  of  the  law.] 

• 

We,  Bobert  Bums,  by  virtue  of  a  warrant  from 
Nature,  bearing  date  the  twenty-fifth  day  of 
January,  Anno  Domini  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  fifty-nine,  >  Poet  Laureat,  and  Bard 
in  Chief,  in  and  over  the  districts  and  countries 
of  Kyle,  Cunningham,  andCarrick,  of  old  extent, 
To  our  trusty  and  well-beloTed  William  Chal- 
mers and  John  M'Adam,  students  and  practi^ 
tioners  in  the  ancient  and  mysterious  science  of 
confounding  right  and  wrong. 
BiQHT  Tbustt  : 

Be  it  known  unto  you  that  whereas  in  the 
course  of  our  care  and  watchings  over  the  order 
and  police  of  all  and  sundry  the  manufacturers, 
retainers,  and  venders  of  poesy ;  bards,  poets, 
poetasters,  rhymers,  jinglers,  songsters,  ballad- 
singers,  &c.  &c.  &c.  &c.,  male  and  female  — 
We  have  discovered  a  certain  nefarious,  abo- 
minable, and  wicked  song  or  ballad,  a  copy 
whereof  We  have  here  enclosed ;  Our  Will 
therefore  is,  that  Ye  pitch  upon  and  appoint 
the  most  execrable  individual  of  that  most  exe* 
crable  species,  known  by  the  appellation,  phrase, 
and  nick-name  of  The  Deil's  Yeld  Nowte :  and 

I  HitUrth-day. 


after  having  caused  him  to  kindle  a  fire  at  tho 
Cross  of  Ayr,  ye  shall,  at  noontide  of  the  day, 
put  into  the  said  wretch's  merciless  hands  tht 
said  copy  of  the  said  nefariotxa  and  wicked 
song,  to  be  consumed  by  fire  in  the  presence  of 
all  beholders,  in  abhorrence  of,  and  terrorem 
to,  all  such  compositions  and  composers.  And 
this  in  nowise  leave  ye  undone,  but  have  it  exe- 
cuted in  every  point  as  this  our  mandate  bean, 
before  the  twenty-fourth  current,  when  in  per* 
son  We  hope  to  applaud  your  futhfulness  and 
teal. 

Given  at  Mauchline  this  twentieth  daj  of  No- 
vember, Anno  Domini  one  thousand  wven  hoa- 
dred  and  eighty-six. 

God  save  the  Bard  I 


xxxm. 

TO  MB.  BOBEBT  MUIB. 

[The  expedition  to  Edinborgh,  to  which  this  ihon 
letter  allndes,  was  undertaken,  it  is  needless  to  sa7»  m 
consequence  of  a  warm  and  generous  commeiDdatiDL  of 
the  genius  of  Bums  written  by  Dr.  BlackloeJt,  to  tUe 
Rev.  Mr.  Lawrie,  and  communicated  by  Gavin  Hasultjii 
to  tho  poet,  when  he  was  on  the  wing  for  the  Wui 
Indies.] 

Motsgul,  IStk  3^09.,  1766. 
Mr  DEAR  Sir, 

Enclosed  you  have  *'  Tarn  SamsoDf '*  as  I  in- 
tend to  print  him.  I  am  thinking  for  ay  Edin- 
burgh expedition  on  Monday  or  Tuesday,  eoae 
se'ennight,  for  pos.    I  will  see  you  on  Tueedi^ 

first. 

I  am  ever. 

Your  much  indebted, 

B.B. 


xxxnr. 

TO  DB.  MACKENZIE, 
xavchlikb; 

XRCLOSXSrO  TEX  VKSIKS  OK  DIHIMO  WITK  LO«0 


[To  the  kind  and  venerable  Dr.  Hackeasia,  tlie  ^v^l 
WAS  Indebted  for  some  valuable  friendships,  and  his  1 4  ->* 
grsphers  for  some  valuable  informatioa  respecting  the 
early  days  of  Bums.] 

Wednc$day  Jtominy^ 
Dbae  Sin, 

I  vEvsn  spent  an  afternoon  among  great  foDsB 

with  half  that  pleasure  as  when,  in  compun^ 

with  you,  I  had  the  honour  of  paving  ray  <1«- 

Toirs  to  that  plain,  honest,  worthy  maiik,    U14 


professor.  [Dugald  Stewart]  I  would  be  de- 
lighted to  see  him  perform  acts  of  kindness  and 
CriendaMp,  tbongh  I  were  not  the  object ;  he 
does  it  with  such  a  grace.  I  think  his  charac- 
ter, divided  into  ten  parts,  stands  thus — ^foor 
parts  Socrates — four  parts  Nathaniel — and 'two 
parts  Shakspeare's  Brutus. 

The  foregoing  versev  were  really  extempore, 
but  a  little  corrected  since.  They  may  enter- 
tain you  a  little  with  the  help  of  that  partiality 
with  which  you  are  so  good  as  to  favour  the 

performances  of, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  very  humble  servant, 

B.B. 


TO  OAVIN  HAMILTON,  £SQ.r 

KAUOBLINI. 

[From  OaTin  Hamilton  Bami  and  bit  brother  took  the 
CiTm  ttfiiowagiel :  the  landlord  wae  not  slow  in  perceiv- 
iag  the  genius  of  Robert :  he  had  him  frequently  at  his 
tableland  the  poet  repaid  this  notice  by  verse  not  likely 
■oon  to  die.] 

Edinburgh,  Vee,  Ith,  1786. 
HoxoiniKi)  Snt, 
I  auvB  pud  ev(^  attention  to  your  com- 
mands, but  can  only  say  what  perhaps  you  will 
hmve  heard  before  this  reach  you,  that  Muir- 
kirUands  were  bought  by  a  John  Gordon,  W. 
S.,  bat  for  whom  I  know  not;  Mauchlands, 
Baii^  Miln,  &c.,  by  a  Frederick  Pothering^ 
ham,  supposed  to  be  forBallochmyle  Laird,  and 
Adamhill  and  Shawood  were  bought  for  Oswald*s 
folks. — This  is  so  imperfect  an  account,  and 
will  be  BO  late  ere  it  reach  you,  that  were  it  not 
lo  discharge  my  conscience  I  would  not  trouble 
yoa  with  it ;  but  after  all  my  diligence  I  could 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  affairs,  I  am  in  a  fair  way  of  be- 
eomtng  as  eminent  as  Thomas  il  Kempis  or  John 
Banyan ;  and  you  may  expect  henceforth  to  see 
my  birth*day  inserted  among  the  wonderful 
events,  in  the  Poor  Robin's  and  Aberdeen  Alma- 
nacksy  along  with  the  Black  Monday,  and  the 
biaftle  of  Bothwell  bridge. — My  Lord  Glencaim 
and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  IT.  Erekine,  have 
taken  me  under  their  wing ;  and  by  all  proba- 
bility I  shall  soon  be  the  tenth  worthy,  and 
th0  eighth  wise  man  in  the  world.    Through  my 
lord's  influence  it  is  inserted  in  the  records 
of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  that  they  universally. 


one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition^— 
My  subscription  bills  come  ont  to-morrow,  and 
yon  shall  have  some  of  them  next  post — ^I  have 
met,  in  Mr.  Balrymple,  of  Orangefield,  what 
Solomon  emphatically  calls  "  a  friend  that  stiok- 
eth  closer  than  a  brother." — The  warmth  with 
which  he  interests  himself  in  my  affairs  is  of 
the  same  enthusiastio  kind  which  you,  Mr  Aiken, 
and  the  few  patrons  that  took  notice  of  my 
earlier  poetic  days,  showed  for  the  poor  unlucky 
devil  of  a  poet. 

I  always  remember  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  Miss 
Kennedy  in  my  poetic  prayers,  but  you  both  in 
prose  and  verse. 

May  cauld  ne*er  catch  you  but  a  hap. 

Nor  hunger  but  in  plenty's  lap ! 

Ameut 

B.B. 


XXXVI. 
TO  JOHN  BALLANTYNE,  ESQ., 

BAKKEB,  ATB. 

[This  is  the  second  letter  which  Bums  wrote,  afler  hia 
arrival  in  Edinburgh,  and  it  is  remarkable  because  it  dis- 
tinctly imputes  his  introduction  to  the  Earl  of  Glencaim, 
to  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield :  though  he  elsewhere  says 
this  was  done  by  Mr.  Dalzell ;— perhaps  both  those  gen- 
tlemen had  a  hand  in  this  good  deed.] 

JSdmburgh,  IZth  Dee.  1786. 
Mt  HovomBD  Fnnin), 
I  WOULD  not  write  you  till  I  could  have  it  in  my 
power  to  give  you  some  account  of  myself  and  my 
matters,  which,  by  the  by,  is  often  no  easy  task. 
— ^I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was  se'ennight,  and 
have  Bufflsred  ever  since  I  came  to  town  with  a 
ndserable  headache  and  stomach  complaint, 
but  am  now  a  good  deal  better. — I  have  found  a 
worthy  warm  friend  in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orange- 
field,  who  ixftroduced  me  to  Lord  Glencaim, 
a  man  whose  worth  and  brotherly  kindness  to 
me,  I  shall  remember  when  time  shall  be  no 
more. — ^By  his  interest  it  is  passed  in  the  "  Cale- 
donian Hunt,"  and  entered  in  their  books,  that 
they  are  to  take  each  a  copy  of  the  second  edi- 
tion, for  which  they  are  to  pay  one  guinea. — 
I  have  been  introduced  to  a  good  many  of  the 
nobUitef  but  my  avowed  patrons  and  patronesses 
are  the  Duchess  of  Qordon— the  Countess  of 
Glendaim,  with  my  Lord,  and  Lady  Betty  >— 
the  Dean  of  Faculty — Sir  John  Whitefoord — I 


I  Lady  Betty  CoBaingham. 


GENERAL  COKEESPONDENCE 


bare  likewise  wuin  Mtoda  unong  the  UUnti ; 
ProhsBon  Stewart,  BUir,  uidNr.  Mickeoric — 
tha  Hui  of  Feeling. — An  unknown  buid  I«fl  tcD 
gninaBB  far  tho  Ayrabire  bftrd  with  Mr.  Sibbkld, 
wMeb  I  gat. — I  lince  bkie  diacarered  mj  gentt- 
rons  nnknowD  friend  to  be  Patrick  Miller,  Esq., 
hrotber  to  tbe  Justice  Clerk ;  and  drank  ■  glue 
of  claret  with  him,  bj  inTitatlon,  at  hie  own 
hoitae,  yestemight.  I  am  near];  agreed  with 
Creech  to  print  mj  book,  and  I  soppoee  I  will 
begin  on  Monday.  I  will  ecnd  a  BubecriptioD 
bill  or  two,  next  poit;  when  I  intend  writing 
mj  first  kind  patron,  Mr.  Aiken.  I  aaw  Mb  son 
to-dsy,  and  he  is  very  well. 

Dagald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my  lenrned 
fMenda,  pat  ne  in  tbe  periodical  paper,  called 
The  Lounger,'  a  copy  of  which  I  here  cncloae 
you. — I  was,  Sir,  when  I  was  first  hononred 
with  your  notioe,  too  obscure ;  now  1  tremble 
lest  I  should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too 
suddenly  into  the  glare  of  poUte  anil  learned 
observation. 

I  shall  eertunly,  my  ever  honoured  patron, 
write  yon  an  acooont  of  my  every  step ;  and 
better  health  and  more  spirits  may  enable  me 
to  make  it  something  better  than  this  stupid 
matter-of-faot  epistle. 

I  have  tha  honour  to  be. 

Good  Sir, 
f  grateful  humble  aerrant, 

R.  B. 


xxxvn. 
L  BOBEET  MUIB. 


EJiniaryh,  Dtt.  20(4,  17B6, 

ime  for  the  carrier,  to  tell  yon 
1  your  letter ;  of  whioh  I  shall 
t  what  a  lau  of  my  aeqnaintanc* 
tard  wean ;  aba  Baid  ibe 


ua  ben  wba  waa  the  father  eiaotly,  trat  An 
BUBpeeted  it  ma  a«Ma  o'  the  bonny  bla«kg««id 
Bmngglera,  for  It  waa  like  them."  8o  I  aalj 
say  your  obliging  epistle  waa  Ilka  yon-  I  ea- 
oloB*  yon  a  parcel  of  aubacription  bUla.  Tear 
affair  of  sixty  copiea  ia  also  Uta  yon;  bat  H 
wonld  not  he  like  me  to  comply. 

Your  Mend'a  no^on  of  my  Ufa  bka  pnt  » 
crotchet  in  my  head  of  sketching  it  ia  aoaa 
fotars  epistle  to  you.  My  compliiaetita  I* 
Cbarlea  and  Mr.  Parker.  B.  B. 


XXX  vm. 
TO   MB.    WILLIAM   CHALUEBS, 


■|ht  o(  Bunii'i  Puami,  tn  [amic  of  hi*  bntktr 
ri,  iiul  for  tbs  DuinUiuiicg  ot  bli  utaral  ctOd. 
enpiged  lo  go  to  Ui«  WMt  IndlH,  la  Am  aitBaa 

8] 

EdinlurgK,  Die.  27,  1786. 

Ut  Biab  Fkihd, 

Bonnes  I  have  sinned  the  sin  for  wUck 
there  is  hardly  any  forgiTeness — ingratitode  to 
friendahip-^in  not  wnting  you  sooner  ;  bnt  ef 

len  living,  T  had  intended  to  have  senlyoa 

utertalning  letter ;  and  by  all  the  plodifisg, 
stupid  powers,  that  la  nodding,  conceiled  ma- 
jesty, preude  over  the  dal^  roatine  of  btuinett 
— a  heavily  solemn  oath  this  I — I  an,  and  bavi 
been,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinbnrgh,  ta  oslt 
to  write  a  letter  of  hnmonr,  as  to  writa  a  com- 
mentary on  the  BevelaUoo  of  St  John  the  t>i- 
vine,  who  waa  baniabed  tft  the  Isle  of  PatmM, 
by  the  cruel  and  bloody  Domitian,  aon  to  Tet- 
posian  and  brother  to  Titos,  both  etnperon  of 
Rome,  and  who  was  himself  an  emperor,  and 
raised  the  second  or  third  perBDcnUon,  I  fcrgtl 
which,  against  the  Christians,  and  after  throw- 
ing the  Baid  Apostle  John,  brother  to  AeApeiile 
James,  commonly  called  Jamea  tha  Qr«*ter,  U 
distlDgniah  him  fWim  another  James,  who  *•*, 
on  some  account  or  other,  known  by  tbe  nan* 
of  James  the  Less — after  throwing  bim  Into  a 
cauldron  of  boiling  ^1,  t^m  whioh  he  wM  ni- 
racalonsly  preserred,  be  baaiahad  tha  povtea 
of  Zebadaa  to  a  desert  island  Id  the  ArehlpeU|Bi 
where  he  was  gifted  with  tha  second  sight,  tf  1 
saw  aa  many  wild  beasts  aa  I  have  aaaa  rince  I 
eama  toEdinbnrgh ;  which,  a  eircuraataDee  VA 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 
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Tcrj  oncommon  in  Btory-telliog,  brings  me  back 
to  where  I  set  oat 

To  make  yon  some  amends  for  what,  before 
joa  reach  this  paragraph,  you  will  have  suffered, 
I  enclose  yon  two  poems  I  hare  carded  and  span 
aince  I  past  Glenbuck. 

One  blank  in  the  address  to  Edinburgh — 
**  Fair  B— ,"  is  heavenly  Miss  Burnet,  daugh- 
ter to  Lord  Monboddo,  at  whose  house  I  haye 
had  the  honour  to  be  more  than  once.  There 
has  not  been  anything  nearly  like  her  in  all  the 
combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and  goodness 
the  great  Creator  has  formed  since  Milton's  Etc 
on  the  first  day  of  her  existence. 

My  direction  is— care  of  Andrew  Bruce,  mer- 
chant, Bridge-street.  B.  B. 


XXXIX. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  EGLINTOUN. 

[Arehibald  Mon^mery,  eleventh  Earl  of  Eglinton, 
sod  Goloael  Htqfh  Montgomery,  of  CoHafield,  who  mic- 
cceded  hie  brother  in  hie  titles  and  eatatea,  were  petroaa, 
aad  kind  onea,  of  Bama.] 

Edinburgh,  January  1787. 
Mt  Lobd, 

As  I  hare  bat  slender  pretensions  to  philoso- 
phy, I  cannot  rise  to  the  exalted  ideas  of  a  citi- 
xen  of  the  world,  but  have  all  those  national 
prejudices,  which  I  believe  glow  peculiarly 
f  troiig  in  the  breast  of  a  Scotchman.  There  is 
scarcely  anything  to  which  I  am  so  feelingly 
aliTe  as  the  honour  and  welfare  of  my  country : 
and,  as  a  poet,  I  have  no  higher  enjoyment  than 
finging  her  sons  and  daughters.  Fate  had  cast 
my  station  in  the  Teriest  shades  of  life ;  but 
never  did  a  heart  pant  more  ardently  than 
mine  to  be  distinguished;  though,  till  Tery 
lately,  I  looked  in  rain  on  every  side  for  a  ray 
of  Dght.  It  is  easy  then  to  guess  how  much  I 
was  £;ratified  with  the  countenance  and  appro- 
bation of  one  of  my  country's  most  illustrious 
sons,  when  Mr.  Wauchope  called  on  me  yester- 
day on  the  part  of  your  lordship.  Your  muni- 
ficence my  lord,  certainly  deserves  my  very 
grateful  acknowledgments;  but  your  patro- 
na^  is  a  bounty  peculiarly  suited  to  my  feel- 
ings. I  am  not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette 
of  life  to  know,  whether  there  be  not  some  im- 
propriety in  troubling  yonr  lordship  with  my 
thsinks,  but  my  heart  whispered  me  to  do  it 


From  the  emotions  of  my  inmost  soul  I  do  it. 
Selfish  ingratitude  I  hope  I  am  incapable  of; 
and  mercenary  servility,  I  trust,  I  shall  ever 
have  so  much  honest  pride  as  to  detest 

B.B. 


XL. 

TO  MR.  GAVIN  HAMILTON. 

[Thia  letter  waa  firat  pnbliahed  by  Robert  Chambers, 
who  conaidered  it  aa  cloaing-  the  inquiry,  **  waa  Boma 
a  married  man  ?"  No  doubt  Bama  thought  himaelf  un- 
married) and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Auld  waa  of  the  aame  opinion, 
aioce  be  offered  him  a  certificate  that  he  waa  aingle :  but 
no  opinion  of  prieat  or  lawyer,  including  the  diaclama- 
tion  of  Jean  Armour,  and  the  belief  of  Burna,  could  have, 
in  my  opinion,  barred  the  claim  of  the  children  to  full 
legitimaey,  according  to  the  law  of  Scotland.] 

Edinburgh,  Jan,  7,  1787. 
To  tell  the  truth  among  friends,  I  feel  a  mi- 
serable blank  in  my  heart,  with  the  want  of  her, 
and  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  meet  with  so  de- 
licious an  armful  again.  She  has  her  faults ; 
and  so  have  you  and  I ;  and  so  has  everybody: 

Their  tricks  and  craft  hae  put  me  daft ; 

They've  ta'en  me  in  and  a'  that ; 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's  the  sex, 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that 
For  a'  that  and  a'  that, 
And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that 


I  have  met  with  a  very  pretty  girl,  a  Lothian 
farmer's  daughter,  whom  I  have  almost  per- 
suaded to  accompany  me  to  the  west  country, 
should  I  ever  return  to  settle  there.  By  the 
bye,  a  Lothian  farmer  is  about  an  Ayrshire 
squire  of  the  lower  kind ;  and  I  had  a  most  de- 
licious ride  from  Leith  to  her  house  yesternight, 
in  a  hackney-coach  with  her  brother  and  two 
sbters,  and  brother's  wife.  We  had  dined  alto* 
gether  at  a  common  friend's  house  in  Leith,  and 
danced,  drank,  and  sang  till  late  enough.  The 
night  was  dark,  the  claret  had  been  good,  and 
I  thirsty.  ♦  »  «  ♦  ♦  E.  B. 


XLI. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTITNE,  ESQ. 

[Thia  letter  eoataina  the  firat  intimation  that  the  poet 
deaired  to  reaume  the  labonn  of  the  fanaer.   The  oM 


■iw  of  **  Willie  Gaw*B  Sknte,*'  he  picked  up  Trom  hia 
mother,  who  hod  a  vast  eoUecUon  of  aach  aayingi.] 

Edinburgh^  Jan,  14,  1787. 
Mt  honoursd  F&ibnd, 

It  gives  me  a  secret  comfort  to  obserre  in 
myself  that  I  am  not  yet  so  far  gone  as  Willie 
GaVs  Skate,  *'past  redemption;"  for  I  have 
still  this  favourable  symptom  of  grace,  that 
irhen  my  conscience,  as  in  the  case  of  this 
letter,  tells  me  I  am  leaving  something  nndone 
that  I  ought  to  do,  it  teases  me  eternally  till  I 
do  it 

I  am  still  <'  dark  as  was  Chaos"*  in  respect  to 
futurity.  My  generoos  fHend,  Mr.  l^trick 
Miller,  has  been  talking  with  me  about  a  lease 
of  some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called  Dal- 
swinton,  which  he  has  lately  bought,  near  Dum- 
fries. Some  life-rented  embittering  recollec- 
tions whisper  me  that  I  will  be  happier  anywhere 
than  in  my  old  neighbourhood,  but  Mr.  Miller 
is  no  judge  of  land;  and  though  I  dare  say  he 
means  to  favour  me,  yet  he  may  give  me,  in  his 
opinion,  an  advantageous  bargain  that  may  ruin 
me.  I  am  to  take  a  tour  by  Duzafries  as  I 
return,  and  have  promised  to  meot  Mr.  Miller 
on  his  lands  some  time  in  May. 

I  went  to  a  mason-lodge  yestenught,  where 
the  most  Worshipful  Grand  Master  Charters, 
and  all  the  Grand  Lodge  of  Scotland  visited. 
The  meeting  was  numerous  and  elegant ;  all  the 
different  lodges  about  town  were  present,  in  all 
their  pomp.  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided 
with  great  solemnity  and  honour  to  himself  as 
a  gentleman  and  mason,  among  other  general 
toasts,  gave  **  Caledonia,  and  Caledonia's  Bard, 
Brother  Bums,"  which  rung  through  the  whole 
assembly  with  multiplied  honours  and  repeated 
acclamations.  As  I  had*  no  idea  such  a  thing 
would  happen,  I  was  downright  thunderstruck, 
and,  trembling  in  every  nerve,  made  the  best 
return  in  my  power.  Just  as  I  had  finished, 
some  of  the  grand  officers  said,  so  loud  that  I 
could  hear,  with  a  most  comforting  accent, 
"Very  well  indeed!"  which  set  me  something 
to  rights  again. 

I  have  to-day  corrected  my  152d  page.  My 
best  good  wishes  to  Mr.  Aiken. 

I  am  ever, 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  much  indebted  humble  servant, 

R.  B. 


I  (See  Blair's  Grave, 
with  Burns. 


Tbia  was  a  favonrito  qnotatioa 


XLII. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTYNB. 

[I  have  not  hesitated  to  insert  all  letters  whieh  dn« 
what  Bums  was  musing  on  as  a  poet,  or  pUanlaf  ca  a 
num.] 

January  — >  1787. 
While  here  I  sit,  sad  and  solitary  by  the  side 
of  a  fire  in  a  little  country  inn,  and  drying  ay 
wet  clothes,  in  pops  a  poor  fellow  of  sodger,  and 
tolls  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  By  hearena !  say  I 
to  myself,  with  a  tide  of  good  splrita  which  the 
magic  of  that  sound,  Auld  Toon  o*  Ayr,  ooi^^ired 
up,  I  will  sent  my  last  song  to  Mr.  BaUantyne. 
Here  it 


Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonnie  Doob, 
How  can  ye  blume  sae  fur ; 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds. 
And  I  sae  fa*  o'  care  i' 


XLIII. 

TO  MRS.   DUNLOP. 

[The  friendship  of  Mrs.  Dnnlop  purified,  wtili  tt 
strengthened  the  national  prejadieea  of  Bunu .] 

Edinburgh^  15/A  Jonteary,  1787. 
Madam, 
YouBS  of  the  9th  current,  which  I  am  this 
moment  honoured  with,  is  a  deep  reproach  to 
me  for  ungrateful  neglect.    I  will  tell  you  the 
real  truth,  for  I  am  miserably  awkward  at  a  fib 
— ^I  wished  to  have  written  to  Dr.  Moore  before 
I  wrote  to  you ;  but  though  every  day  since  I 
received  yours  of  December  80th,  the  idea«  the 
wish  to  write  to  him  has  constantly  pressed  on 
my  thoughts,  yet  I  could  not  for  my  soul  aet 
about  it.    I  know  his  fame  and  character,  and 
I  am  one  of  « the  sons  of  little  men.*'   To  write 
him  a  mere  mattcr-of>fact  affair,  Kke  a  mcr* 
chant's  order,  would  be  disgracing  the  little 
character  I  have ;  and  to  write  the  authoir  of 
<<  The  View  of  Society  and  Manner^*  a  letter 
of  sentiment — ^I  declare  every  artery  mna  cold 
at  the  thought.    I  shall  try,  however,  to  write 
to  him  to-morrow  or  next  day.    His  kind  inter* 
position  in  my  behalf  I  have  already  experienced* 
as  a  gentleman  waited  on  me  the  other  day,  on 
the  part  of  Lord  Eglintoun,  with  ten  guineas^  Vy 

t  SongCXXXI. 
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ir»7  of  labsoription  for  two  copies  of  my  next 
cdttiozi. 

The  word  you  object  to  in  the  mention  I  h%y 
made  of  my  glorions  eoontryman  Mid  yonr  im- 
mortal anoeetor,  is  indeed  borrowed  from  Thom- 
son ;  but  it  does  not  strike  me  as  an  improper 
epithet  I  distnuted  my  own  judgment  on  yonr 
flnding  fault  with  it^  and  applied  for  the  opinion 
of  some  of  the  literati  here,  who  honour  me 
with  their  critical  strictures,  and  they  all  allow 
it  to  be  proper.  The  song  you  ask  I  cannot  re- 
colleety  and  I  hare  not  a  copy  of  it  I  haye  not 
composed  anything  on  the  great  Wallace,  except 
what  you  have  seei^  in  print ;  and  the  enclosed, 
which  I  will  print  in  this  edition.  Tou  will  see 
I  ha^  mentioned  some  others  of  the  name. 
When  I  composed  my  **  Vision"  long  ago,  I  had 
attempted  a  description  of  Koyle,  of  which  the 
additional  stanxas  are  a  part,  as  it  originally 
stood.  Hy  heart  glows  with  a  wish  to  be  able 
to  do  justice  to  the  merits  of  the  **  Bariour  of 
his  Country,"  which  soonei^or  later  I  shall  at 
least  attempt 

Ton  are  afiraid  I  shall  grow  intoxicated  with 
my  prosperity  as  a  poet ;  alas  I  Madam,  I  know 
myself  and  the  world  too  well.  I  do  not  mean 
any  airs  of  affected  modesty ;  I  am  willing  to 
belieTe  that  my  abilities  desenre  some  notice ; 
bnt  in  a  most  enlightened,  informed  age  and 
nation,  when  poetry  is  and  has  been  the  study 
of  men  of  the  first  natural  genius,  aided  with  all 
the  powers  of  polite  learning,  polite  books,  and 
polite  company — to  be  dragged  forth  to  the  full 
glare  of  learned  and  polite  obserration,  with  all 
my  imperfections  of  awkward  rusticity  and 
crude  unpolished  ideas  on  my  head — ^I  assure 
you.  Madam,  I  do  not  dissemble  when  I  tell 
you  I  tremble  for  the  consequences.  The 
notelty  of  a  poet  in  my  obscure  situation,  with- 
out any  of  those  adyantages  which  are  reckoned 
necessary  for  that  character,  at  least  at  this 
lime  of  day,  has  raised  a  partial  tide  of  public 
notice  which  has  borne  me  to  a  height,  where  I 
nm  absolutely,  feelingly  certain,  my  abilities 
are  insdeqnate  to  support  me ;  and  too  surely 
do  I  see  that  time  when  the  same  tide  wiU 
leare  me,  and  recede,  perhaps,  as  far  below  the 
Bftark  of  truth.  I  do  not  say  this  in  the  ridi- 
enloos  affectation  of  self-abasement  and  mo- 
desty. I  hsTe  studied  myself,  and  know  what 
frptind  I  occupy ;  and,  howerer  a  friend  or  the 
world  may  differ  from  me  in  that  particular,  I 
for  my  own  opinion,  in  silent  resolre,  with 


all  the  tenaciousness  of  property.  I  mention 
this  to  you  once  for  all  to  disburthen  my  mind, 
and  I  do  not  wish  to  hear  or  say  more  about 
it— But, 

"  When  proad  fortone'i  ebbing  tide  recedes,'* 

you  will  bear  me  witness,  that  when  my  bubble 
of  fame  was  at  the  highest,  I  stood  unintoxi« 
cated  with  the  inebriating  cup  in  my  hand, 
looking  forward  with  rueful  resoWe  to  the 
hastening  time,  when  the  blow  of  Calumny 
should  dash  it  to  the  ground  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  yengeful  triumph. 

Your  patronizing  me  and  interesting  yourself 
in  my  fame  and  character  as  a  poet,  I  r^oice 
in;  it  exalts  me  in  my  own  idea ;  and  whether 
you  can  or  cannot  aid  me  in  i^y  subscription  is 
a  trifle.  Has  a  paltry  subscription-bill  any 
charms  to  the  heart  of  a  bard,  compared  with 
the  patronage  of  the  descendant  of  the  immortal 
Wallace  T  B.  B. 


XLIY. 
TO  DB.  &IOORE. 

[Dr.  Moore,  the  eecompliehed  eathor  of  Zeloeo  mod 
father  of  Sir  John  Moore,  iatereeted  himeelf  in  the  feme 
•ad  fortune  of  Bnme,  es  eoon  ai  the  poblieetion  of  his 
Poems  made  hii  name  known  to  the  world.] 


'Six, 


Edinburgh,  Jan.  1787. 


Mrs.  Duklop  has  been  so  kind  as  to  send  ma 
extracts  of  letters  she  has  had  from  you,  where 
you  do  the  rustic  bard  the  honour  of  noticing 
him  and  his  works.  Those  who  hare  felt  the 
anxieties  and  solicitudes  of  authorship,  can  only 
know  what  pleasure  it  gives  to  be  noticed  in 
such  a  manner,  by  judges  of  the  first  character. 
Your  criticisms.  Sir,  I  receiTO  with  rcTerence : 
only  I  am  sorry  they  mostiy  came  too  late :  a 
peccant  passage  or  two  that  I  would  certainly 
have  altered,  were  gone  to  the  press. 

The  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages,  is,  in  by  far 
the  greater  part  of  those  eyen  who  are  authors 
of  repute,  an  unsubstantial  dream.  For  my 
part,  my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my  strong- 
est wish  is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic 
inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever^hanging  lan- 
guage and  manners  shall  allow  me  to  be  relished 
and  understood.  I  am  Tory  willing  to  admit 
that  I  have  some  poetical  abilities ;  and  as  few, 
if  any,  writers,  either  moral  or  poetical,  are  in- 
timately acquainted  with  the  classes  of  mankind 
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among  whom  I  have  ohieflj  mingled,  I  maj  haTe 
seen  men  and  manners  in  a  different  phasis  firom 
what  is  common,  which  may  assist  ori^nality 
of  thought.  Still  I  know  yerj  well  the  noTelty 
of  my  character  has  by*  far  the  greatest  share 
In  the  learned  and  polite  notice  I  haTe  lately 
had;  and  in  a  language  where  Pope  and 
Churoiiill  hare  raised  the  laugh,  and  Shenstone 
and  Qray  drawn  the  tear ;  where  Thomson  and 
Beattie  hare  painted  the  landscape,  and  Lyttel- 
ton  and  Collins  described  the  heart,  I  am  not 
▼ain  enough  to  hope  for  distinguished  poetio 
fame*  R*  S* 


XLV. 
TO  THE  KEV.  G.  LAURIE, 

KBWHILLS,  HE  All  KILMARNOCK. 

[It  hoM  bemi  nid  in  the  Life  of  Bams,  that  for  ■oaw  time 
ttfler  he  went  to  Edinburgh,  he  did  not  viiit  Dr.  Black- 
lock,  wboie  high  opinion  of  hit  genini  induced  him  to 
try  hia  fortune  in  that  city :  it  will  be  aeen  by  this  letter 
that  he  had  neglected  alao,  for  a  time,  at  least,  to  write 
to  Dr.  liaurie,  who  introduced  him  to  the  Doctor.] 

JEdinburffh,  Feb.  6th,  1787. 
Rktbkend  and  dkab  Sib, 

WuEN  I  look  at  the  date  of  your  kind  letter, 
my  heart  reproaches  me  seyerely  with  ingrati- 
1 11  lie  in  neglecting  so  long  to  answer  it.  I  will 
not  trouble  you  with  any  account,  by  way  of 
npology,  of  my  hurried  life  and  distracted  at- 
tention :  do  me  the  justice  to  belieye  that  my 
« lei  ay  by  no  means  proceeded  from  want  of  re- 
tipcct.  I  feel,  and  ever  shall  feel  for  you  the 
mingled  sentiments  of  esteem  for  a  friend  and 
reverence  for  a  father. 

I  thank  you,  Sir,  with  all  my  soul  for  your 
friendly  hints,  though  I  do  not  need  them  so 
much  as  my  friends  are  a'pt  to  imagine.  You 
are  dazzled  with  newspaper  accounts  and  distant 
reports ;  but,  in  reality,  I  have  no  great  tempta- 
tion to  be  intoxicated  with  the  cup  of  prosperity. 
KoTelty  may  attract  the  attention  of  mankind 
awhile ;  to  it  I  owe  my  present  ^clat ;  but  I  see 
the  time  not  far  distant  when  the  popular  tide 
which  has  borne  me  to  a  height  of  which  I  am, 
perhaps,  unworthy,  shall  recede  with  silent  ce- 
lerity, and  leare  me  a  barren  waste  of  sand,  to 
descend  at  my  leisure  to  my  former  station.  I 
do  not  say  this  in  the  affectation  of  modesty ; 
I  see  the  consequence  is  unavoidable,  and  am 
prepared  for  it    I  had  been  at  a  good  deal 


of  pains  to  form  a  just,  impartial  estimate  of 
my  intellectual  powers  before  I  came  here ;  I 
have  not  added,  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh, 
anything  to  the  aeoonnt;  and  I  trust  IshaS 
take  eTery  atom  of  it  back  to  my  shades,  the 
eoTerts  of  my  unnoticed,  early  years. 

In  Dr.  Blacklocky  whom  I  see  very  often*  I 
haye  found  what  I  would  hare  expected  in  9a 
friend,  a  dear  head  and  an  excellent  heart. 

By  far  the  most  agreeable  hours  I  spend  b 
Edinbnrgh  mnst  be  placed  to  the  acccnint  of 
Miss  Laurie  and  her  piano-forte.  I  cann«t  help 
repeating  to  yon  and  Bfrs.  Laurie  a  complimcot 
that  Mr.  Mackenzie,  the  celebrated  "  Man  ef 
Feeling,*'  paid  to  Miss  Laurie,  the  other  night 
at  the  conoert  I  had  eome  in  at  the  interlnde^ 
and  sat  down  by  him  till  I  saw  BiCss  Laurie  hi 
a  seat  not  Tery  distant,  and  went  up  to  pay  nj 
respects  to  her.  On  my  return  to  Mr.  Maefaft- 
zie  he  asked  me  who  she  was ;  I  told  htm  "iwii 
the  daughter  of  a  rererend  friend  of  miaeia  tha 
west  country.  He  returned,  there  was  mm^ 
thing  Tery  striking,  to  his  idea,  in  her  appear- 
ance. On  my  desiring  to  know  what  it  was,  he 
was  pleased  to  say,  <*  She  has  a  great  deal  of  the 
elegance  of  a  well-bred  lady  about  her,  with  all 
the  sweet  simplicity  of  a  country  girl.'* 

My  compliments  to  all  the  happy  inmates  of 
St  MargareVs.  R.  B^ 


XLVI. 
TO   DR.  MOOBE. 


pa  the  answer  to  this  letter,  Dr.  Moore  aays  that  The 
poet  was  a  great  favonrtte  in  hie  Amilyi  and  that  hia 
yoDogeet  eon,  at  Wincheater  lehool,  had  treaeUsad  pait 
of  "  Halloween'*  into  Latin  veree,  for  the  beoa&t  of 
hia  comradei.] 


Sib, 


EduUmrgh,  \hth  Fdrumy,  1767. 


Pabboh  my  seeming  nej^ect  in  delaying  w 
long  to  acknowledge  the  honour  yo<n  haTe  done 
me,  in  your  kind  notice  of  me,  January  2$d. 
Not  many  months  ago  I  knew  no  other  emploj- 
ment  than  following  the  plough,  nor  oould  bosat 
anything  higher  than  a  distant  ac<|uaintang# 
with   a  country  clergyman.    Mere  grestaeu 
nerer  embarrasses  me;  I  hare  nothing  to  ^ak 
from  the  great,  and  I  do  not  fear  their  xad^ 
ment:  but  genius,  polished  by  learning,  and  mi 
its  proper  point  of  deration  in  the  eye  ot  tli« 
world,  this  of  late  I  firequenUy  meet  witli^  %z^4 
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tremble  At  its  approacb.  I  tcom  the  affectation 
of  seeming  modesty  to  cover  self-conceit,  l^at 
I  bare  some  merit  I  do  not  deny ;  but  I  see 
with  fVequent  wringings  of  heart,  that  the  no- 
velty of  my  character,  and  the  honest  national 
prejudice  of  my  countrymen,  have  borne  me  to 
a  height  altogether  untenable  to  my  abilities. 

For  the  honour  Miss  Williams  has  done  me, 
please,  Sir,  return  her  in  my  name'  my  most 
grateful  thanks.  I  have  more  than  once  thought 
of  paying  her  in  kind,  but  hare  hitherto  quitted 
the  idea  in  hopeless  despondency.  I  had  never 
before  heard  of  her ;  but  the  .other  day  I  gpt 
her  poems,  whiclf  for  several  reasons,  some  be- 
longing to  the  head,  and  others  the  offspring  of 
the  heart,  give  me  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  I 
have  little  pretennons  to  critic  lore ;  there  are, 
t  think,  two  characteristic  features  in  her  poetry 
— the  unfettered  wild  flight  of  native  genius, 
and  the  querulous  sombre  tenderness  of  "  time- 
settled  sorrow.*' 

I  only  know  what  pleases  me,  often  without 
being  able  to  tell  why.  R.  B. 


XLVn.      * 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTTNE,  ESQ. 

[The  pletore  from  wbich  Baugo  ei^raved  the  portrait 
■Itoiled  to  in  this  letter,  was  painted  by  the  now  vene- 
nbie  AJexftndar  NaimTtb— the  eldest  of  living  Britiih 
ftftjaCa>~it  it,  with  the  exception  of  a  profile  by  Miers, 
the  only  portnit  for  which  we  are  qeite  rare  that  the 
pe^taL] 

Edinburgh^  Feb.  24M,  1787. 
Mt  hosousxd  Fbienb, 
I  wux  soon  be  with  you  now,  in  gnid  black 
prent ; — in  a  week  or  ten  days  at  farthest.  I 
am  obliged,  against  my  own  wish,  to  print  sub- 
icHbers'  names;  so  if  any  of  my  Ayr  friends 
have  subscription  bills,  they  must  be  sent  in  to 
Creech  directly.  I  am  getting  my  phis  done  by 
an  eminent  engraver,  and  if  it  can  be  ready  in 
time*  I  win  appear  in  my  book,  looking  like  all 
«th«r/oo2i  to  my  titie-page.  B.  B. 


XLvni. 

TO  THB  EABL  OF  QLENGAIBN. 

fTba  Karl  of  Gleneaim  eeemt  to  have  refaaed,  from 
of  delleaey,  the  requeit  of  the  poet :  the  varies, 


lonf  lost,  were  at  last  foand,  and  are  now,  through  the 
kindneaa  of  my  friend,  Major  James  Gleneaim  Bama, 
printed  with  the  rest  of  his  eminent  father's  works.] 

Edinburgh,  1787 
Mt  Lord, 

I WANTSD  to  purchase  a  profile  of  your  lord* 
ship,  which  I  was  told  was  to  be  got  in  town ; 
but  I  am  truly  sorry  to  see  that  a  blundering 
painter  has  spoils^  a  <*  human  face  divine.'' 
The  enclosed  stanzas  I  intended  to  have  written 
below  a  picture  or  profile  of  your  lordship, 
could  I  have  been  so  happy  as  to  procure  one 
with  anything  of  a  likeness. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades,  I  wanted 
to  have  something  like  a  material  object  for  my 
gratitude  ;  I  wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  there  is  my  noble  patron,  my 
generous  benefactor.  Allow  me,  my  lord,  to 
publish  these  verses.  I  conjure  your  lordship, 
by  the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the  gene- 
rous wish  of  benevolence,  by  all  the  powers  and 
feelings  which  compose  the  magnanimous  mind, 
do  not  deny  me  this  petition.  I  owe  much  to 
your  lordship :  and,  what  has  not  in  some  other 
instances  always  been  the  case  with  me,  the 
weight  of  the  obligation  is  a  pleasing  load.  I 
trust  I  have  a  heart  as  independent  as  your 
lordship's,  than  which  I  can  say  nothing  more ; 
and  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  favours  that 
would  crucify  my  feelings.  Your  dignified  cha- 
racter in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that 
character,  are  flattering  to  my  pride;  and  I 
would  be  jealous  of  the  purity  of  my  grateful 
attachment,  where  I  was  under  the  patronage 
of  one  of  the  much  favoured  sons  of  fortune. 

Almost  every  poet  has  celebrated  his  patrons, 
particularly  when  they  were  names  dear  to  fame, 
and  illustrious  in  their  country ;  allow  me,  then, 
my  lord,  if  you  think  the  verses  have  intrinsic 
merit,  to  tell  the  world  how  much  I  have  the 
honour  to  be, 

Tour  lordship's  highly  indebted. 

And  ever  grateful  humble  servant, 

B.  B. 


XLIX. 
TO  THE  EABL  OF  BX7CHAN. 

[The  Earl  of  Bnchaa,  a  man  of  talent,  bst  more  than 
tolerably  vain,  advised  Bums  to  visit  the  battle-fields 
and  scenes  celebrated  in  song  on  the  Scottish  border, 
with  the  hope,  perhaps,  that  he  would  drop  a  few  of  hif 
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faap|i7  v«T«M  in  Drybm^h  Abbey,  .the  residence  of  bis 
lordship.] 

Mt  Losd, 

The  honour  yoar  lordship  has  done  me,  by 

your  notice   and  advice  in  yours  of  the  1st  in* 

Btant,  I  shall  ever  gratefully  remember : — 

**  Praise  from  thy  lips,  His  mine  with  joy  to  boast, 
They  best  can  give  it  who  deserve  it  most."! 

Tour  lordship  touches  the  darling  chord  of  my 
heart  when  you  advise  me  to  fire  my  muse  at 
Scottish  story  and  Scotch  scenes.  I  wish  for 
nothing  more  than  to  make  a  leisurely  pilgrim- 
age through  my  native  country ;  to  sit  and  muse 
on  those  once  hard-contended  fields,  where  Cale- 
donia, rejoicing,  saw  her  bloody  lion  borne 
through  broken  ranks  to  victory  and  fame;  and, 
catching  the  inspiration,  to  pour  the  deathless 
names  in  song.  But,  my  lord,  in  the  midst  of 
these  enthusiastic  reveries,  a  long-visaged,  dry, 
moral-looking  phantom  strides  across  my 
imagination,  and  pronounces  these  emphatic 
words  :— 

**  I,  Wisdom,  dwell  with  Prudence.  Friend, 
I  do  not  come  to  open  the  ill-closed  wounds  of 
your  follies  and  misfortunes,  merely  to  give  you 
pain :  I  wish  through  these  wounds  to  imprint  a 
lasting  lesson  on  your  heart.  I  will  not  mention 
how  many  of  my  salutary  advices  you  have  des- 
pised :  I  have  given  you  line  upon  line  and  pre- 
cept upon  precept ;  and  while  I  was  chalking 
out  to  you  the  straight  way  to  wealth  and  cha- 
racter, with  audacious  effrontery  you  have  zig- 
sagged  across  the  path,  contemning  me  to  my 
face:  you  know  the  consequences.  It  is  not 
yet  three  months  since  home  was  so  hot  for  yon 
that  you  were  on  the  wing  for  the  western  shore 
of  the  Atlantic,  not  to  make  a  fortune,  but  to 
hide  your  misfortune. 

**  Now  that  your  denr-loved  Scotia  puts  it  in 
your  power  to  return  to  the  situation  of  your 
forefathers,  will  you  follow  these  will-o*-wisp 
meteors  of  fancy  and  whim,  till  they  bring  you 
onoe  more  to  the  brink  of  ruin  ?  I  grant  that 
the  utmost  ground  you  can  occupy  is  but  half  a 
step  firom  the  veriest  porerty ;  but  still  it  is  half 
a  step  firom  it  If  all  that  I  can  urge  be  ineffec- 
tual, let  her  who  seldom  calls  to  you  in  vain, 
let  the  call  of  pride  prevail  with  you.  Tou  know 
how  yoa  feel  at  the  iron  gripe  of  ruthless  op- 
pression :  you  know  how  you  bear  the  galling 
•neer  of  contumelious  greatness.  I  hold  you 
out  the  conveniences,  the  comforts  of  life,  in- 


>  Imitated  from  Pope's  Eloisa  to  Abelard. 


dependence,  and  character,  on  the  one  hand;  I 
tender  you  eirility,  dependence,  and  wretehed- 
ness,  on  the  other.  I  will  not  insult  your  tm- 
'derstanding  by  bidding  you  make  a  choice.'* 

This,  my  lord,  is  unanswerable.  I  most  re> 
turn  to  my  humble  station,  and  woo  my  rustio 
muse  in  my  wonted  way  at  the  plough-taiL 
Still,  my  lord,  while  the  drops  of  life  wann  my 
heart,  gratitude  to  that  dear-loved  countiy  ia 
which  I  boast  my  birth,  and  gratitude  to  those 
her  distinguished  sons  who  have  honoured  me 
so  much  with  their  patronage  and  approbation, 
shall,  while  stealing  through  my  humble  ahadei, 
ever  distend  my  bosom,  and  lA  times,  aa  now, 
draw  forth  the  swelling  tear.  IL  B. 


L. 


TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLI8H. 


[James  Caadlish,  a  stodaBt  of  medlciae, 
qaainted  with  the  poetry  of  Lowe,  aalhor  of  thai  iBbtilM 
lyric,  *'  Mary*s  Dream,"  and  at  the  reqaeiS of  Beaascat 
Lowe*s  classic  song  of  **  Pompey's  Ghoat,*'  to  tba  Xo* 
sical  Mnaeam.] 

JSdinlmr^h,  March  22«  1787. 
Mt  xyeb  dkab  old  Acquaintaxcb, 

I  was  equally  surprised  and  pleased  at  you 
letter,  though  I  dare  say  you  will  think  by  my 
delaying  so  long  to  write  to  you  that  I  am  so 
drowned  in  the  intoxication  of  good  fortune  as 
to  be  indifferent  to  old,  and  once  dear  eoft- 
nexions.    The  truth  is,  I  was  determined  to 
write  a  good  letter,  full  of  argument,  ampllfi* 
cation,  erudition,  and,  as  Bayes  says,  all  iksL 
I  thought  of  it,  and  thought  of  it,  and,  by  my 
soul,  I  could  not ;  and,  lest  you  should  mistake 
the  cause  of  my  silence,  I  just  sit  down  to  tell 
you  so.    I)on*t  give  yourself  credit,  thougti,  tliat 
the  strength  of  your  logic  scares  me :  the  truth 
is,  I  never  mean  to  meet  you  on  that  ground  at 
all.    You  have  shown  me  one  thing  which  was 
to  be  demonstrated :  that  strong  pride  of  xe^ 
Boning,  with  a  littie  affectation  of  singnlari^, 
may  mislead  the  best  of  hearts.    I  likewise^ 
since  you  and  I  were  first  acquainted,  in  xla* 
pride  of  despising  old  woman*s  stories,  ventored 
in  « the  daring  path  Spinosa  trod  ;*'  but  exptH* 
ence  of  the  weakness,  not  the  strength  of  himiAsi 
powers,  made  me  glad  to  gnuip  at  rereal^d 
religion. 

I  am  still,  in  the  Apostle  Paul*a  phrase^ 
"The  old  man  with  his  deeds,*'  at  when  "vo 
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were  sportiiig  aboattho  '*  Lady  Thorn."  I  shall 
be  four  weeks  here  yet  at  least ;  and  so  I  shall 
expect  to  hear  from  you ;  welcome  sense,  wel- 
oome  nonsense. 

I  am,  with  the  warmest  sincerity, 

B.  B. 


LI. 


TO 


(Tb«  aaow  of  the  friend  to  whom  thii  latter  was  ad- 

Jtmtd  »  rtill  nnknowB,  thoaf  h  known  to  Dr.  Cnrrie. 

Th«  Ewnlapian  Clab  of  Edinboif  h  hav»,  rinca  the 

^faik  of  Barns,  added  tome  iron-worki  with  an  inacrip- 

tSoa  xa  honour  of  the  ATnbire  poet,  to  the  orif  inal  head- 

The  cost  to  the  poet  wai  £6  lOe.] 


Edinburffh,  March,  1787. 

Ht  DBAS  SU, 

Too  may  think,  and  too  justly,  that  I  am  a 
•aUUlH  nngratefol  fellow,  having  receiTed  so 
many  repeated  instances  of  kindness  from  yoo, 
and  yetncTer  putting  pen  to  paper  to  say  thank 
yon ;  but  if  you  knew  what  a  devil  of  a  life  my 
coDjdenee  has  led  me  on  that  account,  your 
good  heart  would  think  yourself  too  much 
avenged.  By  the  bye,  there  is  nothing  in  the 
whole  frame  of  man  which  seems  to  be  so  unac- 
countable as  that  thing  called  conscience.  Had 
the  troublesome  yelping  cur  powers  efficient  to 
prerent  a  mischief,  he  might  be  of  use ;  but  at 
the  beginning  of  the  business,  his  feeble  efforts 
are  to  the  workings  of  passion  as  the  infant 
f  roetfl  of  an  autumnal  morning  to  the  unclouded 
ferrmtr  of  the  rising  sun:  and  no  sooner  are 
the  tumultuous  doiug^  of  the  wicked  deed  over, 
than,  amidst  the  bitter  native  consequences  of 
folty,  in  the  very  vortex  of  our  horrors,  up 
ataria  conscience,  and  harrows  us  with  the  feel- 
iaes  of  the  damned. 

I  have  enclosed  you,  by  way  of  expiation, 
•ome  vecse  and  prose,  that,  if  they  merit  a  place 
in  your  truly  entertaining  miscellany,  you  are 
irclcome  to.  The  prose  extract  is  literally  as 
Ifr.  Sprott  sent  it  me. 

The  inscription  on  the  stone  is  as  follows: — 

••HEBE  USS  ROBERT  PER6U8BON,  POET. 

BofS,  fleptemhOT  5th,  17St— Died,  ISth  October,  1771. 

^  Bfo  eemlptar'd  BMrble  here,  nor  pompooe  lay, 
*  No  itoried  nm  or  anioMted  boit;* 
Thie  simple  etooe  direct*  pale  Scotia'i  way 
To  pour  her  lorrowi  o*er  her  poet'i  duit.'* 

On  the  other  side  of  the  stone  is  as  follows : 


"  By  ipeeial  grant  of  the  nuuiaf  eri  to  Robert  Bnme, 
who  erected  this  stone,  this  burial  place  is  to  remain  for 
ever  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Robert  Fergosaon." 


Seuhn-houtef  v/ithin  the  Kirk  of  CanongaU^  tM 
tttenty-ueond  day  of  February,  one  ihoueand 
eeven  hundred  eighty^eeven  yeart. 

Sederunt  of  the  Managers  of  the  Kirk  and  Kirk- 
Yard  funds  of  Canongate. 

Which  day,  the  treasurer  to  the  said  funds 
produced  a  letter  fit>m  Mr.  Robert  Bums,  of 
date  the  6th  current,  which  was  read  and  ap« 
pointed  to  be  engrossed  in  their  sederunt  book, 
and  of  which  letter  the  tenor  follows:— 

'*To  the  honourable  baillies  of  Canongate, 
Edinburgh. — Gentlemen,  I  am  sorry  to  be  told 
that  the  remains  of  Robert  Fergusson,  the  so 
justly  celebrated  poet,  a  man  whose  talents  for 
ages  to  come  will  do  honour  to  our  Caledonian 
name,  lie  in  your  church-yard  among  the  ignoble 
dead,  unnoticed  and  unknown. 

'*Some  memorial  to  direct  the  steps  of  the 
lovers  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish  to  shed 
a  tear  over  the  *  narrow  house'  of  the  bard  who 
is  no  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due  to  Fergus- 
son's  memory:  a  tribute  I  wish  to  have  the 
honour  of  paying. 

"  I  petition  you  then,  gentlemen,  to  permit 
me  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over  his  revered  ashes, 
to  remain  an  unalienable  property  to  his  death* 
less  fame.  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  gentlemen, 
your  very  humble  servant  (<te  Mubecrihiiur), 

BoBBBT  Bunirs." 

Thereafter  the  said  managers,  in  considera* 
tion  of  the  laudable  and  disinterested  motion 
of  Mr.  Bums,  and  the  propriety  of  his  request* 
did,  and  hereby  do,  unanimously,  grant  power 
and  liberty  to  the  said  Bobert  Bums  to  erect  a 
headstone  at  the  grave  of  the  said  Robert  Fer^ 
gusBon,  and  to  keep  up  and  preserve  the  same 
to  his  memory  in  all  time  coming.  Bxtraeted 
forth  of  the  records  of  the  managers,  by 

WiLLiAx  Sfbott,  Clerk. 


UI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  poet  alludes  in  this  letter  to  Ue  profits  of  the 
EdiabuTfh  edition  of  his  Foems:  the  exaet  saals  ao 
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where  itated,  bnt  it  conld  nofc  hxn  been  1mi  Umb  wTea 
Aoadred  poawU.] 

JBdmburffh,  March  22d,  1787. 
Madam, 

I KBAD  jour  letter  with  watery  eyes.  A  little, 
Tery  little  while  ago;  I  had  scarce  a  friend  but 
the  stubborn  pride  of  my  own  bosom:  now  I 
am  distingoished,  patronised,  befriended  by  yon. 
Tour  Mendly  adrices,  I  will  not  giye  them  the 
cold  name  of  oriticiBms,  I  receiTC  with  rcTc- 
renee.  I  haTC  made  some  small  alterations  in 
what  I  before  had  printed.  I  haye  the  adiiee 
of  some  Tory  Judicioiks  friends  among  the  literati 
here,  bat  with  them  I  sometimes  find  it  neoee- 
sary  to 'claim  the  priTilege  of  thinking  for  my- 
self. The  noble  Karl  of  Glencaim,  to  whom  I 
owe  more  than  to  any  man,  does  me  the  honour 
of  giTing  me  his  strictures :  his  hints,  with  re- 
spect to  impropriety  or  indelicacy,  I  follow  im- 
plicitly. 

Yon  kindly  interest  yonrself  in  my  ftitore 
Tiews  and  prospects ;  there  I  can  glTc  yon  no 
Ught.    ItisaU 

<*  Dark  m  was  Cheoi  ere  the  infant  ran 
Waa  roUM  together,  or  had  tried  hia  beuai 
Athwart  the  gloom  profonnd."i 

The  appellation  of  a  Scottish  bard,  is  by  far 
my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deserre  it  is 
my  most  exalted  ambition.  Scottish  scenes 
and  Scottish  story  are  the  themes  I  could  wish 
to  sing.  I  have  no  dearejr  aim  than  to  have  it 
in  my  power,  unplagued  with  the  routine  of 
business,  for  which  heayen  knows  I  am  unfit 
enough,  to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages  through 
Caledonia ;  to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battles ; 
to  wander  on  the  romantic  banks  of  her  riyers ; 
and  to  muse  l>y  the  stately  towers  or  yene- 
rable  ruins,  once  the  honoured  abodes  of  her 
heroes. 

But  these  are  all  Utopian  thoughts :  I  haye 
dallied  long  enough  with  life ;  'tis  time  to  be  in 
earnest.  I  haye  a  fond,  an  aged  mother  to  care 
for :  and  some  other  bosom  ties  perhaps  equally 
tender.  Where  the  indiyidual  only  suffers  by 
the  consequences  of  his  own  thoughtlessness, 
indolence,  or  folly,  he  may  be  excusable ;  nay, 
shining  abilities,  and  home  of  the  nobler  yirtues, 
may  half  sanctify  a  heedless  character;  but 
where  God  and  nature  haye  ihtmsted  the  wel- 
fare of  others  to  his  care ;  where  the  trust  is 
sacred,  and  the  ties  are  dear,  that  man  must 
be  far  gone  in  selfishness,  or  strangely  lost  to 


t  Blair'e  Grays. 


reflection,  whom  these  connexions  will  not  zonse 
to  exertion. 

I  guess  that  I  shall  dear  between  two  sad 
three  hundred  pounds  by  my  authorship ;  with 
that  sum  I  intend,  so  far  as  I  may  be  said  to 
haye  any  intention,  to  return  to  my  old  so- 
quaintanoe,  the  plough,  and,  if  I  can  meet  with 
a  lease  by  which  I  can  liye,  to  commence  farmer. 
I  do  not  intend  to  giye  up  poetry ;  being  bred 
to  labour,  secures  me  independence,  and  the 
muses  are  my  chief,  sometimes  haye  been  mf 
only  enjoyment.  If  my  practice  second  mj 
resolution,  I  shall  haye  principally  at  heart  the 
serious  business  of  life;  but  while  following  my 
plough,  or  bnildii^  up  my  shooks,  I  shall  cas^ 
leisure  glance  to  that  dear,  that  only  feature  of 
my  character,  which  gaye  me  the  notice  of  my 
country,  and  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  Madam,  I  haye  giyen  you  the 
bard,  his  situation,  and  his  yiews,  natiye  ai 
they  are  in  his  own  bosom.  JL  B. 


IJII. 
TO  MRS.   DUNLOP. 

[Thii  eeemi  to  be  a  letter  aekxx>wledgiag  the  paymeat 
of  Mri.  Banlop'a  labicription  for  hie  poena.] 

Edinburgh^  \hih  AfrU^  1787. 
Madam, 

Thbbi  is  an  affectation  of  gratitude  which  I 

dislike.     The  periods  of  Johnson  and  the  paus« 

of  Sterne,  may  hide  a  selfish  heart    For  my 

part,  Madam,  I  trust  I  haye  too  much  pride  f;ir 

seryility,  and  too  littie  prudence  for  selfishaess. 

I  haye  this  moment  broten  open  your  letter, 

but 

"  Rade  am  I  in  apeeeh, 
And  therefore  little  can  I  graea  nqr  eaofe 
In  speaking  for  myeelf— >''  S 

SO  I  shall  not  trouble  you  with  any  fine  apeerfcc-a 
and  hunted  figures.    I  shall  just  Isy  my  baad 
on  my  heart  and  say,  I  hope  I  shall  ever  hAy  9 
the  truest,  the  warmest  sense  of  your  goodtM-^y^ 
I  come  abroad  m  print,  for  certain  on  W««l^ 
nesday.    Tour  orders  I  shall  punctually  attc^tl 
to ;  only,  by  the  way,  I  must  tdl  you  Ikmiit   (j 
was  paid  before  for  Dr.  Moore's  and  Misa  W'iX* 
liams's  copies,  throug;h  the  medium  of  C«8nmx»i 
sioner  Cochrane  in  this  place,  but  thai  we   c«^ 

settie  when  I  haye  the  honour  of  waiting  on  ^oe^ 

J 

8  FioB  Othello.  ' 
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Or.  Sailbi  wm  just  gont  to  London  the  mor- 
ttiag  before  Z  reoeired  your  letter  to  him. 

B.B. 


TO  MB.  SIBBALD, 

BOOKSBLLH  IV  ■DIHBVBOH. 

[Tkii  letter  firit  appeared  ia  that  very  valuable  work, 
Nteholl'e  lllnetrataona  of  Literature.] 


Sir, 


Lawn  Market, 


So  little  am  I  acquainted  with  the  words  and 
manners  of  the  more  publio  and  polished  walks 
of  life,  that  I  often  feel  myself  much  embar- 
rassed how  to  express  the  feelings  of  my  heart, 
partieolarly  gratitude : — 

**  Rude  Im  I  in  my  speeeh, 
And  little  therefore  ahall  I  grace  my  canie 
Ia  epeakiiif  for  myeelf— >* 

The  warmth  with  which  you  have  befriended 
aa  obscure  man  and  a  young  author  in  the  last 
three  magazines — ^I  can  only  say,  Sir,  I  feel  the 
weight  of  the  obligation,  I  wish  I  could  express 
my  sense  of  it.  In  the  mean  time  accept  of  the 
eoascious  acknowledgment  from, 

Sir, 

Tour  obliged  serrant, 

B.B. 


LY. 

TO  DB.   MOOBE. 

[T%e  book  to  wbteb  the  poet  allodee,  was  the  well- 
View  of  Society  by  Dr.  Moore,  a  work  of  epirit 
obeerratioa.] 


Sdmlwrgh,  2Sd  April,  1787. 

I  BECKivKD  the  books,  and  sent  the  one  you 
mentioned  to  Mrs.  Dunlop.  I  am  ill  skilled  in 
beuling  the  coTcrts  of  imagination  for  metaphors 
ef  gratitude.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  for  the  honour 
you  hare  done  me ;  and  to  my  latest  hour  will 
wmnly  remember  it.  To  be  highly  pleased  with 
your  book  is  what  I  haye  in  common  with  the 
world ;  but  to  regard  these  Tolumes  as  a  mark 
«f  the  author's  friendly  esteem,  is  a  still  more 
BUpiene  gratification. 

I  lesTo  Bdioburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days 
or  a  li»rtnight,  and  after  a  few  pilgrimages  orer 
»*  of  the  elassio  ground  of  Caledonia,  Cow- 

1  Adam  Smith. 


den  Knowes,  Banlcs  of  Tarrow,  Tweed,  &c., 
I  shall  return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likeli- 
hood nerer  more  to  quit  them.  I  have  formed 
many  intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am 
afr«id  th^  are  all  of  too  tender  a  construction 
to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles.  To 
the  rich,  the  great,  the  fashionable,  the  polite,  I 
hare  no  equivalent  to  offer;  and  I  am  afraid  my 
meteor  appearance  will  by  no  means  entitle  me 
to  a  settled  eorrespondence  with  any  of  you,  who 
are  the  permanent  lights  of  genius  and  literature. 
My  most  respectAil  compliments  to  Miss 
Williams.  If  once  this  tangent  flight  of  mine 
were  orer,  and  I  were  returned  to  my  wonted 
leisurely  motion  in  my  old  circle,  I  may  pro- 
bably endeaTour  to  return  her  poetio  compli- 
ment in  kind.  B.  B. 


LVI. 

TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Thia  letter  waa  in  anawer  to  one  of  eritieiim  and  re- 
monstraiiee,  fromMra.Daalop,  respectiqg  "  Thellream,'* 
which  abe  had  begged  the  poet  to  omit,  leat  it  ahoold 
harm  hie  fortonea  with  the  world.] 


EdinburgK,  8O1A  April,  1787. 
-YouB  criticisms.  Madam,  I  under- 


stand Tory  well,  and  could  hare  wished  to  hsTe 
pleased  you  better.  Tou  are  right  in  your 
guess  that  I  am  not  Tory  amenable  to  counseL 
Poets,  much  my  superiors,  hare  so  flattered 
those  who  possessed  the  adrentitious  qualities 
of  wealth  and  power,  that  I  am  determined  to 
flatter  no  created  being,  either  in  prose  or 
Terse. 

I  set  as  little  by  princes,  lords,  clergy,  critics, 
&c.,  as  all  these  respectire  gentry  do  by  my  bard- 
ship.  I  know  what  I  may  expect  from  the 
world,  by  and  by — ^illiberal  abuse,  and  perhaps 
contemptuous  neglect. 

I  am  happy.  Madam,  that  some  of  my  own 
favourite  pieces  are  distinguished  by  your  par- 
ticular approbation.  For  my  "  Dream,"  which 
has  unfortunately  incun^d  your  loyardisplea- 
sure,  I  hope  in  four  weeks,  or  less,  to  have  the 
honour  of  appearing,  at  Dunlop,  in  its  defence 
in  person.  B  B. 


Mi 
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Lvn. 

TO  THE  BEV.  DB.  HUGH  BLAIB. 

[Th«  BMMWt  of  Dr.  Blair  to  Uiia  tofcltr  eontaias  the 
foUowijag  pasiage :  "  Yonr  dtoatioD,  aa  70a  lay,  waa 
indeed  vary  dngular :  and  in  baing  brought  oat  ail  at 
ooea  from  the  Bhadea  of  deapaat  privacy  to  w  great  a 
■hare  of  public  notice  and  observation,  yon  had  to  etand 
a  ievere  trial.  I  am  happy  yon  have  atood  it  eo  well, 
and,  ai  far  aa  I  have  known,  or  heard,  though  in  the 
midst  of  many  temptations,  without  reproach  to  your 
eharacteror  bshaviour.'*] 

Lawn^market^  Edinburgh^  Zd  May,  1787. 
Bbvibekd  and  xuch-bxspxctbd  Sib, 

I  LiAVE  Edinburgh  to-morrow  morning,  but 
could  not  go  without  troubling  you  with  half  a 
line,  sincerely  to  thank  you  for  the  kindness, 
patronage,  and  friendship  you  have  shown  me. 
I  often  felt  the  embarrassment  of  my  singular 
situation ;  drawn  forth  f^om  the  veriest  shades 
of  life  to  the  glare  of  remark ;  and  honoured  by 
the  notice  of  those  illustrious  names  of  my  coun- 
try whose  works,  while  they  are  applauded  to 
the  end  of  time,  wiU  ever  instruct  and  mend  the 
heart  However  the  meteor-like  novelty  of  my 
appearance  in  the  world  might  attract  notice, 
and  honour  me  with  the  acquaintance  of  the  per- 
manent lights  of  genius  and  literature,  those 
who  are  truly  benefactors  of  the  immortal  na- 
ture of  man,  I  knew  very  well  that  my  utmost 
merit  was  far  unequal  to  the  task  of  preserving 
that  character  when  once  the  novelty  was  over; 
I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  abuse,  or  almost 
even  neglect,  will  not  surprise  me  in  my  quar- 
ters. 

I  have  sent  you  a  proof  impression  of  Beugo's 
work^  for  me,  done  on  Indian  paper,  as  a  tri- 
fling but  sincere  testimony  with  what  heartwarm 
gratitude  I  am,  &o.  B.  B. 


LVIII. 

TO  THE  EABL  OP  GLENCAIBN. 

[The  poet  addressed  the  following  letter  to  the  Earl 
of  Oleneaim,  when  he  commenced  his  jonmey  to  the 
Border.  It  was  first  printed  in  the  third  edition  of  Lock- 
hart's  Life  of  Bums ;  an  eloquent  and  manly  work.] 

Mt  Lord, 
I  GO  away  to-morrow  morning  early,  and  al- 
low me  to  vent  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  in 
thanking  your  lordship  for  all  that  patronage. 

The  portrnit  of  the  poet  after  Nasmjrth. 


that  beaevolenee  and  that  fHeadahip  with  wlddi 
you  have  honoured  me.  With  brimfdl  eyes,  I 
pray  that  you  may  find  in  that  great  Bcinft 
whose  image  you  so  nobly  bear,  that  (Head 
which  I  have  found  in  you.  My  gratitude  is  not 
selfish  design — ^that  I  disdain — ^it  is  not  dodgm{ 
after  the  heels  of  greatness — that  is  aa  offering 
you  disdain.  It  is  a  feeling  of  the  same  Idiid 
with  my  devotion.  B.  B. 


LIX. 

TO  MB.  WILLIAM  DUNBAR. 

[William  Dunbar,  Colonel  of  the  Crochallan  Feaeiblee. 
The  name  haa  a  martial  sound,  but  the  corps  which  to 
commanded  was  a  club  of  wits,  whoea  courage  was  exer* 
eised  on  "paitricics,  teals,  noorpowta,  and  plovan.'^J 

Lawn-^narket,  Monday  mommg. 
DiAB  Sib, 

In  justice  to  Spenser,  I  must  acknowledge 
that  there  is  scarcely  a  poet  in  the  langosge 
could  have  been  a  more  agreeable  present  to 
me ;  and  in  Justice  to  you,  allow  me  to  say,  Sir, 
that  I  have  not  met  with  a  man  in  Edinburgh  to 
whom  I  would  so  willingly  have  been  indebted 
for  the  gift.  The  tattered  rhymes  I  hereirith 
present  you,  and  the  handsome  Tolnioes  of 
Spenser  for  which  I  am  so  much  indebted  to 
your  goodness,  may  perhaps  be  not  in  proportioi 
to  one  another ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  my  gift, 
though  far  less  valuable,  is  as  sincere  a  mark 
of  esteem  as  yours. 

The  time  is  approaching  jrhen  I  shall  return 
to  my  shades ;   and  I  am  afraid  my  ftumerous 
Edinburgh  friendships  are  of  so  tender  m  con- 
struction, that  they  will  not  bear  carriage  with 
me.    Yours  is  one  of  the  few  that  I  could  wish 
of  a  more  robust  constitution.      It  is  indeed 
very  probable  that  when  I  leave  this  city,  we 
part  never  more  to  meet  in  this  sablonary 
sphere ;  but  I  have  a  strong  fkncy  that  in  somd 
future  eccentric  planet,  the  comet  of  bapptor 
systems  than  any  with  which  astronomy  is  ytt 
acquainted,  you  and  I,  among  the  hanun  sc&nim 
sons  of  imagination  and  whim,  with  a  hearty 
shake  of  a  hand,  a  metaphor  and  a  laugh,  shall 
recognise  old  acquaintance : 

«  Where  wit  may  sparkle  all  Ite  imja, 
Uncurs'd  with  caution's  foax«; 
Thnt  pleasure,  hashing  in  the  blaxe. 
Rejoice  for  endless  years.'* 
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I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  the  warmest 
tlncmtj,  dear  Sir,  &c.  B.  B. 


LX. 

TO  JAMES  JOHNSON. 

[JamM  Jobsfoa  waa  an  engraTer  in  Edinbaivh,  and 
proprjator  of  tha  Matieal  MaMam;  a  tmly  national 
work,  for  wliich  Baraa  wrota  or  amendad  many  aong  •.] 

LoKn-market,  Friday  noon,  8  May,  1787. 
Dbar  Sib, 

I  BATS  sent  7011  a  soo^  never  before  known, 
for  your  collection ;  the  air  by  IkTGibbon,  bat 
I  know  not  the  author  of  the  words,  as  I  got  it 
from  Dr.  Blacklock. 

Farewell,  mj  dear  Sir!  f  wished  to  haye  seen 
yon,  but  I  have  been  dreadAilly  throng,  as  I 
inarch  to-morrow.  Had  my  acqaaintanoe  with 
yon  been  a  little  older,  I  would  have  asked  the 
favour  of  your  correspondence,  as  I  have  met 
with  few  people  whose  company  and  conversa- 
tion  ^Tes  me  so  much  pleasure,  because  I  have 
met  with  few  whose  sentiments  are  so  congenial 
(o  my  own. 

When  Dunbar  and  you  meet,  tell  him  that  I 
left  Edinburgh  with  the  idea  of  him  hanging 
somewhere  about  my  heart. 

Keep  the  original  of  the  song  till  we  meet 
again,  whenever  that  may  be.  B.  B. 


TO  WILLIAM  CREECH,  ESQ. 

BDIHBUBQH. 

ri%M  eharaetariatia  lattar  was  vfrittan  daring  tha 
pi>et*a  border  Coar :  ba  nanowlj  eteapad  a  aoaking  with 
wlil»k«rf  ••  wall  aa  with  watar;  for,  according  to  tha 
Cctnck  %aphanl,  «  a  conpla  of  Yarrow  ladi,  lovara  of 
foaanf  and  poach,  awaited  kia  eoming  to  Selkirk,  but 
voald  ant  believe  that  the  paraon-lookiag,  black-avi^ed 
naa,  who  rode  np  to  the  inn,  mora  like  a  drouket  craw 
tibn  a  poet,  could  be  Bnma,  and  ao  went' disappointed 
awiry.^j 

BtOcirk,  IZth  May,  1787. 

Ht  HOITOUBBD  FbiKICD, 

Torn  enclosed  I  have  just  wrote,  nearly  ex- 
tempore, in  a  solitary  inn  in  Selkirk,  after  a 
miserable  wet  day's  riding.  I  have  been  over 
most  of  East  Lothian,  Berwick,  Roxburgh,  and 


>  iamea,  Earl  of  Gieaeaim. 


Selkirk-shires ;  and  next  week  I  begin  a  tour 
through  the  north  of  England.  Yesterday  I 
dined  with  Lady  Harriet,  sister  to  my  noble 
patron^i  Quom  Deiu  comervetl  I  would  write  till 
I  would  tire  you  as  much  with  dull  prose,  as  I 
dare  say  by  this  time  you  are  with  wretched 
verse,  but  I  am  jaded  to  death;  so,  with  ft 
grateful  farewell, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Good  Sir,  yours  sincerely^ 

B.  B. 

Auld  ohuokie  Reekie's  sair  distrest, 
Down  drops  her  ance  weel  burnish'd  crest, 
Nae  Joy  her  bonnie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava ; 
Her  darling  bird  that  she  loves  best, 

WiUie's  Mra.2 


I 


Lxn. 

TO  MB.  PATISON, 
booksbllbb,  paislbt. 

[Thia  letter  hai  a  buaineaa  air  about  it:  the  nnme  of 
Patiaon  ia  nowhere  elie  to  be  found  in  the  poet's  correa- 
pondence.] 

Berry'VeUf  near  Dunte,  May  17th,  1787. 
Dkab  Sib, 
I  AM  sorry  I  was  out  of  Edinburgh,  making  a 
slight  pilgrimage  to  the  classic  scenes  of  this 
country,  when  I  was  favoured  with  yours  of  the 
11th  instant,  enclosing  an  order  of  the  Paisley 
banking  company  on  the  royal  bank,  for  twonty- 
two  pounds  seven  shillings  sterling,  payment  in 
tall,  after  carriage  deducted,  for  ninety  copies 
of  my  book  I  sent  you.  According  to  your 
motions,  I  see  you  will  lukve  left  Scotland 
before  this  reaches  you,  otherwise  I  would  send 
you  « Holy  Willie"  with  all  my  heart.  I  was 
|o  hurried  that  I  absolutely  forgot  several  things 
I  ought  to  have  minded,  among  the  rest  sending 
books  to  Mr.  Cowan ;  but  any  order  of  yours 
will  be  answered  at  Creech's  shop.  Tou  will 
please  remember  that  non-subscribm  pay  six 
shillings,  this  is  Creech's  profit;  but  those  who 
have  subscribed,  though  their  names  have  been 
neglected  in  the  printed  list,  which  is  very  in- 
correct, are  supplied  at  subscription  price.  I 
was  not  at  Glasgow,  nor  do  I  intend  for  Lon- 
don ;  and  I  think  Mrs.  Fame  is  very  idle  to  tcU 

t  See  Poem  LXXXIII. 
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•0  many  lies  on  a  poor  poet,  "^hen  yoa  or  Mr. 
Cowui  write  for  copies,  if  you  slioiild  imnt  any 
direct  to  Mr.  Hill,  at  Mr.  Creech's  shop,  an4I 
irrite  to  Mr.  Hill  by  this  post,  to  answer  either 
of  your  orders.  Hill  is  Bir.  Creech's  first  clerk, 
and  Creech  himsel/  is  presently  in  London.  I 
■appose  I  shall  hare  the  pleasure,  agunst  your 
return  to  Paisley,  of  assuring  yon  how  much  I 
am,  dear  Sir,  your  obliged  humble  senrant, 

B.B. 


Lxni. 

TO  W.  NICOL,  ESQ., 

XASTSB  or  TBI  HIGH  SCHOOL,  BDUTBUBQE. 

[/enny  Oeddei  wu  a  saaloai  old  wdibbb,  who  threw 
tlM  ttool  on  which  the  lat,  at  the  Daan  of  Edinburgh'! 
head,  whan,  in  1837,  ha  attamptad  to  introdnea  a  Bcottiih 
Liturgy,  and  cried  ac  eha  thraw,  "  Villain,  wilt  thou  aay 
tha  raau  at  my  lug  !'*  The  poet  named  hii  mar»  aflar 
thii  virago.] 

Carliale,  June  1.,  1787. 
Kind,  HorasT-HiABTSD  Willis, 

Fm  Bitten  down  here  after  soTen  and  forty 
miles  ridin*,  e'en  as  foxjesket  and  fomiaw*d  as 
a  forfoughten  cock,  to  gie  you  some  notion  o' 
my  land  lowper-like  strayaguin  sin  the  sorrow* 
fu'  hour  that  I  sheuk  hands  and  parted  wi*  auld 
Beekie. 

My  auld,  ga'd  gleyde  o'  a  meere  has  huoh- 
yaird  up  hill  and  down  brae,  in  Scotland  and 
England,  as  teugh  and  bimie  as  a  Tera  devil  wi' 
me.  It's  true,  she's  as  poor's  a  sang-maker  and  as 
hard's  a  kirk,  and  tipper-taipers  when  she  taks 
the  gate,  first  like  a  lady's  gentlewoman  in  a 
minuwae,  or  a  hen  on  a  het  girdle ;  but  she's  a 
yauld,  poutherie  Girran  for  a'  that,  and  has  a 
stomack  like  Willie  Stalker's  meere  that  wad 
hae  disgeested  tumbler-wheels,  for  she'll  whip 
me  aff  her  fiye  stimparts  o'  the  best  aits  at  a 
down-sittin  and  ne'er  fash  her  thumb.  When 
ance  her  ringbanes  and  spayies,  her  crucks  and 
cramps,  are  fairly  soupl'd,  she  beets  to,  beets 
to,  and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the  tightest.  I 
could  wa^r  her  price  to  a  thretty  pennies,  that 
for  twa  or  three  wooks  ridin  at  fifty  miles  a  day, 
the  deil-stricket  a  five  gallopers  acqueesh  Clyde 
and  Whithorn  could  cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  dander'd  owre  a'  the  kintra  frae  Bum- 
bar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae  forgather'd  wi'  monie 
ft  guid  fallow,  and  monie  a  weelfar'd  hussie.  I 
met  wi'  twa  dink  quines  in  particular,  ane  o' 
them  a  sonsie,  fine,  fodgel  lass,  baiih  braw  and 


bonnie ;  the  tither  was  a  elean-shankit,  ttnagM» 
tight,  weelfar'd  winch,  as  blythe'sa  Untwhiteona 
flowerie  thorn,  and  as  sweet  and  modesVa  anew- 
blawn  plumrose  in  a  hazle  shaw.  They  were 
baith  bred  to  maiaers  by  the  beuk,  and  onie  aas 
o'  them  had  asmuckle  smeddum  and  rumblegmo* 
tion  as  the  half  o'  some  presby  tries  that  you  and 
I  baith  ken.  They  play'd  me  sik  a  deeyil  a'  a 
shayie  that  I  daiir  say  if  my  harigals  were  tom'd 
out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nicks  i'  the  heart  o'  me  like 
the  mark  o'  a  kail-whittle  in  a  castock. 

I  was  gavi  to  write  you  a  lang  pjstle,  but, 
Oude  forgie  me,  I  gat  mysel  sae  nontontiMiBly 
bitchify'd  the  day  after  kail-time,  thai  I  oaa 
hardly  stoiter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respeoks  to  the  guidwxfe  and  a'  oar 
common  friens,  especiall  Ifr.  and  Mzs.  Cmlk- 
shank,  and  the  honest  guidman  o'  Joek'a  LodgSL 

I'll  be  in  Dumfries  the  mom  gif  the  beast  be 
to  the  fore,  and  the  branks  bide  hale. 
Oude  be  wi'  yon,  Willie  I  Amenl 

B.B. 


LXIV. 
TO  MB.  JAMES  SMITH, 

AT  MILLBB  AKD  SXITH's  OmCB,  LOTLITBGOW. 

[Burnt,  tt  aeem«  by  this  letter,  had  atill  a  btlief  ttatft 
ha  would  be  obliged  to  try  hia  foitone  in  the  Waat  ladiM: 
he  eooa  eaw  how  hollow  all  the  hopea  wa»,  whidi  had 
been  formed  by  his  friends  of  "  pension,  post  or  pUce," 
in  his  natiye  land.] 

Mauehline,  lUh  Junt,  1767. 
Mt  bybb  dbab  Sib, 
I  DATB  this  from  Mauchline,  where  I  arrired 
on  Friday  even  last.   I  slept  at  John  DoVe,  and 
called  for  my  daughter.     Mr.  Hamilton  and 
family ;  your  mother,  uster,  and  brother ;  mj 
quondam  Eliza,  &c.,  all  well.    If  anything  h*d 
been  wanting  to  disgust  me  completely  at  Ar« 
mour's  family,  their  mean,  serrile  compUanc* 
would  hare  done  it. 

Gire  me  a  spirit  like  my  faTourite  hero,  Mil- 
ton's Satan : 

HaSl,  horrors !  haj  X 

Infernal  world !  and  thou  profoundeat  heO, 
Receive  thy  new  posaesaor !  he  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  changed  by  j»/ac«  or  tiawi 

I  cannot  settle  to  my  mind. — ^Farming,  Hhm 
only  thing  of  which  I  know  anythiaqe:.  aaaI 
heayen  aboye  knows  but  little  do  I  OBdcratikiid 
of  that,  I  cannot,  dare  not  risk  on  farma  «s 
they  are.    If  I  do  not  fix  I  will  go  for  Jamaii 
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fihonld  I  ttoj  in  an  vnsetfled  state  at  home,  I 
iroold  only  dissipate  my  little  fortune,  and 
ndn  what  I  intend  shiJl  compensate  my  little 
once,  for  the  stigma  I  hare  brought  on  their 
names. 

I  shall  write  jon  more  at  large  soon ;  as  this 
letter  costs  yon  no  postage,  if  it  be  worth  read- 
ing yon  cannot  complain  of  your  penny-worth. 
I  am  CTer,  my  dear  Siry 

Yours, 

B.B. 

F.S,    The  doot  has  unfortunately  broke,  but 

I  hftve  proTided  a  fine  buffalo-horn,  on  which  I 

am  gdng  to  affix  the  same  cipher  which  you 

will  remember  was  on  the  lid  of  the  doot . 


LXV. 
TO  WILLIAM  NICOL,  ESQ. 

[!%•  chaim  which  I>ainfri«s  threw  oyer  the  poet, 
eeenw  to  hare  diMoIred  like  a  ipell,  when  he  let  down 
in  EUitlnnd:  he  ^oke,  for  a  time,  with  little  leepeet  of 
either  place  or  people.] 

MauehliM,  June  18, 1787. 
Mr  DBAm  Fbibxd, 

I  AX  now  arriTcd  safe  in  my  native  country, 
after  a  reiy  agreeable  jaunt,  and  haTc  the  plea- 
sure to  find  all  my  friends  well.  I  breakfasted 
with  your  gray-h^pied,  rererend  friend,  Mr. 
Smith ;  and  was  highly  pleased  both  with  the 
eordial  welcome  he  gave  me,  and  his  most  ex- 
cellent appearance  and  sterling  good  sense. 

I  haTC  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinton, 
and  am  to  meet  him  again  in  August  From 
my  view  of  the  lands,  and  his  reception  of  my 
bardship,  my  hopes  in  that  business  are  rather 
mended ;  but  sUll  they  are  but  slender. 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries  folks — 
Mr.  Bumside,  the  clergyman,  in  particular,  is 
a  man  whom  I  shall  erer  gratefully  remember ; 
and  his  wife,  Gude  forgie  me  I  I  had  almost 
broke  the  tenth  commandment  on  her  account 
Simplicity,  elegance,  good  sense,  sweetness  of 
disposition,  good  humour,  kind  hospitality,  are 
the  constituents  of  her  manner  and  heart:  in 
shori-^ut  if  I  say  one  word  more  about  her,  I 
shall  be  directly  in  Ioyc  with  her. 

I  aercr,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  Tery  ca- 
pable of  anything  generous ;  but  the  statelineaa 
of  the  patricians  in  Edinburgh,  and  the  serrility 
•f  my  plebeian  brethren  (who  perhaps  formerly 
eyed   me    askance)   since  I  returned   home. 


hare  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogether 
with  niy  species.    I  have  bought  a  pocket  Mil- 
ton,  which  I  carry  perpetually  about  with  me, 
in  order  to  study  the  sentiments — the  dauntless 
nfUgnanimity,  the  intrepid,  unyielding   inde- 
pendence, the  desperate  daring,  and  noble  de* 
fianc#of  hardship,  in  that  great  personage,  Sa* 
TAB.    'Tis  true, 'I  haye  Just  now  a  little  cash; 
but  I  am  afraid  the  star  that  hitherto  has  shed 
its  malignanti  purpose-blasting  rays  faH  in  my 
lenith ;  that  noxious  planet  so  banef^il  in  its 
influences  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  I  much  dread 
it  is  not  yet  beneath  my  horiion. — lAisfortune 
dodges  the  path  of  human  life ;  the  poetic  mind 
finds  itself  miserably  deranged  in,  and  unfit  for 
the  walks  of  business ;  add  to  all,  ^at  thought- 
less follies  and  hare-brained  whims,  like  so  many 
ijfnea  fatui,  eternally  diTcrging  from  the  right 
line  of  sober  discretion,  sparkle  with  step-be- 
witching blase  in  the  idly-gazing  eyes  of  the 
poor  heedless  bard,  till,  pop,  '*  he  falls  like  Lu- 
cifer, ncTcr  to  hope  again."    God  grant  this 
may  be  an  unreal  picture  with  respect  to  me  I 
but  should  it  not,  I  hare  tery  litUe  dependence 
on  mankind.    I  will  close  my  letter  with  this 
tribute  my  heart  bids  me  pay  you — ^the  many 
ties  of  acquaintance  and  friendship  which  1 
haTC,  or  tbink  I  haye  in  life,  I  have  felt  along 
the  lines,  and,  damn  them,  they  are  almost  all 
of  them  of  such  frai?  contexture,  that  I  am  sure 
they  would  not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least  ad- 
Terse  breese  of  fortune ;  but  from  you,  my  CTcr 
dear  Sir,  I  look  with  confidence  for  the  aposto- 
lic loTC  that  shall  wut  on  me  "  through  good 
report  and  bad  report" — the  Iotc  which  Solo- 
mon emphatically  says  "  is  strong  as  death." 
My  complimentato  Mrs.  Nicol,  and  all  the  circle 
of  our  common  friends. 

P.  S.    I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  about  the  lat- 
ter end  of  July.  B.  B. 


LXVI. 
TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLISH. 

(Caadliih  wai  a  clanie  eeholar,  bat  had  a  loTe  for  the 
■oof  i  of  Scotland,  aa  well  aa  for  the  poetry  of  Greece 
and  Rome.] 

Edinburgk,  1787. 
Mt  niAB  FmsHB, 

Ir  once  I  were  gone  from  this  scene  of  hurry 

and  dissipation,  I  promise  myself  the  jAeasure 

of  that  correspondence  being  renewed  which 
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hms  been  so  long  broken.  At  present  I  have 
time  for  nothing.  Dissipation  and  business  en- 
gross erery  moment  I  am  engaged  in  assist- 
ing an  honest  Scotch  enthusiast,' a  friend  of 
mine,  who  is  an  engrarer,  and  has  taken  it  into 
his  head  to  publish  a  collection  of  all  our  songs 
set  to  music,  of  which  the  words  and  musft  are 
done  by  Scotsmen.  This,  you  will  easily  guess, 
is  an  undertaking  exactly  to  my  taste.  I  have 
collected,  begged,  borrowed,  and  stolen,  all  the 
tongs  I  oonld  meet  with.  Pompey*s  Ghost,  words 
and  music,  I  beg  from  you  immediately,  to  go 
into  his  second  number:  the  first  is  already 
published.  I  shall  show  you  the  first  number 
when  I  see  yon  in  Glasgow,  which  will  be  in  a 
fortnight  or  Uss.  Do  be  so  kind  as  to  send  me 
the  song  in  a  day  or  two ;  you  cannot  ima^e 
how  much  it  will  oblige  me. 

Direct  to  me  at  Mr.  W.  Cruikshank's,  St 
James's  Square,  Kew  Town,  Edinburgh. 

R.B. 


iixvn. 

TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,    ESQ. 

I"  Burai  hftd  a  memory  itorad  with  the  fineit  poetieml 
paisagei,  which  he  wu  in  the  habit  of  qaoting  noct 
aptly  in  his  correipondence  with  hit  frieadi :  aad  he  de- 
lighted alio  in  repeating  them  in  the  company  of  thoee 
frieada  who  enjoyed  them.**  Theie  are  the  words  of 
Ainelie,  of  BerrjrweU,  to  whom  thia  letter  ia  addreraed.] 

Arraeher,  28M  June,  1787. 
Mt  dbak  Sib, 
I  wiuTE  on  my  tour  through  a  country  where 
Bayage  streams  tumble  OTcr  sayage  mountains, 
thinly  oyerspread  with  sayage  flocks,  which 
sparingly  support  as  sayage  inhabitants.  My 
last  stage  was  Inyerary — ^to-morrow  night's 
stage  Dumbarton.  I  ought  sooner  to  haye  an- 
swered your  kind  letter,  but  you  know  I  am  a 
man  of  many  sins.  R.  B. 


Lxvni. 

TO  WILLIAM  NICOL,  ESa 

[Thie  vitit  to  Auchtertyre  produced  that  eweet  lyrie, 
D^:inn{ng  <*  Blythe,  blythe  and  merry  wai  the ;"  and  the 

>  Johnaon,  the  publisher  and  proprietor  of  the  Moiical 
aCaMom. 


lady  who  inapired  it  waa  at  hie  tide,  when  he  wrote  Uui 
letter.] 

Auehiertyret  Monday,  June,  1787. 
Mr  DBAB  Sn, 
I  FIND  myself  yery  comfortable  here,  neither 
oppressed  by  ceremony  nor  mortified  t^  ae^ 
lect  Lady  Augusta  is  a  most  engaging  won&a, 
and  yery  happy  in  her  family,  which  maket 
one's  outgoings  and  incomings  yery  agrecahle. 
I  called  at  Mr.  Ramsay's  of  Auchtertyre  as  I 
came  up  the  country,  and  am  so  delighted  with 
him  that  I  shall  certainly  accept  of  his  inrita* 
tion  to  spend  a  day  or  two  with  him  as  I  retnn. 
I  leaye  this  place  on  Wedneeday  or  Thweday. 

Make  my  kind  compliments  to  Mr.  and  Mn. 
Cruikahank  and  Mrs.  Nicol,  if  she  is  retained. 
I  am  eyer,  dear  Shr, 

Tour  deeply  indebted, 

R.B. 


LXIX. 
TO  WILLUM  CRUIK8HANK,  ESQ. 

ST.  JAHBS'S  SQUABB,  BDUIBUBGB. 

•  [At  the  hoQie  of  William  Cmikihaak,  oae  of  the  bu» 
ters  of  the  High  School,  in  Edinboiigh,  Bnna  pumi 
many  agreeable  hour*.] 

Auehtertyre,  Monday  wtoming, 
1  HAyB  nothing,  my  dear  Sir,  to  write  to  ron 
but  that  I  feel  myself  exceedingly  confortably 
situated  ih  this  good  flsmily :  just  notice  enough 
to  make  me  easy  but  not  to  embarrass  me,   I  was 
storm-staid  two  days  at  the  foot  of  the  Ochill- 
hills,  with  Mr.  Trait  of  Herreyston  and  Mr. 
Johnston  of  Alya,  but  was  so  well  pleased  that 
I  shall  certainly  spend  a  day  on  the  banks  of 
the  Deyon  as  I  return.     I  leaye  this  place  I 
suppose  on  Wednesday,  and  shall  deyote  a  day 
to  Mr.  Ramsay  at  Auchtertyre,  near  Stirling: 
a  man  to  whose  worth  I  cannot  do  justice.  My 
respectful  kind  compliments  to  Mrs.    Cmilc- 
shank,  and  my  dear  little  Jeanie,  and  if  jon 
see  Mr.  Masterton,  please  remember  me  to  hlm« 

I  am  eyer. 

My  dear  Sir»  ftc 

R.B. 


LXX. 
TO  MR.  JAMES  SMITH, 

LIKLXTHGOir. 

[Th«  young  lady  to  whom  the  poet  altudei  in  thia  let- 
ter, was  very  beeotiAili  and  very  proud :  it  ia  said  she 
fare  him  a  speeimea  of  both  her  temper  and  her  pride, 
when  he  touched  oa  the  subject  of  love.} 

Jun$  80, 1787. 
Ht  dsak  Frixxd, 

Oh  oar  ntuni,  at  ft  HigUand  gentleman^s 
hocpitable  mansion,  we  fell  in  wiUi  a  merry 
pfrty,  and  danced  till  the  ladies  left  ns,  at  three 
in  the  morning.  Our  dancing  was  none  of  the 
French  or  English  insipid  formal  moToments; 
the  ladies  song  Scotch  songs  like  angels,  at 
intertals ;  then  we  flew  at  Bab  at  the  Bowster, 
TnUochgomm,  Loch  Erroch  Side,  Ac,  like 
nudges  sporting  in  the  mottle  son,  or  craws 
prognoeticating  a  storm  in  a  hairst  day. — ^When 
the  dear  lasses  left  ns,  we  ranged  round  the 
bowl  till  the  good-fellow  honr  of  six ;  except  a 
few  minutes  that  we  went  out  to  pay  our  devo- 
tiotts  to  the  glorious  lamp  of  day  peering  OTcr 
the  towering  top  of  Benlomond.  We  all  kneeled ; 
our  worthy  landlord's  son  held  the  bowl ;  each 
man  a  full  glass  in  his  hand ;  and  I,  as  priest, 
repeated  some  rhyming  nonsense,  like  Thomas- 
a-Bhymer's  prophecies  I  suppose. — ^After  a  small 
reft«ahment  of  the  gifts  of  Somnus,  we  pro- 
ceeded to  spend  the^ay  on  Lochlomond,  and 
reach  Dumbarton  in  Uie  erening.  We  dined  at 
another  good  fellow's  house,  and  consequently, 
pushed  the  bottle ;  when  we  went  out  to  mount 
our  hones,  we  found  ourseWes  "  No  Tcra  fou 
but  gaylie  yet."  My  two  friends  and  I  rode 
soberly  down  the  Loch  side,  till  by  came  a 
Highlandman  at  the  gallop,  on  ft  tolerably 
good  horse,  but  which  had  never  known  the 
ocnaments  of  iron  or  leather.  We  scorned  to  be 
ottl'galloped  by  a  Highlandman,  so  off  we 
started,  whip  and  spur*  My  companions,  though 
Memingly  gaily  mounted,  fell  sadly  astern;  t>ut 
ny  old  mare,  Jenny  Qeddes,  one  of  the  Bosinante 
Csaily,  she  strained  past  the  Highlandman  in 
■pita  of  all  his  efforts  with  the  hair  halter ;  just 
na  I  was  passing  him,  Donald  wheeled  his  horse, 
as  if  to  cross  before  me  to  mar  my  progress, 
when  down  came  his  horse,  and  threw  his  rider's 
breeklesa  a— e  in  a  dipt  hedge ;  and  down  came 
Jenny  Qeddes  OTor  all,  and  my  hardship  be- 
tween her  and  the  Higblandman's  horse.  Jenny 
Geddea  trode  oTcr  me  with  such  cautious  re- 
verence, that  matters  were  not  so  bad  as  might 


well  haye  been  expected ;  so  I  came  off  with  s 
few  cuts  and  bruises,  and  a  thorough  resolutiQn 
to  be  a  pattern  of  sobriety  for  the  future. 

I  haye  yet  fixed  on  nothing  with  respect  to 
the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  just  as  usual,* 
a  rhyming,  mason-making,  raking,  aimless,  idle 
fellow.  HowoTer,  I  shall  somewhere  hare  a 
farm  soon.  I  was  going  to  say,  ft  wife  too ;  but 
that  must  ncTcr  be  my  blessed  lot  I  am  but  a 
younger  son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  and 
like  other  younger  sons  6f  great  families,  I  may 
intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must 
not  marry. 

I  am  afraid  I  haye  almost  ruined  one  source, 
the  principal  one,  indeed,  of  my  form^  happi- 
ness ;  that  eternal  propensity  I  always  had  to 
fall  in  loye.  My  heart  no  more  glows  with  fe- 
yerish  rapture.  I  haye  no  paradisaical  eyening 
interriews,  stolen  fh>m  the  restless  cares  and 
prying  inhabitants  of  this  weary  world.  I  haye 
only  *  *  *  *.  This  last  is  one  of  your  distant 
acquaintances,  has  a  fine  figure,  and  elegant 
manners ;  and  in  the  train  of  some  great  folks 
whom  you  know,  has  seen  the  politest  quarters 
in  Europe.  I  do  like  her  a  good  deal ;  but  what 
piques  me  is  her  conduct  at  the  commencement 
of  our  acquaintance.    I  frequently  yisited  her 

when  I  was  in ,  and  after  passing  regu* 

larly  the  intermediate  degrees  between  the  dis- 
tant formal  bow  anfl  the  familiar  grasp  round 
the  waist,  I  yentured,  in  my  careless  way,  to 
talk  of  friendship  in  rather  ambiguous  terms; 

and  after  her  return  to  — : ,  I  wrote  to  her 

in  the  same  style.  Miss,  construing  my  words 
farther  I  suppose  than  eyen  I  intended,  flew  off 
in  a  tangent  of  female  dignity  and  reserye,  like 
a  mounting  lark  in  an  April  morning ;  and  wrote 
me  an  answer  which  measured  me  out  yexy  com- 
pletely what  an  immense  way  I  had  to  trayel 
before  I  could  reach  the  climate  of  her  fayour. 
But  I  am  an  old  hawk  at  the  sport,  and  wrote 
her  such  a  cool,  deliberate,  prudent  reply,  aa 
brought  my  bird  from  her  aerial  towerings,  pop, 
down  at  my  foot,  like  Corporal  Trim's  hat. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  acts,  and  my  wars,  and 
all  my  wise  sayings,  and  why  my  mare  was 
called  Jenny  Geddes,  they  shall  be  recorded  in 
a  few  weeks  hence  at  Linlithgow,  in  the  chro« 
nicies  of  your  memory,  by  B.  B. 


SfiO 
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LXXI. 

TO  MR.  JOnN  RICHMOND. 

[Mr.  John  Richmond,  writer,  wu  one  of  the  poet^i 
Mrliect  mnd  finnatt  friendi ;  he  abared  hit  room  with.him 
wh«n  they  met  ia  Ediabaiyh,  and  did  him  many  little 
officaa  of  kindneaa  and  regard.] 

Moufftd,  7th  July,  1787. 
Mr  DiAB  RicHvoin), 

I  AX  all  impatience  to  hear  of  jonr  fate  since 
the  old  confonnder  of  right  and' wrong  has 
tamed  you  out  of  place,  by  his  Journey  to  an- 
swer his  indictment  at  the  bar  of  the  other 
world.  He  will  find  the  practice  of  the  conrt  so 
different  tmm  the  practice  in  which  he  has  for 
so  many  years  been  thoroughly  hackneyed,  that 
his  friends,  if  he  had  any  connexions  tmly  of 
that  kind,  which  I  rather  doubt,  may  well 
tremble  for  his  sake.  His  chicane,  his  left- 
handed  wisdom,  which  stood  so  firmly  by  him, 
to  such  good  purpose,  here,  like  other  accom- 
plices in  robbery  and  plunder,  will,  now  the 
piratical  business  is  blown,  in  all  probability 
turn  the  king!s  evidences,  and  then  the  deyirs 
bagpiper  will  touch  him  off  '<  Bundle  and  go  I" 

If  he  has  left  you  any  legacy,  I  beg  your  par- 
don for  all  this ;  if  not,  I  know  you  will  swear 
to  every  word  I  said  about  him. 

I  have  lately  been  rambling  over  by  Dumbar- 
ton and  Inverary,  and  running  a  drunken  race 
on  the  side  of  Loch  Lomond  with  a  wild  High- 
landman;  his  horse,  which  had  never  known 
the  ornaments  of  iron  or  leather,  sigzagged 
across  before  my  old  spavin'd  hunter,  whose 
name  is  Jenny  Geddes,  and  down  came  the 
Highlandman,  horse  and  all,  and  down  came 
Jenny  and  my  hardship ;  so  I  have  got  such  a 
skinful  of  bruises  and  wounds,  that  I  shall  be 
at  least  four  weeks  before  I  dare  venture  on  my 
journey  to  Edinburgh. 

Not  one  new  thing  under  the  sun  has  hap- 
pened in  Mauchline  since  you  left  it.  I  hope 
this  will  find  you  as  comfortably  situated  as 
formerly,  or,  if  heaven  pleases,  more  so ;  but, 
at  all  events,  I  trust  you  will  let  me  know  of 
course  how  matters  stand  with  you,  well  or  ill. 
'Tis  but  poor  consolation  to  tell  the  world  when 
matters  go  wrong ;  but  you  know  very  well  your 
connexion  and  mine  stands  on  a  different 
footing. 

I  am  ever,  my  dear  friendi  yours, 

R.B. 


Lxxn. 

TO  ROBERT  AIK8LIE,  £Sa 


[Thia  lettar,  wma  proof  wnatlDf « ahowt  Ite  tomtit 
and  Ihmiliar  footing  on  which  Bana  Blood  wit&  U* 
Aindiee,  and  more  particalarly  with  th«  asChor  of  thu 
popalar  work,  tha  '<  Raaaona  for  ^  Bbpo  that  ia  la  «.*^ 


28J  JtO^,  17&7. 
Mt  diak  AnrsLiBy 
Tssma  is  one  thing  for  which  I  set  great  start 
by  you  as  afiriend,  and  it  is  this,  that  I  h«vt  not 
a  friend  upon  earth,  besides  jouxnt^  to  whoa 
I  can  talk  nonsense  without  forfeltiBg  some  d»> 
gree  of  his  esteem.  Now,  to  one  Bke  me,  vho 
never  cares  for  speaking  anything  olse  bat  do»> 
sense,  such  a  friend  as  you  ia  aa  Invaloabls 
treasure.  I  was  never  a  rogue,  but  have  beea 
a  fool  all  my  life ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  ny  cadetp 
Tours,  I  see  now  plainly  that  I  shall  nevtr  be 
wise.  Now  it  rejoices  my  heart  to  have  net 
with  such  a  fellow  as  you,  who,  though  you  are 
not  just  such  a  hopeless  fool  as  I,  yet  I  trust 
you  will  never  listen  so  much  to  tho  temptations 
of  the  devil  as  to  grow  so  very  wise  that  you 
will  in  the  least  disrespect  an  honest  follow  be- 
cause he  is  a  fool.  In  short,  I  have  set  yon  down 
as  the  staff  of  my  old  age,  when  the  whole  list 
of  my  friends  will,  after  a  decent  dkart  of  pity, 
have  forgot  me. 

Though  in  the  mom  comes  sturt  and  strife, 

Tet  joy  may  come  at  noon ; 
And  I  hope  to  live  a  merry,  mcny  life 

Yihen  a'  thir  days  are  done. 

Write  me  soon,  were  it  but  a  few  lines  just  to 
tell  me  how  that  good  sagacious  man  your 
father  is — that  kind  dunty  body  your  mother — 
that  strapping  chiel  your  brother  Dougjlas — anJ 
my  friend  .Rachel,  who  is  as  fkr  before  Rachel 
of  old,  as  she  was  before  her  blear-eyed  sister 
Leah.  R.  B 


TO  ROBERT  AINSLIB,  ESQ. 

[The  "  aavage  ho8pitality,"of  whieh  Bama  conplam 
in  thia  letter,  waaat  that  time  aa  evil  faahioa  In  Beotland 
the  bottle  waa  made  to  eir«alate  rapidly,  and  «vary  gUm 
waa  drank  "  clean  canp  oat.**] 

JfsttMltiM^  Juijff  1787. 
Mr  BSAB  Six, 

My  life,  since  I  saw  you  last^  has  been  cq 

continued  hurry ;  that  savage  hospitaBtj  whia 
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knocks  A  mui  down  irith  strong  liquors,  is  the 
deriL  I  knTe  a  soro  w«rfftro  in  Uiis  world;  the 
detil,  the  world,  and  the  flesh  are  three  formi- 
dable foes.  Thellntlgeneralljtrytofljrfrom; 
the  second,  alasl  geaeralljr  flies  from  me ;  hut 
the  third  is  my  plagne,  worse  than  the  ten 
plagues  of  Egypt. 

I  hare  been  looking  OTer  sereral  farms  in  this 
eooBtey ;  one  in  particular,  in  Nithsdale,  pleased 
■M  so  well,  that  if  mj  offer  to  the  proprietor  is 
Meepted,  I  shall  commence  fanner  at  Whit- 
SmdajT.  If  famdng  do  not  appear  eligible,  I 
shall  have  recourse  to  my  other  shift:  but  this 
toafkiend. 

I  set  out  for  Edinburgh  on  Monday  morning; 
h«w  long  I  stay  there  is  uncertain,  but  you  will 
know  so  soon  as  I  can  inform  you  myself.  How- 
•fer  I  determine,  poesy  must  be  laid  aside  for 
sooie  tisM;  my  idfed  has  been^Titiated  with 
idJintes,  and  it  will  take  a  good  deal  of  effort 
to  habtioato  it  to  the  routine  of  business. 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Yours  sincerely. 


LXXTV. 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 


Ipt,  Bfoora  was  one  of  tlit  fl  rat  to  point  out  thebMnCr  of 
ti*  I^e  compoutiona  of  Bnnii.  **  *  Green  grow  the 
R^abes,'  uul  of  the  two  eongi,"  uyi  he, "  which  follow, 
befuusog  'Afain  rejoieinf  natare  aeea,*  and  <Tfae 
flooMf  eight  ia  fittheriiif  faat;*  the  latter  ia  exqaiaite. 
Bf  thm  way,  I  imag ioe  yon  have  a  pecaliar  talent  for  auch 
coBBpoattknia  which  yon  ought  to  indulge :  no  kind  of 
pcetay  deoMnda  nora  delicacy  or  higher  poliahing.'*  On 
ihie  latter  to  Moore  all  the  hiogmphiea  of  Bama  are 
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MauchUne^  2d  Au^utt,  1787. 


Fom  some  months  past  I  haye  been  rambling 
oTsr  the  country,  but  I  am  now  confined  with 
sonM  lingering  compldnts,  originating,  as  I  take 
ll»  in  the  stomach.  To  divert  my  spirits  a  little 
in  this  miserable  fog  of  ennui,  I  haye  taken  a 
whia  to  ^Te  you  a  history  of  myself.  My  name 
has  made  some  little  noise  in  this  country ;  you 
hart  done  me  the  honour  to  interest  yourself 
▼cry  warmly  in  my  behalf ;  and  I  think  a  faith- 
ful account  of  what  character  of  a  man  I  am, 
and  how  I  came  by  that  charactert  may  perhaps 
amuse  you  In  an  idle  moment  I  will  give  you 
sn  honest  nsrrattTc,  though  I  know  it  will  be 
often  at  my  own  expense ;  fori  assure  you,  Sir, 


I  hare,  like  Solomon,  whose  character,  except- 
ing  in  the  trifling  affair  of  wisdom,  I  sometimes 
think  I  resemble, — ^I  haye,  I  say,  like  him  turned 
my  eyes  to  behold  madness  and  folly,  and 
like  him,  too,  frequently  shaken  hands  %ith  their 
intoxicating  firiendship. — ^After  you  have  pe* 
rused  these  pages,  should  you  think  them  trifling 
and  impertinent,  I  only  beg  leave  to  tell  you, 
that  the  poor  author  wrote  them  under  some 
twitching  qualms  of  conscience,  arising  from  a 
suspicion  that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not 
to  do ;  a  predicament  he  has  more  than  once 
been  in  before. 

I  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to  as- 
sume that  character  which  the  pye-coated  guar- 
dians of  escutcheons  call  a  gentleman.  When 
at  Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got  acquainted  in 
the  herald's  office ;  and,  looking  through  that 
granary  of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every 
name  in  the  kingdom ;  but  for  me, 

*<  My  ancient  bnt  ignoble  blood 
Haa  crept  thro'  aooondrela  ever  aince  the  flood.** 

Pops. 

Gules,  purpure,  argent,  &c.,  quite  disowned  me. 
My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
son  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  by  early  mis- 
fortunes on  the  world  at  large;  where,  after 
many  years'  wanderings  and  sojoumlngs,  he 
picked  up  a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observa- 
tion and  experience,  to  which  I  am  indebted  for 
most  of  my  little  pretensions  to  wisdom — ^I  haTS 
met  with  few  who  understood  men,  their  man- 
ners, and  their  ways,  equal  to  him ;  but  stub- 
bom,  ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong,  ungo- 
vernable irascibility,  are  disqualifying  circum- 
stances ;  consequently,  I  was  bom  a  very  poor 
man's  son.  For  the  flrst  six  or  seven  years  of 
my  life,  my  father  was  gardener  to  a  worthy 
gentleman  of  small  estate  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that  station  I 
must  haTC  marched  off  to  be  one  of  the  little 
underlings  about  a  farm-house ;  bnt  it  was  his 
dearest  wish  and  prayer  to  haye  it  in  his  power 
to  keep  his  children  under  his  own  eye,  till  they 
could  discern  between  good  and  evil ;  so,  with 
the  assistance  of  his  generous  master,  my  father 
yentured  on  a  small  farm  on  his  estate.  At 
those  years,  I  was  by  no  means  a  fayourite 
with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a 
retentive  memory,  a  stubborn  sturdy  something 
in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthuuastic  idiot* 
piety.    I  say  idiot  piety,  because  1  was  then 

1  Idiot  for  idiotic. 


but  a  child.  Though  it  coet  the  schoolmaster 
some  thrashings,  I  made  aa  excellent  English 
scholar ;  and  by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleyen  years 
of  age,  I  iras  a  oritio  in  substantiTes,  Terbs,  and 
particles.^  In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  too, 
I  owed  much  to  an  old  woman  who  resided  in 
the  family,  remarkable  for  her  ignorance,  cre- 
dulity, and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose, 
the  largest  collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and 
songs  concerning  deTils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brow- 
nies, witches,  warlocks,  spunkies,  kelpies,  elf- 
candles,  deadlights,  wraiths,  apparitions,  can- 
traips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and 
other  trumpery.  This  cultiyated  the  latent 
seeds  of  poetry ;  but  had  so  strong  an  effect  on 
my  Imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  noc- 
turnal rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp  look 
out  in  suspicious  places;  and  though  nobody 
can  be  more  scepUcal  than  I  am  in  such  mat- 
ters, yet  it  often  takes  an*  effort  of  philosophy 
to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest 
composition  that  I  repoUect  taking  pleasure  in, 
was  The  Vision  of  Miria,  and  a  hymn  of  Addi- 
son's beginning,  "  How  are  thy  seryants  blest, 

0  Lordl"  I  particularly  remember  one  half- 
etanza  which  was  music  to  my  boyish  ear— « 

"  For  though  in  dreadfal  whirli  we  hnng 
High  on  the  broken  wave—" 

1  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mason's  English  Col- 
lection, one  of  my  school-books.  The  first  two 
books  I  oyer  read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read 
since,  were  The  Life  of  Hannibal,  and  The  Histo- 
ry of  Sir  William  Wallace.  Hannibal  gave  my 
young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut  in 
raptures  up  and  down  after  the  recruiting  drum 
and  bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to 
be  a  soldier ;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured 
a  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  yeins,  which  will 
boil  along  there  till  the  floodgates  of  life  shut 
In  eternal  rest 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  putting 
the  country  half  mad,  and  I,  ambitious  of  shin- 
ing in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays,  between 
sermons,  at  funerals,  &c.,  used  a  few  years  after- 
wards to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much  heat 
and  indiscretion,  that  I  raised  a  hue  and  cry  of 
heresy  against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to  this 
hour. 

My  vicinity  ta  Ayr  was  of  some  advantage  to 
me.  My  social  disposition,  when  not  checked 
by  some  modifications  of  spirited  pride,  was  like 
our  catechism  definition  of  infinitude,  without 


bounds  or  limits.    I  formed  seTeral  eooBcoioM 
with  other  younkers,  who  possessed  superior  td- 
yantages ;  the  youngling  acton  who  w«re  huj 
in  the  rehearsal  of  parts,  in  which  Huy  were 
shortly  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  UfiSy  where, 
alas!   I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind  Ube     I 
scenes.    It  is  not  commonly  at  this  green  agi, 
that  our  young  gentry  have  a  Just  Beiose  of  the 
immense  distance  between  them  and  thelrragged 
playfellows.     It  takes  a  few  dashes  into  the 
world,  to  give  the  young  great  man  that  proper, 
decent,  unnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor,  ina^ 
nificant  stupid  devils,  the  mechaues  a&d  pea- 
santry around  him,  who  were,  perhape»  bom  ib 
the  same  yiUage.    My  yomg  superiors  noTV 
insulted  the  clouterly  appearance  of  mj  plou^ 
boy  carcase,  the  two  extremes  of  which  were 
often  exposed  to  all  the  inokmencieo  of  all  the 
seasons.    They  would  give  me  stray  ▼olomce  cf 
books ;  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick  op 
some  observations,  and  one,  whose  hearty  I  $m 
sure,  not  even  the  «  Munny  Begum*'  aoenoi  ha^ 
tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.     Paxtuf 
with  these  my  young  friends  and  bencl^cftar\  s« 
they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  Wcft 
Indies,  was  often  to  me  a  sore  afBiotieA ;  bat  1 
was  soon  called  to  more  serioos  eyils.     Mj 
father's  generous  master  died  I  the  fam  prored 
a  ruinous  bargain ;  and  to  clench  thendafoitaiM^ 
we  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for 
the  picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  tale  eC 
«  The  Twa  Dogs."    My  father  was  savsiued  Is 
life  when  he  married ;  I  was  the  eldest  of  cctm 
children,  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardslupa» 
was  'unfit  for  labour.    My  father's  splxH  w«s 
soon  irritated,  but  not  easily  brokeio.    Tbcrt 
was  a  freedom  in  his  lease  in  two  yoare  non^ 
and  to  weather  those  two  years,  we  relz«iich«l 
our  expenses.    We  lived  very  poorly :  I  WM  4 
dexterous  ploughman  for  my  age ;  and  tho  not 
eldest  to  me  was  %  brother  (Gilbert),  who  oooU 
drive  the  plough  yery  well, .  and  help  a«  Ui 
thrash  the  com.  A  novel-writer  might,  prhaps, 
have  viewed  these  sceues  with  somo  salis^a^ 
tion,  but  so  did  not  I ;  my  indignation  y«t  boOs 
at  the  recollection  of  the  scoundrel  fkoior^s  in* 
solei^t  threatening  letters,  which  used  to  set  bs 
all  in  tears. 

This  kind  of  life^the  cheerleaa  gloom  of  m 
hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  boH^^ 
slave,  brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year ;  a  l2t;}e 
before  which  period  I  first  committed  the  aiii  of 
rhyme.    You  know  our  country  custoia  of  ecu* 
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jXbkg  ft  man  rad  iromaa  together  as  partners  in 
the  labours  of  harrest.  In  m j  fifteenth  autumn, 
mf  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year 
younger  than  myself.  My  scarcity  of  English 
denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that 
hmguage,  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom:  she 
was  a  "  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass.'*  In  short, 
ahe,  altogether  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated 
me  in  that  delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite  of 
aeld  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence,  and 
bookworm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the  first  of 
human  joys,  our  dearest  blessing  here  below! 
Bow  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell ; 
you  medical  people  talk  much  of  infection  from 
breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch,  &c.;  but  I 
aerer  expressly  sidd  I  loTod  her.— Indeed,  I  did 
not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter 
behind  with  her,  when  returning  in  the  erening 
from  our  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart-strings  thrill  like  an  JEolian 
harp ;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  such 
a  teloua  ratan,  when  I  looked  and  fingered  orer 
ber  little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle-stings 
and  thistles*  Among^  her  other  love-inspiring 
qualities,  she  sung  sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  fa- 
Tourite  reel  to  which  I  attempted  gixing  an  em- 
bodied Tehicle  in  ryhme.  I  was  not  so  presump- 
tuous as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  rerses 
Kke  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who  had 
Greek  and  Latin;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song 
whieb  was  said  to  be  composed  by  a  small  coun- 
try* laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids, 
with  whom  he  was  in  lore ;  and  I  saw  no  rea- 
son why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ;  for 
excepting  that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and  east 
peats^  hie  father  liring  in  the  moorlands,  he  had 
BO  more  scholar-craft  than  myself. 

Thns  with  me  began  Ioto  and  poetry ;  which 
tit  times  haTO  been  my  only,  and  till  within  the 
last  twelre  months,  haTO  been  my  highest  en- 
joyment. My  father  struggled  on  till  he  reached 
the  fireedom  in  his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  a 
Imger  fhrm,  about  ten  miles  farther  in  the  coun- 
try. The  nature  of  the  bargain  he  made  was 
fneh  as  to  throw  a  liHle  ready  money  into  his 
bMuU  at  the  commencement  of  his  lease,  other- 
wtse  the  affair  would  hare  been  impracticSble. 
For  Ibur  years  we  Ured  comfortably  here,  but  a 
Afferenee  commencing  between  him  and  his 
taaillord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years  tossing 
mnd  whirling  in  the  rortex  of  litigation,  my  father 
Wfts  Just  saved  fVom  the  horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a 
eeowimption,  which,  after  two  years'  promises. 


kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away,  to 
where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
where  the  weary  are  at  rest  I 

It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this  farm 
that  my  little  story  is  most  eventful.  I  was,  at 
the  beginning  of  this  period,  perhaps,  the  most 
ungainly  awkward  boy  in  the  parish — ^no  solitaire 
was  less  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world. 
What  I  knew  of  ancient  story  was  gathered 
from  Salmon's  and  Guthrie's  Geographical 
Grammars ;  and  the  ideas  I  had  formed  of  mo- 
dem manners,  of  literature,  and  criticism,  I  got 
fWtmthe  Spectator.  These,  with  Pope's  Works, 
some  Flays  of  Shakspeare,  TuU  and  Dickson  on 
Agriculture,  the  Pantheon,  Locke's  Essay  on 
the  Human  Understanding,  Stackhouse's  His- 
tory of  the  Bible,  Justice's  British  Gardener's 
Directory,  Boyle's  Lectures,  Allan  Ramsay's 
Works,  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original 
Sin,  A  Select  Collection  of  English  Songs,  and 
Hervey's  Meditations,  had  formed  the  whole  of 
my  reading.  The  collection  of  Songs  was  my 
vade  meeum.  I  pored  over  them,  driving  my 
cart,. or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse 
by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the  true  tender,  or 
sublime,  from  affectation  and  fustian.  I  am  con- 
vinced I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic 
craft,  such  as  it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my  manners 
a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing-school. 
My  father  had  an  unaccountable  antipathy 
against  these  meetings,  and  my  going  was,  what 
to  this  moment  I  repent,  In  opposition  to  his 
wishes.  My  father,  as  I  said  before,  was  sub- 
ject to  strong  passions ;  firom  that  instance  of 
disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike  to 
me,  which,  I  believe,  was  one  cause  of  the  dissi- 
patidn  which  marked  my  succeeding  years.  I 
say  dissipation,  comparatively  with  the  strict- 
ness, and  sobriety,  and  regularity  of  Presby- 
terian country  life ;  for  though  the  will-o'-wisp 
meteors  of  thoughtiess  whim  were  almost  the  sole 
lights  of  my  path,  yet  early  ingrdned  piety  and 
Tirtue  kept  me  for  several  years  afterwards 
witMn  the  line  of  innocence.  The  great  mis- 
fortune of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had 
felt  early  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they 
were  the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops 
round  the  walls  of  his  cave.  I  saw  my  father's 
situation  entailed  on  me  perpetual  labour. 
The  only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter 
the  temple  of  fortune  were  the  gate  of  nig- 
gardly  economy,  or  the  path  of  liitte  ohioanr 
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lag  bargnin-making.    The  first  ia  so  contracted 
Ml  aperture  I  never  could  squceie  myself  into 
it— the  last  I  always  hated— there  was  con- 
tamination in  the  very  entrance !     Thus  aban- 
doned of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a  strong 
appetite  for  sociabiUty,  as  weU  from  native 
hUarity  as  from  a  pride  of  obserration  and  re- 
mark ;  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochon- 
driasm  that  made  me  fly  soUtude ;  add  te  tiiese 
incentives  te  social  life,  my  repuUtion  for  book- 
ish knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical  talent, 
and  a  strengUi  of  thought,  something  Uke  tiie 
rudiments  of  good  sense ;  and  it  will  not  seem 
surprising  that  I  was  generaUy  a  welcome  guest 
whflre  I  visited,   or  any  great  wonder  that 
always,  where  two  or  three  met  tegether,  there 
was  I  among  them.    But  far  beyond  aU  otiier 
impulses  of  my  heart,  was  un  penchant  H  radora- 
bU  moUiS  du  genre  humam.     My  heart  was  com- 
pletely tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by 
some  goddess  or  other;  and,  as  in  every  other 
warfare  in  this  world,  my  fortune  was  various ; 
sometimes  I  was  reiseivod  with  favour,  and  some- 
times I  was  mortified  witii  a  repulse.    At  the 
plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook,  I  feared  no  com- 
petiter,  and  thus  I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance; 
and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my  labours 
than  while  I  was  in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the 
evenings  in  the  way  after  my  own  heart    A 
country  lad  seldom  carries  on  a  love  adventure 
without  an  assisting  confidant.    I  possessed  a 
curiosity,  seal,  and  intrepid  dexterity  that  re- 
commended me  as  a  proper  second  on  these 
occasions;  and  I  dare  say,  I  felt  as  much  plea- 
sure in  being  in  the  secret  of  half  the  loves  of 
the  parish  of  Tarbolten,  as  ever  did  stetesman 
in  knowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the  courto  of 
Europe.    The  very  goose-feather  in  my  hand 
seems  te  know  instinctively  the  well-worn  path  of 
my  imagination,  the  favourite  theme  of  my  song ; 
and  is  with  difficulty  restrained  from  giving  you 
a  couple  of  paragraphs  on  the  love-adventures 
of  my  compeers,  the  humble  inmates  of  the 
farm-house  and  ootUge ;  but  the  grave  sons  of 
science,   ambition,   or   avarice   baptise  these 
things  by  the  name  of  follies.    To  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  labour  and  poverty  they  are  mat- 
ters of  the  most  serious  nature :  te  them  the 
ardent  hope,  the  stolen  interview,  the  tender 
farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most  delicious 
parte  of  their  eigoymente. 

Another  circumstonoe  in  my  life  which  made 
loine  alteration  in  my  mind  and  manners,  was, 


that  I  spent  my  ninoteenUi  summer  on  a  amu^ 
gling  coast,  a  good  disUnce  from  home,  at  a 
noted  school  te  learn  mensuration,  surveying 
dialling,  Ac,  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good 
progress.    But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in 
the  knowledge  of  mankind.    The  contraband 
trade  was  at  that  time  very  successful,  and  it 
sometimes  happened  te  me  te  fall  in  with  those 
who  carried  it  on.     Scenes  of  swaggering  rict 
and  roaring  dissipation  were,  till  this  time,  new 
to  me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here, 
though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix 
without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went 
on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the 
sun  entered  Virgo,  a  month  which  is  always  a 
carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  fiUette, 
who  lived  next  door  to  the  school*  overset  my 
trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from 
the  spheres  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled 
on  with  my  sines  and  co-sines  for  a  few  days 
more ;  but  stepping  into  the  garden  one  chana- 
ing  noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  mot 
my  angel. 


1<  Like  ProMrpuie  gaUiaring  fiowetSy 
Harmir  a  fairer  flower »»« 

It  was  in  vain  to  thiok  of  doing  any  mors 
good  at  school.  The  remuning  week  I  stayed  I 
did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the 
two  last  nighto  of  my  stoy  in  the  country,  had 
sleep  been  a  mortol  sin,  the  image  of  this  modeft 
and  innocent  girl  had  kept  me  guiltless. 

I  returned  home  very  considerably  impTored. 
My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very  importr 
ant  addition  of  Thomson's   and  ShensttfM*! 
works;   I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  b«w 
phasis ;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my  ic]M>olfiil* 
lows  to  keep  up  a  literary  eorrespondenee  with 
me.    This  improved  me  in  composition.    I  h»4 
met  with  a  collection  of  letters  by  the  wits  of 
Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  oyer  tiMim 
most  devoutiy.    I  kept  copies  of  any  of  my  owa 
letters  that  pleased  me,  and  a  eoapariaon  *•- 
tween  them  and  the  compodtion  of  moat  of  aay 
oorrespondento  flattered  my  vanity.    I  earmd 
this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  had  not  time- 
farthings'  worth  of  business  in  the  worlds  x** 
almost  every  post  brought  me  aa  many  leUcra 
as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  aoa  of  tk« 
day-book  and  ledger. 
My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  s 
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tin  my  twentj-tbird  year.  Vive  V amour,  et  vive 
la  bagateUt,  were  mj  sole  principles  of  action. 
The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my  library 
gate  me  great  pleasure ;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie 
— Tristram  Shandy  and  the  Man  of  Feeling  were 
my  bosom  faTonrites.  Poesy  was  still  a  darling 
walk  for  my  mind,  but  it  was  only  indulged  in 
acceding  to  the  humour  of  the  hour.  I  had 
usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand ;  I 
took  up  one  or  other,  as  it  suited  the  momentary 
tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the  work  as  it 
bordered  on  fatigue.  My  passions,  when  once 
lighted  m^  raged  like  so  many  dcTils,  till  they 
got  rentV  rhyme ;  and  then  the  conning  oyer 
my  Terses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet  1 
Kone  of  the  rhymes  of  those  days  are  in  print, 
except  ''l^ter,  a  dirge,*'  the  eldest  of  my 
printed  pieces ;  "  The  Death  of  poor  Maillie," 
"John  Barleycorn,"  and  songs  first,  second,  and 
third.  Song  second  was  the  ebullition  of  that 
passion  winch  ended  the  forementioned  scnool- 
business. 

My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  import- 
ant sra.  Partly  through  whim,  and  partly 
that  I  wished  to  set  about  doing  something  in 
Ufe^  I  joined  a  flax-dresser  in  a  neighbouring 
tewn  (Irrine)  to  learn  Bis  trade.  This  was  an 
tmlooky  affair.  My  *  *  *  and  to  finish  the 
whole,  as  we  were  giving  a  welcome  carousal  to 
the  new  year,  the  shop  took  fire  and  burnt  to 
ashes,  and  I  was  left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth 
a  sispenee. 

I  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  scheme ;  the 
clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  father's  head ;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all, 
he  was  Tisibly  far  gone  in  a  consumntion ;  and 
to  erown  my  distresses,  a  bdle  fiae,  whom  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me,  with 
peculiar  circumstances  of  mortification.  The 
fimshing  eTil  that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this 
infernal  file,  was  my  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three 
months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be 
envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  hare  got 
their  mittimus— depart  from  me,  ye  cursed! 

From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a 
town  life ;  but  the  principal  thing  which  gave 
my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  formed  with 
n  young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character,  but  a 
hapless  son  of  misfortune.  He  was  the  son  of 
n  simple  mechanic;  but  a  great  man  in  the 
B^ ghboorhood  taking  him  under  his  patronage, 


gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  a  view  of 
bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The  patron 
dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to  launch  out  into 
the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went  to 
sea ;  where,  after  a  rariety  of  good  and  ill-for- 
tune, a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with  him 
he  had  been  set  on  shore  by  an  American  pri* 
Tateer,  on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught,  strip- 
ped of  everything.  I  cannot  quit  this  poor  fel- 
low's story  without  adding,  that  he  is  at  this 
time  master  of  a  large  West-Indiaman  belonging 
to  the  Thames. 

His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence, 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and 
of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some  mea- 
sure I  succeeded;  I  had  pride  before,  but  he 
taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  know- 
ledge of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine, 
and  I  was  all  attention  to  learn.  He  was  the 
only  man  I  ever  saw  who  was  a  greater  fool  than 
myself  where  woman  was  the  presiding  star ; 
but  he  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a 
sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  hor- 
ror. Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mischief,  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  soon  after  I  resumed 
the  plough,  I  wrote  the  "Poet's  Welcome."^ 
My  reading  only  increased  while  in  this  town 
by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela,  and  one  of 
Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,  which  gave  me  some 
idea  of  novels.  Rhyme,  except  some  religions 
pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given  up ;  bnt 
meeting  with  Fergusson's  Scottish  Poems,  I 
strung  anew  my  wildly-sounding  lyre  with  emn- 
lating  vigour.  When  my  father  died,  his  all 
went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  growl  in  the 
kennel  of  justice ;  but  we  made  a  shift  to  col- 
lect a  little  money  in  the  family  amongst  ns, 
with  which,  to  keep  us  together,  my  brother  and 
1  took  a  neighbouring  farm.  My  brother  want- 
ed my  hair-brained  imag^ation,  as  well  as  my 
social  and  amorous  madness ;  bnt  in  good  sense, 
and  every  sober  qualifloation,  he  was  fisr  my  su- 
perior. 

I  entered  on  this  farm  with  a  ftill  resolntioa, 
*'come,  go  to,  I  will  be  wise !"  I  read  farming 
books,  I  calculated  crops ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  the  world, 
and  the  flesh,  I  believe  I  should  have  been  a 
wise  man ;  bnt  the  first  year,  from  unfortnnately 
buying  bad  seed,  the  soeond  fr^m  a  late  bar* 

I  "  Rob  the  Rhymer*!  Welcome  to  his  Butacd  Child.** 
PoemXXXlII. 
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Test,  ire  lost  half  our  crops.  This  orerset  all 
mj  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  "like  the  dog  to 
his  Tomit,  and  the  sow  that  was  washed,  to  her 
wallowing  in  the  mire." 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbourhood 
as  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my  poede 
offspring  that  saw  the  light,  was  a  burlesque  la- 
mentation on  a  quarrel  between  two  reverend 
CalTiniste,  both  of  them  dramatU  ptraona  in 
<'Holy  Fair."  I  had  a  notion  mjself  that 
the  piece  had  some  merit;  but,  to  prevent 
the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend, 
who  was  Tery  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him 
that  I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of  it, 
but  that  I  thought  it  pretty  cleTer.  With  a  cer* 
taij#  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it 
met  with  a  roar  of  applause.  **  Holy  YFillie's 
,  Prayer"  next  made  its  appearance,  and  alarmed 
the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held  several 
meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  if 
haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed  against  pro- 
fane rhymers.  Unluckily  for  me,  my  wander- 
ings led  me  on  another  side,  within  point-blank 
shot  of  their  heatiest  metal.  This  is  the  unfor- 
tunate story  that  gave  rise  to  my  printed  poem, 
**  The  Lament."  This  was  a  most  melancholy 
affair,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and 
had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two  of  the 
principal  qualifications  for  a  place  among  those 
who  have  lost  the  chart,  and  mistaken  the  reck- 
oning of  rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of 
the  farm  to  my  brother ;  in  truth  it  was  only 
nominally  mine ;  and  made  what  little  prepara- 
tion wa0  in  my  power  for  Jamaica.  But,  before 
leaving  my  native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved 
to  publish  my  poems.  I  weighed  my  produc- 
tions as  Impartially  as  was  in  my  power ;  I 
thought  they  had  merit;  and  it  was  a  deli- 
cious idea  that  I  should  be  called  a  clever  fellow, 
even  though  it  should  never  reach  my  ears — a 
poor  negro-driver — or  perhaps  a  victim  to  that 
inhospitable  ollme,  and  gone  to  the  world  of 
8{^rit8 1  I  can  truly  say,  ihtki  pauvre  ineonrm  as 
I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly  as  high  an  idea 
of  myself  and  of  my  works  as  I  have  at  this 
moment,  when  the  public  has  decided  in  their 
favour.  It  ever  was  my  opinion  that  the  mis- 
takes and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational  and  reli- 
gious point  of  view,  of  which  we  see  thousands 
daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  ignorance  of 
themselves.— To  know  myself  had  been  all  along 
my  constant  study.  I  weighed  myself  alone ;  I 
balanced  myself  with  others ;  I  watched  every 


means  ef  information,  to  eee  how  much  groimd 
I  occupied  as  a  man  ^d  as  a  poet;  I  stadied 
assiduously  Nature's  design  in  my  formatioa— 
where  the  lights  and  shades  in  mj  eharaeler 
were  intended.  I  was  pretty  confident  my  poems 
would  meet  with  some  applause ;  but,  at  the 
worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen 
the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of  Vest 
Indian  scenes  make  me  forget  neglect.  I  thrtw 
off  six  hundred  copies,  of  which  I  had  got  sub* 
scriptions  for  about  three  hundred  and  filfy.— 
My  vanity  was  highly  gratified  by  the  reoeptioB 
I  met  with  f^om  the  public;  and  ^asides  I 
pocketed,  all  expenses  deducted,  nea^  twenty 
pounds.  This  sum  came  very  seasonably,  aa  I 
was  thinking  of  indenting  myself,  for  want  of 
money  to  procure  my  passage.  As  soon  as  I 
was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  waft- 
ing me  to  the  torrid  sone,  I  took  a  steerage  pas- 
sage in  the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the 
Clyae,  for 

"  Hoogry  mia  had  dm  ia  the  wiad.** 

I  had  been  for  some  days  skulk&ig  frcm. 
covert  to  covert,  under  all  the  terrors  of  a  jail; 
as  some  ill-adrised  people  had  uncoupled  the 
merciless  pack  of  the  law  at  my  he^.    I  had 
taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  IHends;  my 
chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock ;  I  had  com- 
posed the  last  song  I  should  erer  measure  In 
Caledonia — <*The  gloomy  night  is  gathering 
fast,"  when  a  letter  fhim  Dr.  Blaeklock  to  a 
friend  of  mine,  overthrew  all  my  schemes,  by 
opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic  ambition. 
The  doctor  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics  for  whose 
applause  I  had  not  dared  to  hope.  His  opiidoo, 
that  I  wqpld  meet  %ith   encouragement  in 
Edinburgh  for  a  second  edition,  fiired  me  so 
much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city,  without 
a  single  acquaintanee,  or  a  single  letter  of  in- 
troduction.   The  baneftil  star  that  had  so  long 
shed  its  blasting  influence  in  my  senith,  for  once 
made  a  rcTolution  to  the  nadir;  and  a  kind 
Proridenee   placed  me  under  the  patronage 
of  one  of  the  noblest  of  men,  the  Earl  of  Olen- 
cairn.      OuNk'moif  ffrwnd  JHeu^  ii  jtmm  Je 
VouHie! 

I  need  relate  no  farther.  At  Edinburgh  I 
was  in  a  new  world ;  I  mingled  among  man  j 
classes  of  men,  but  all  of  them  new  to  me,  aiul 
I  was  all  attention  to  "  catch"  the  charactera 
and  "  the  manners  living  as  they  rise.**  Wh^. 
ther  I  have  profited,  time  will  show. 

*  «  *  • 
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3ij  moat  respeetftil  eompHments  to  Miss  Wil- 
Umdm.  Her  tstj  elegant  »nd  friendly  letter  I 
CMUMt  answer  at  present,  as  my  presence  is  re- 
^niaite  in  Edinbnrgli,  and  I  set  ont  to-morrow. 

B.B. 


LXXY. 

TO  BOBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ., 

BXBBTWILL  DUITSB. 

[Tins  eharmeteriitie  letter  wu  fint  pabliahed  by  Sir 
Baitie  Nteolai ;  othera,  etill  more  characteristic,  ad- 
dre«ee4  to  the  eaine  f  entlenuuii  are  abroad :  bow  thej 
eecaped  from  prirate  keeping  ia  a  aort  of  a  riddle.] 

Mdinhujyh,  23<f  ^tf^iM^,  1787. 

*<  Aa  I  gaed  op  to  Donie 
To  warp  a  pickle  yarO| 
Robin,  nlly^bodj,  ^ 

He  gat  me  wi'  baira." 

FnoM  henceforth,  my  dear  Sir,  I  am  deter- 
mined to  set  off  with  my  letters  like  the  period- 
ical writers,  tIl  prefix  a  kind  of  text,  qaoted 
from  some  classic  of  nndoabted  authority,  such 
as  the  nnthor  of  the  immortal  piece,  of  which 
my  text  is  »  part  What  I  have  to  say  on  my 
text  is  exhausted  in  a  letter  which  I  wrote  yon 
the  other  day,  before  I  had  the  pleasure  of  re- 
ceiring  yours  from  Inverkeithing ;  and  sure 
nereir  was  anything  more  lucky,  as  I  haTe  but 
the  time  to  write  this,  that  Mr.  Niool,  on  the 
oppoflite  side  of  the  table,  takes  to  correct  a 
proof-sheet  of  a  thesis.  They  are  gabbling 
Latin  so  loud  that  I  cannot  hear  what  my  own 
soul  is  saying  in  my  owA^knll,  so  I  .must  Just 
giTS  yon  a  matter-of-fact  sentence  or  two,  and 
end,  if  time  permit,  with  a  Terse  de  rei  genera- 
tione.  To-morrow  I  leaTe  Edinburgh  in  a 
chaise;  Nicol  thinks  it  more  comfbrtable  than 
horseback,  to  which  I  say,  Amen;  so  Jenny 
Oeddfts  goes  home  to  Ayrshire,  to  use  a  phrase 
of  my  mother's,  wi'  her  finger  in  her  mouth. 

How  for  a  modest  Terse  of  classical  authority: 

The  eats  like  kitchen ; 

Tlie  dogs  like  broo ; 
The  lasses  like  the  lads  weel« 

And  th*  auld  ihtos  too. 

OHOBUB. 

And  we*re  a*  noddin. 

Kid,  nid,  noddin, 
Ws*re  a'  n9ddin  fou  at  e'en. 


If  this  does  not  please  you,  let  me  hear  from 
you ;  if  you  write  any  time  before  the  Ist  of 
September,  direct  to  Inyemess,  to  be  left  at  the 
post-office  till  called  for;  the  next  week  at 
Aberdeen,  the  next  at  Edinburgh. 

The  sheet  is  done,  and  I  shall  just  conclude 
with  assuring  you  that 

I  am,  and  oyer  with  pride  shall  be. 

My  dear  Sir,  &c. 

B.B. 

Coll  your  boy  what  you  think  propei^  only 
interject  Bums.  What  do  you  say  to  a  Scrip- 
ture name?  Zimri  Bums  Ainslie,  or  Archito- 
phel,  &c.,  look  your  Bible  for  these  two  heroes, 
if  you  do  this,  I  will  repay  the  compliment. 


LXXVI. 


TO  MR.   ROBERT  MUIR. 

[No  Scotaman  will  ever  read,  withont  emotion,  the 
poet'a  words  in  thia  letter,  and  in  "  Scota  wha  hae  wi 
Wallace  bled,"  aboat  Bannockbam  and  ita  glories.] 

StirUnif,  2Qih  Augutt,  1787. 
Mt  dxab  Sib, 

I  nrTEMDKD  to  hare  written  you  from  Edin- 
burgh, and  now  write  you  from  Stirling  to  make 
an  excuse.  Here  am  I,  on  my  way  to  luTcr- 
ness,  with  a  truly  ovginal,  but  very  worthy 
man,  a  Mr.  Nicol,  one  of  the  masters  of  the 
High-school,  in  Edinburgh.  I  left  Auld  Reekie 
yesterday  morning,  and  haye  passed,  besides 
by-excursions,  Linlithgow,  Borrowstonness^  Fal- 
kirk, and  here  am  I  undoubtedly.  This  morn- 
ing I  knelt  at  the  tomb  of  Sir  John  the  Qrahamt 
the  gallant  friend  of  the  immortal  Wallace; 
and  two  hours  ago  I  said  a  ferrent  prayer, 
for  Old  Caledonia,  oyer  the  hole  in  a  blue  whin- 
stone,  where  Robert  de  Bruce  fixed  his  royal 
standard  on  the  banks  of  Bannockbum ;  and  just 
now,  from  StirUng  Castle,  I  haye  seen  by  the 
setting  sun  the  glorious  prospect  of  the  windings 
of  Forth  through  the  rich  oarse  of  Stirling,  and 
skirting  the  equally  rich  carse  of  FaUdrk.  The 
orops  are  yery  strong,  but  so  yery  late,  that 
there  is  no  haryest,  except  a  ridge  or  two  per- 
haps in  ten  miles,  all  the  way  I  have  trayelled 
fr^m  Edinburgh. 

I  left  Andrew  Bruce  and  fionily  all  welL  I 
will  be  at  least  three  weeks  in  making  my  tour, 
as  I  shall  return  by  the  coast,  and  haye  many 
people  to  call  for. 
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My  best  compliments  to  Charles,  our  dear 
kinsman  and  fellow-saint ;  and  Messrs.  W.  and 
H.  Parkers.  I  Hope  Hughoo  is  going  on  and 
prospering  with  God  and  Bliss  M'Causlin. 

If  I  conld  think  on  anything  sprightly,  I  shonld 
let  yon  hear  every  other  post ;  but  a  dull,  mat- 
ter-of-fact business,  like  this  scrawl,  the  less 
and  seldomer  one  writes,  the  better. 

Among  other  matters-of-faot  I  shall  add  this, 
that  I  am  and  ever  shall  be, 

My  dear  Sir, 

Tour  obliged, 

B.  B. 


Lxxyn. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ. 

[It  ii  rappoMd  that  the  warmth  of  the  lover  came  in 
this  letter  to  the  aid  of  the  imagination  of  the  poet,  in  his 
aeeonnt  of  Charlotte  Hamilton.] 

SdrUn^,  2Bth  Auffutt,  1787. 
Mt  beae  Sib, 
Hs&B  am  I  on  my  way  to  Inremess.  I  have 
rambled  over  the  rich,  fertile  oarses  of  Falkirk 
and  Sterling,  and  am  delighted  with  their  ap- 
pearance :  richly  waving  crops  of  wheat,  barley, 
&c.,  but  no  harvest  at  all  yet,  except,  in  one  or 
two  places,  an  old  wife's  ridge.  Yesterday 
morning  I  rode  from  this  town  up  the  meander- 
ing Devon's  banks,  to  pay  my  respects  to  some 
Ayrshire  folks  at  Harvieston.  After  breakfast, 
we  made  a  party  tb  go  and  see  the  famous  Cau- 
dron-linn,  a  remarkable  cascade  in  the  Devon, 
about  five  miles  above  Harvieston;  and  after 
spending  one  of  the  most  pleasant  days  I  ever 
had  in  my  life,  I  returned  to  Stirling  in  the 
evening.  They  are  a  family.  Sir,  though  I  had 
not  had  any  prior  tie;  though  they  had  not 
been  the  brother  and  sisters  of  a  certain  gene- 
rous friend  of  mine,  I  would  never  forget  them. 
I  am  told  you  have  not  seen  them  these  several 
years,  so  you  can  have  very  littie  idea  of  what 
these  young  folks  are  now.  Your  brother  is  as 
tall  as  you  are,  but  slender  rather  than  other- 
wise ;  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  inform  you 
that  he  is  getting  the  better  of  those  consump- 
tive symptoms  which  I  suppose  you  know  were 
threatening  him.  His  make,  and  particularly 
his  manner,  resemble  you,  but  he  will  still  have 
a  finer  face.  (I  put  in  the  word  tHU  to  please 
Mrs.  Hamilton.)  Good  sense,  modesty,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  just  idea  of  that  respect  that 


man  owes  to  man,  and  has  a  right  in  his  tun 
to  exact,  are  striking  features  in  his  charac- 
ter ;  and,  what  with  me  is  the  Alpha  and  the 
Omega,  he  has  a  heart  that  might  adorn  the 
breast  of  a  poet !  Grace  has  a  good  figure,  and 
the  look  of  health  and  cheerfulness,  but  oe- 
thing  else  remarkable  in  her  person.  I  scareelj 
ever  saw  so  striking  a  likeness  as  is  between 
her  and  your  littie  Beenie ;  the  mouth  and  chin 
particularly.  She  is  reserved  at  first;  butts 
we  grew  better  acquainted,  I  was  delighted  with 
the  native  frankness  of  her  manner,  and  the 
sterling  sense  of  her  observation.  Of  Charlotts 
I  cannot  speak  in  common  terms  of  admiration: 
she  is  not  only  beautiftil  but  lovely.  Her  fonn 
is  elegant ;  her  features  not  regular,  but  thty 
have  the  smile  of  sweetness  and  the  settled 
complacency  of  good  nature  in  the  highest 
degree ;  and  her  complexion,  now  that  she  baa 
happily  recovered  her  wonted  health,  is  equal 
to  Miss  Burnet's.  After  the  exercise  of  our 
riding  to  the  Falls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr. 
Donne's  mistress  :^ 


'"  Her  pure  and  eloqaent  blood 


Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wrooirht. 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thonght." 

Her  eyes  are  fascinating;  at  once  ezpressite 
of  good  sense,  tenderness,  and  a  noble  mind. 

I  do  not  give  you  all  this  account,  my  good 
Sir,  to  flatter  you.    I  mean  it  to  reproach  you. 
Such  relations  the  first  peer  in  the  realm  might 
own  with  pride ;  then  why  do  you  not  keep  up 
more  correspondence  with  these  so  amiable 
young  folks?    I  had  a  thousand  questions  to 
answer  about  you.    I  had  to  describe  the  littie 
ones  with  the  minut^ess  of  anatomy.    They 
were  highly  delighted  when  I  told  them  th&t 
John  was  so  good  a  boy,  and  so  fine  a  scholar, 
and  that  Willie  was  going  on  still  very  pretty ; 
but  I  have  it  in  commission  to  tell  bar  frea 
them  that  beauty  is  a  poor  silly  bauble  withoat 
she  be  good.     Miss  Chalmers  I  had  left  in 
Edinburgh,  but  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
Mrs.  Chalmers,  only  Lady  Mackenzie   being 
rather  a  littie  alarmingly  ill  of  a  sore  throat 
somewhat  marred  our  enjoyment 

I  shall  not  be  in  Ayrshire  for  four  vreeki. 
My  most  respectAil  compliments  to  Mrs.  Ham- 
ilton, Miss  Kennedy,  and  Doctor  Mackenxie. 
I  shall  probably  write  him  from  some  etage  or 

other. 

I  am  ever.  Sir, 

Yours  most  grateAxlly, 

&.  B 


4 


OF  BOBERT  BUBNS. 
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IJUTIU. 
TO  MR.  WALKEB, 

BLAIB  or  ATBOLE. 

(PfofewoT  Walk«r  was  •  utiva  of  Ayrahira,  and  an 
Aooonpliabad  icbolar ;  ha  nw  Ban»  often  in  Edinburgh ; 
ba  saw  hiffl  at  tha  Eail  of  Athors  on  the  Braar ;  ha  yialtad 
him  too  at  Dnmfriaa ;  and  aAar  tha  copyright  of  Cnrria'a 
•ditioa  o(  tha  poat'a  worka  aan»irad,  ba  wrota,  Vdth  mneh 
tuto  and  fealing,  bta  liTa  anaw,  and  aditad  hia  worka— 
wbai  paaaad  aadar  hia  own  obaarration  ha  ralatad  vrith 
tattkaadaaaa.] 


Itwemeuj  M  Sg^tmber,  1787. 

Ut  DIAB  SiK, 

I RATB  jast  time  to  write  the  foregoing,'  and 
to  tell  70a  that  it  wee  (at  least  most  part  of  it) 
the  effibion  of  an  half-hour  I  spent  at  Bmar^ 
I  do  not  mean  it  was  extempore,  for  I  hare 
fodeaTonred  to  bmsh  it  up  as  well  as  Mr. 
Kxeors  ehat  and  the  jogging  of  the  chaise  would 
allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal,  as 
rhjme  is  the  coin  with  which  a  poet  pays  his 
debts  of  honour  or  gratitude.  What  I  owe  to 
the  noble  family  of  Athol,  of  the  first  kind, 
I  shall  ever  proudly  boast ;  what  I  owe  of  the 
last,  so  help  me  Qod  in  my  hour  of  need  I  I 
■hall  never  forget. 

The  **  little  angeUband !"  I  declare  I  prayed 
for  them  very  sincerely  toniay  at  the  Fall  of 
Fyers.  I  shall  ncTcr  forget  the  fine  family* 
piece  I  saw  at  Blair;  the  amiable,  the  truly 
noble  duchess,  with  her  smiling  little  seraph  in 
her  lap,  at  the  head  of  the  table ;  the  lorely 
'^oHto  plants,"  as  the  Hebrew  bard  finely  sayst 
round  the  happy  mother:  the  beautiAil  Mrs. 
G— ;  the  lovely  sweet  Miss  C,  &o.  I  wish  I 
had  the  powers  of  Guido  to  do  them  Justice  1 
Hy  Lord  Duke's  kind  hospitality — markedly 
kind  indeed.  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray's  charms 
of  eonversation — Sir  W.  Murray's  friendship. 
In  short,  the  recollection  of  all  that  polite, 
agreeable  company  raises  an  honest  glow  in  my 
bosom. 


LXXIX. 
TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

[Tha  lattara  of  Robart  to  Oilbart  are  naithar  many  nor 
inqportant:  the  lattar  waa  a  calm,  eonaidarata,  aaaaibla 
Biaa,  with  nothing  poatie  in  hia  eompoaition :  ha  diad 
talfttyi  inach  and  widely  raipaetad.] 

>  Tha  Hambia  Patition  of  Braar- watar 


Edmburgh^  Vlth  Sqttember,  1787. 
Mt  nsAR  Brothis, 

I  ABRiTin  here  safe  yesterday  erening,  after 
a  tour  of  twenty-two  days,  and  trayelling  near 
six  hun<^d  miles,  windings  included.  My 
farthest  stretch  was  about  ten  miles  beyond 
luTemess.  I  went  through  the  heart  of  the 
Highlands  by  Crieff,  Taymouth,  the  famous  seat 
of  Lord  Breadalbane,  down  the  Tay,  among 
cascades  and  druidical  circles  of  stones,  to 
Dunkeld,  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Athol ;  thence 
across  the  Tay,  and  up  one  of  his  tributary 
streams  to  Blair  of  Athole,  another  of  the 
duke's  seats,  where  I  had  the  honour  of  spend- 
ing nearly  two  days  with  his  grace  and  family ; 
thence  many  miles  through  a  wild  country, 
among  cliffs  gray  with  eternal  snows  and  gloomy 
sayage  glens,  till  I  crossed  Spey  and  went  down 
the  stream  through  Strathspey,  so  famous  in 
Scottish  music ;  Badenoch,  Ac,  till  I  reached 
Grant  Castle,  where  I  spent  half  a  day  with 
Sir  James  Grant  and  family ;  and  then  crossed 
the  country  for  Fort  George,  but  called  by  the 
way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat  of  Macbeth ; 
there  I  saw  the  identical  bed,  in  which  tradition 
says  king  Duncan  was  murdered :  lastly,  from 
Fort  George  to  luTerness. 

I  returned  by  the  coast,  through  Nairn,  Forres, 
and  so  on,  to  Aberdeen,  thence  to  StonehiTC, 
where  James  Bumess,  from  Montrose,  met  me 
by  appointment.  I  spent  two  days  among  our 
relations,  and  found  our  aunts,  Jean  and  Isabel, 
still  alire,  and  hale  old  women.  John  Cairn, 
though  bom  the  same  ye^  with  our  father, 
walks  as  rigorously  as  I  can :  they  have  had 
seyeral  letters  from  his  son  in  New  York.  Wil- 
liam Brand  is  likewise  a  stout  old  fellow ;  but 
further  particulars  I  delay  till  I  see  you,  which 
will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks.  The  rest  of  my 
stages  are  not  worth  rehearsing:  warm  as  I 
was  from  Ossian's  country,  where  I  had  seen 
his  very  grave,  what  cared  I  for  fishing- towns 
or  fertile  carses  ?  I  slept  at  the  famous  Brodie 
of  Brodie's  one  night,  and  dined  at  Gordon  Cas- 
tle next  day,  with  the  duke,  duchess  and  fami- 
ly. I  am  thinking  to  cause  my  old  mare  to  meet 
me,  by  means  of  John  Ronald,  at  Glasgow ;  but 
you  shall  hear  farther  Arom  me  before  I  leave 
Edinburgh.  My  duty  and  many  compliments 
from  the  north  to  my  mother ;  and  my  brotherly 
compliments  to  the  rest.  I  have  been  trying  for 
a  berth  for  William,  but  am  not  likely  to  be  sue- 
cessfttL    FarewelL  R.  B. 
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LXXX. 
TO  MISS  MARGARET   CHALMERS. 

(now  KB8.  BAT.) 

[To  Margaret  Chalraera,  the  yoangest  daughter  of 
James  Chalmera,  Esq.,  of  Fingland,  it  is  said  that  Bums 
confided  his  affeotion  to  Charlotte  Hamilton :  his  letters 
to  Miss  Chalmers,  like  those  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  are  dis- 
tinguished for  their  good  sense  and  delicacy  as  well  as 
freedom.] 

Sept  26,  1787. 

I  BIND  Charlotte  the  first  number  of  the 
Bongs ;  I  would  not  wait  for  the  second  number; 
I  hate  delays  in  little  marks  of  friendship,  as  I 
hate  dissimulation  in  the  language  of  the  heart. 
I  am  determined  to  pay  Charlotte  a  poetic  com- 
pliment, if  I  could  hit  on  some  glorious  old 
Scotch  air,  in  number  second.  ^  You  will  see  a 
small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper  in  Ube  book : 
but  though  Dr.  Blacklock  commended  it  rery 
highly,  I  am  not  just  satisfied  with  it  myself.  I 
intend  to  make  it  a  description  of  some  kind : 
the  whining  cant  of  lore,  except  in  real  pas- 
sion, and  by  a  masterly  hand,  is  to  me  as  insuf- 
ferable as  the  preaching  cant  of  old  Father 
Smeaton,  whig-minis^r  at  Kilmaurs.  Darts, 
flames,  cupids,  Iotcs,  graces,  and  all  that  far- 
rago, are  just  a  Mauchline  *  *  *  *  a  senseless 
rabble. 

I  got  an  excellent  poetic  epistle  yesternight 
from  the  old,  venerable  author  of  "  TuUochgo- 
rum,"  "  John  of  Badenyon,"  &c.  I  suppose  you 
know  he  is  a  clergyman.  It  is  by  far  the  finest 
poetic  compliment  I  erer  got  I  will  send  you 
a  copy  of  it 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to  Dumfries,  to 
wait  on  Mr.  Miller  about  his  farms. — ^Do  tell 
that  to  Lady  Mackenzie,  that  she  may  give  me 
credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  "I  Wisdom  dwell 
with  Prudence."  What  a  blessed  fire-side! 
How  happy  should  I  be  to  pass  a  winter  eyening 
under  their  yenerable  roof  I  and  smoke  a  pipe 
of  tobacco,  or  drink  water-gruel  with  them  I 
What  solemn,  lengthened,  laughter-quashing 
gravity  of  phiz !  What  sage  remarks  on  the 
good-for-nothing  sons  and  daughters  of  india- 
oretion  and  folly  t  And  what  frugal  lessons,  as 
we  straitened  the  fire-side  circle,  on  the  uses  of 
the  poker  and  tongs  I 

Miss  N.  is  very  well,  and  begs  to  be  remem- 
bered in  the  old  way  to  you.  I  used  all  my  elo- 
quence,  all  the  persuasive  flourishes   of  the 

>  Ofthe  Scots  Mnsical  Museum. 


hand,  and  heart-melting  modulation  of  periods 
in  my  power,  to  urge  her  out  to  Harviestoo,  but 
all  in  vain.  My  rhetoric  seems  qute  to  have  lo«t 
its  efiect  on  the  lovely  half  of  mankind.  I  have 
seen  the  day — ^butthat  is  a  "  tale  of  other  years,** 
— In  my  conscience  I  believe  that  my  heart  has 
been  so  oft  on  fire  that  it  is  absolutely  vitrified. 
I  look  on  the  sex  with  something  like  the  admi- 
ration with  which  I  regard  the  ataxry  aky  in  a 
frosty  December  night  I  admire  the  beauty 
of  the  Creator's  workmanship ;  I  am  charmed 
with  the  wild  but  graceful  eccentricity  of  their 
motions,  and — wish  them  good  night  I  mean 
this  with  respect  to  a  certain  passion  dont  fai 
eu  Vhonnewr  d'itre  un  muerabU  etelave :  as  for 
friendship,  you  and  Charlotte  have  given  me 
pleasure,  permanent  pleasure,  **  which  the  world 
cannot  give,  nor  take  away,"  I  hope ;  and  which 

will  outlast  the  heavens  and  the  earth. 

R.B. 


LXXXI. 

TO  MISS  MARGARET  CHALMERa 

[That  fine  song,  **  The  Banks  of  the  Devon,"  dediated 
to  the  charms  of  Charlotte  Haniiltoat  w»b  unrloert  ia  the 
following  letter.] 

I  BATi  been  at  DumfHes,  and  at  one  visit  more 
shall  be  decided  about  a  farm  in  that  country. 
I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it ;  but  as  my  brother 
is  an  excellent  farmer,  and  la,  beaides,  an  ex- 
ceedingly prudent,  sober  man  (qualities  which 
are  only  a  younger  brother's  fortune  in  our 
family),  I  am  determined,. if  my  Dumfriee  bu- 
siness fail  me,  to  return  into  partnexaUp  wit^ 
him,  and  at  our  leisure  take  another  farm  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

I  assure  you  I  look  for  high  complimentalirom 
you  and  Charlotte  on  this  very  sage  instance  of 
my  unfathomable,  incomprehensible  wisdom* 
I  Talking  of  Charlotte,  I  must  tell  her  that  I  have. 
to  the  best  of  my  power,  paid  her  a  poetic  com* 
pliment,  now  completed.  The  air  is  admlrabl«  : 
true  old  Highland.  It  was  the  tune  of  a  Gaelio 
song,  which  an  Inverness  lady  sung  me  when  I 
was  there ;  and  I  was  so  charmed  with  it  that  I 
begged  her  to  write  me  a  set  of  it  from  her  sxs^ 
ing;  for  it  had  never  been  set  before.  I  aan 
fixed  that  it  shall  go  in  Johnson's  next  QUMber  s 
so  Charlotte  and  you  need  not  spend  yoor  pre- 
cious time  in  contradicting  me.  I  won't  say  the 
poetry  is  first-rate ;  thoughl  am  oottviaood  ti  Im 
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very  well ;  and,  irhai  is  not  alwayB  the  case  with 
coDipUments  to  ladies,  it  is  not  only  sincere, 
bat  just  R.  B. 


LXZXn. 
TO  JAMES  HOT,  ESa 

OOBDOV  OASTLB. 

(Jiiiie*  Hoy,  libramn  of  Gordon  Cattle,  was,  it  it 
Bid,  tlie  ffeDtlenuui  wlram  hii  |^ee  of  Gordon  tent  with 
a  maMBfo  inviting  in  vain  tliat  <*  obstinate  aon  of  Latin 
pro**,**  Nieol,  to  stop  and  enjoy  himaelf.] 


6nt 


Edmburgk,  20(A  OcUAtr,  1787. 


I  wii*t*  defend  my  conduct  in  giving  you  this 
trouble,  on  the  best  of  Christian  principles — 
**  Wbatsoeyer  ye  would  that  men  should  do  unto 
you,  do  ye  even  so  unto  them." — ^I  shall  cer- 
tainly, among  my  legacies,  leave  my  latest  curse 
lo  that  unlucky  predicament  which  hurried — 
tore  me  away  from  Castle  Gordon.  May  that 
obstinate  son  of  Latin  prose  [Nicol]  be  curst  to 
Scotch  mile  periods,  and  damned  to  seven  league 
paragraphs ;  while  Declension  and  Conjugation, 
Gender,  Number,  and  Time,  under  the  ragged 
banners  of  Dissonance  and  Disarrangement,  eter- 
nally rank  against  him  in  hostile  array. 

Allow  me.  Sir,  to  strengthen  the  small  claim  I 
have  to  your  acquaintance,  by  the  following  re- 
quest. An  engraver,  James  Johnson,  in  Edin- 
bargb«  has,  not  from  mercenary  views,  but  from 
an  iKmeet,  Scotch  enthusiasm,  set  about  collect- 
ing bU  our  native  songs  and  setting  them  to 
musie;  particularly  those  that  have  never  been 
set  before.  Clarke,  the  well  known  musician, 
presidea  over  the  musical  arrangement,  and  Drs. 
Beauie  and  BlacUock,  Mr.  TyUer,  of  Wood- 
booBelee,  and  your  humble  servant  to  the  utmost 
of  his  small  power,  assist  in  collecting  the  old 
poetry,  or  sometimes  for  a  fine  ur  make  a  stanxa, 
when  it  has  no  words.  The  brats,  too  tedious 
i»  moition,  claim  a  parental  pang  from  my  bard- 
ship.  I  suppose  it  will  appear  in  Johnson's  se- 
conil  number — ^the  first  was  published  before  my 
acquaintance  with  him.  My  request  is — **  Cauld 
Kail  In  Aberdeen,"  is  one  intended  for  this 
Bumber,  and  I  beg  a  copy  of  his  Grace  of  Gor- 
don's wor<b  to  it,  which  you  were  so  kind  as  to 
repeat  to  me.  You  may  be  tore  we  won't  pre- 
fix tke  author's  name,  except  you  like,  though  I 
look  on  it  as  no  small  merit  to  this  work  that  the 
namee  of  many  of  the  authors  of  our  old  Scotch 
BOB|^  namee  almost  forgotten,  will  be  inserted. 


I  do  not  well  know  where  to  write  to  you-— I 
rather  write  at  you ;  but  if  you  will  be  so  oblig- 
ing, immediately  on  receipt  of  this,  as  to  write 
me  a  few  lines,  I  shall  perhaps  pay  you  in  kind, 
though  not  in  quality.  Johnson's  terms  are : — 
each  number  a  handsome  pocket  volume,  to  con- 
sist at  least  of  a  hundred  Scotch  songs,  wiUi 
basses  for  the  harpsichord,  &o.  The  price  to 
subscribers  6s. ;  to  non-subscribers  6s.  He  will 
have  three  numbers  I  conjecture. 

My  direction  for  two  or  three  weeks  will  be  at 
Mr.  William  Cruikshank's,  St.  James's-square, 

New-toVn,  Edinburgh. 

I  ani« 

Sir, 

Tour's  to  command, 

B.B. 


Lzzxni. 

TO  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 

(The  Bonga  of  "  Tnllochgomm,**  and  «  John  of  Badea^ 
yon,"  liave  made  the  name  of  Skinner  dear  to  ail  loven 
of  Scottish  veme :  he  Mraa  a  man  cheerfnl  and  pionai  nor 
did  the  family  talent  expire  with  him :  his  son  became 
Bishop  of  Aberdeen.] 

Edinburgh^  October  25,  1787. 
RiYxuxn  AND  Vbnkaablb  Six, 
AcoxPT,  in  plain  dull  prose,  my  most  sincere 
thanks  for  the  best  poetical  compliment  I  ever 
received.  I  assure  you,  Sir,  as  a  poet,  you 
have  conjured  up  an  airy  demon  of  vanity  in 
my  fancy,  which  the  best  abilities  in  your  other 
capacity  would  be  Ul  able  to  lay.  I  regret,  and 
while  I  live  I  shall  regret,  that  when  I  was  in 
the  north,  I  had  not  the  pleasure  of  paying  a 
younger  brother's  dutiful  respect  to  the  author 
of  the  best  Scotch  song  ever  Scotland  saw— • 
"  Tullochgorum's  my  delight  I"  The  world  may 
think  slightingly  of  the  craft  of  song-making, 
if  they  please,  but,  as  Job  says — "Oh!  that 
mine  adversary  had  written  a  book  I" — ^let  them 
try.  There  is  a  certain  something  in  the  old 
Scotch  songs,  a  wild  happiness  of  thought  and  ex- 
pression, which  peculiarly  marks  them,  not  only 
from  English  songs,  but  also  from  the  modem 
efforts  of  song-wrights  in  our  native  manner  and 
language.  The  only  remains  of  this  enchantment, 
these  spells  of  the  imagination,  rests  with  you« 
Our  true  brother,  Ross  of  Lochlee,  was  like- 
wise "owre  cannie"  —  a  "wild  warlock"^ 
but  now  he  sings  among  the  *'  sons  of  the  morn- 


ing. 


I* 


I  have  often  wished,  and  will  certainly  endoa- 
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TOur  to  form  a  kind  of  common  acquaintance 
among  all  the  genuine  sons  of  Caledonian  song. 
The  world,  busy  in  low  prosaic  pursuits,  may 
OTerlook  most  of  us;  but  ''rcTerence  thyself." 
The  world  is  not  our  peerif  so  we  challenge  the 
jury.  We  can  lash  that  world,  and  find  our- 
selres  a  yery  great  source  of  amusement  and 
happiness  independent  of  that  world. 

There  is  a  work  going  on  in  Edinburgh,  just 
now,  which  claims  your  best  assistance.  An 
engraver  in  this  town  has  set  about  collecting 
and  publishing  all  the  Scotch  songs,  with  the 
music,  that  can  be  found.  Songs  in  the  English 
language,  if  by  Scotchmen,  are  admitted,  but 
the  music  must  all  be  Scotch.  Prs.  Beattie  and 
Blacklock  are  lending  a  hand,  and  the  first  mu- 
sician in  town  presides  over  that  department. 
I  have  been  absolutely  crazed  about  it,  collect- 
ing old  stanzas,  and  eyery  information  respect- 
ing their  origin,  authors,  &g.  &o.  This  last  is 
but  a  yery  fragment  business ;  but  at  the  end  of 
his  second  number — the  first  is  already  published 
— a  small  account  will  be  giyen  of  the  authors, 
particularly  to  preserve  those  of  latter  times. 
Your  three  songs,  '* Tullochgorum,"  "John  of 
Budenyon,"  and  "Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn," 
go  in  this  second  number.  I  was  determined, 
before  I  got  your  letter,  to  write  you,  begging 
that  you  would  let  me  know  where  the  editions 
of  these  pieces  may  be  found,  as  you  would  wish 
them  to  continue  in  future  times :  and  if  you 
would  be  so  kind  to  this  undertaking  as  send 
any  songs,  of  your  own  or  others,  that  you  would 
think  proper  to  publish,  your  name  will  be  in- 
serted among  the  other  authors, — <'Nill  ye,  wiU' 
ye."  One  half  of  Scotiand  already  give  your 
songs  to  other  authors.  Paper  is  done.  I  beg 
to  hear  from  you ;  the  sooner  the  better,  as  I 
leave  Edinburgh  in  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks. — 
I  am, 

With  the  warmest  sincerity.  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  servant, — ^B.  B. 


LXXXIV. 
TO  JAMES  HOY,   ESQ. 

AT  QOBDON  CASTLB,  70CBABBB8. 

[In  singleness  of  heart  and  simplicity  of  manners  James 
Boy  is  said,  by  one  who  knew  him  well,  to  have  rivalled 
Dominie  Sampson :  his  love  of  learning  and  his  •corn  of 
wea.th  are  stiU  remembered  to  his  honour.] 


JEdMurffh,  Qth  Nwtmher,  1787. 
DxAB  Sib, 

I  wovLD  have  wrote  you  immediately  on  re« 
ceipt  of  your  kind  letter,  but  a  mixed  impalse 
of  gratitude  and  esteem  whispered  me  that  I 
ought  to  send  yon  sometiung  by  way  of  reton. 
When  a  poet  owes  anything,  particnlarly  wIma 
he  is  indebted  for  good  offices,  the  payment  thai 
usually  recurs  to  him — the  only  coin  indeed  ia 
which  he  probably  is  conrersant— is  ihym^ 
Johnson  sends  the  books  by  the  fly,  as  directed, 
and  begs  me  to  enclose  his  most  grateful  thanks: 
my  return  I  intended  should  have  been  one  or 
two  poetic  bagatelles  which  the  world  have  not 
seen,  or,  perhaps,  for  obvious  reasons,  cannot 
see.  These  I  shall  send  you  before  I  leaTs 
Edinburgh.  They  may  make  you  laugh  a  little, 
which,  on  the  whole,  is  no  bad  way  of  spending 
one's  precious  hours  and  still  more  preelottt 
breath:  at  any  rate,  they  will  be,  though  a 
small,  yet  a  very  sincere  mark  of  my  respectful 
esteem  for  a  gentieman  whose  further  acquaint- 
ance I  should  look  upon  as  a  peculiar  obliga- 
tion. 

The  duke's  song,  independent  totally  of  his 
dukeship,  charms  me.  There  is  I  know  not 
what  of  wild  happiness  of  thought  and  ezpnsd- 
sion  peculiarly  beautiful  in  the  old  Scottish  suag 
style,  of  which  his  Qrace,  old  venerable  Skinner, 
the  author  of  **  Tullochgorum,"  &c.,  and  the  lite 
Ross,  at  Lochlee,  of  true  Scottish  poetic  memorf , 
are  the  only  modem  instances  that  I  recollect, 
since  Ramsay  with  his  contemporaries,  and  poor 
Bob  Fergusson,  went  to  the  world  of  deathless 
existence  and  truly  immortal  song.  The  mob 
of  mankind,  that  many-headed  beast,  would 
laugh  at  so  serious  a  speech  about  an  old  song; 
but  as  Job  says,  <<  0  that  mine  adversary  had 
written  %  book  I"  Those  who  think  that  com- 
posing  a  Scotch  song  is  a  trifling  business — ^let 
them  try. 

I  wish  my  Lord  Duke  would  pay  a  proper  at* 

tention  to  the  Christian  admonition — **  liide  oet 

your  candle  under  a  bushel,"  but  **)et  your 

light  shine  before  men."    I  could  name  half  » 

dozen  dukes  that  I  guess  are  a  deviliah  deal 

worse  employed :  nay,  I  question  if  there  are 

half  a  dozen  better :  perhaps  there  are  not  half 

that  scanty  number  whom  Heaven  has  favoared 

with  the  tuneful,  happy,  and,  I  will  say,  glaric^zs 

gift 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  obliged  humble  Mrrant, 
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Lxzxy. 

TO  MB.  BOBEBT  AINSLIB, 

BDIVBUBOK. 

{**  I  Mt  JOB  down,"  nyi  Banii,  elsewhere,  to  Ainalie, 
^mmthm  staff  of  my  old  ege,  when  aJl  my  other  friende, 
after  a  decent  ihow  o(  pity,  will  have  forgot  me.*'] 

JEdinburijfhf  Sunday  Mormnfff 
ITov.  28, 1787. 

I  Bso,  my  dear  Sir,  yoa  would  not  make  any 
sppointment  to  take  na  to  Mr.  Ainalie's  to-night 
Ob  looking  orer  my  engagements,  constitution, 
present  state  of  my  health,  some  little  yexatious 
•oul  concerns,  &c.,  I  find  I  can't  sup  abroad  to- 
idght  I  shall  be  in  to-day  till  one  o'clock  if 
you  haye  a  leisure  hour. 

Yon  will  think  it  romantic  when  I  tell  you, 
that  I  find  the  idea  of  your  friendship  almost 
Beeessary  to  my  existence. — ^You  assume  a  pro- 
per length  of  face  in  my  bitter  hours  of  blue- 
deviliam,  and  you  laugh  ftdly  up  to  my  highest 
wishes  at  my  good  things. — ^I  don't  know  upon 
the  whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first  fellows  in 
God's  world,  but  you  are  so  to  me.  I  tell  you 
this  just  now  in  the  conyiction  that  some  in- 
equalities in  my  temper  and  manner  may  per- 
haps sometimes  make  you  suspect  that  I  am  not 
■0  warmly  as  I  ought  to  be  your  friend. 

B.  B. 


LXXXYI. 


TO  THE  BABL  OF  GLENCAIBN. 

fTbe  viewi  of  Bami  were  nlwayi  humble :  he  regarded 
m  place  in  the  ezeiee  ee  a  thing  worthy  of  paying  court 
€art  hoth  ta  veree  end  proae.] 

Edinburgh,  1787. 
Mt  Lord, 

I  K90W  your  lordship  will  disapproTO  of  my 

ideM  in  a  request  I  am  going  to  make  to  you ; 

b«t  I  haye  weighed,  long  and  seriously  weighed, 

my  dtuation,  my  hopes  and  turn  of  mind,  and 

ftm  fully  fixed  to  my  scheme  if  I  can  possibly 

tifectaate  it.    I  wish  to  get  into  the  Excise ;  I 

aas  told  that  your  lordship's  interest  will  easily 

proeare  me  the  grant  from  the  commissioners; 

and  your  lordship's  patronage  and  goodness, 

which  have  already  rescued  me  from  obscurity, 

wretchedness,  and  exile,  embolden  me  to  ask 

that  interest.    You  haye  likewise  put  it  in  my 

power  to  save  the  little  tie  of  home  that  shel- 

teired  an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three 


nsters  from  destruction.     There,  my  lord,  you 
haye  bound  me  oyer  to  the  highest  gratitude. 

My  brother's  farm  is  but  a  wretched  lease, 
but  I  think  he  will  probably  weather  out  the  re- 
maining seren  years  of  it ;  and  after  the  assist- 
ance which  I  haye  giyen  and  will  give  him,  to 
keep  the  family  together,  I  think,  by  my  guess, 
I  shall  haye  rather  better  than  two  hundred 
pounds,  and  instead  of  seeking,  what  is  almost 
impossible  at  present  to  find,  a  farm  that  I  can 
certainly  liye  by,  with  so  small  a  stock,  I  shall 
lodge  this  sum  in  a  banking-house,  a  sacred  de« 
posit,  expecting  only  the  calls  of  uncommon 
distress  or  necessitous  old  age. 

These,  my  lord,  are  my  yiews :  I  haye  resoWed 
from  the  maturest  deliberation ;  and  now  I  am 
fixed,  I  shall  leay»  no  ston^untumed  to  carry 
myresolye  into  execution.  Your  lordship's  pa- 
tronage is  the  strength  of  my  hopes ;  nor  haye 
I  yet  applied  to  anybody  else.  Indeed  my 
heart  sinks  within  me  at  the  idea  of  applying 
to  any  other  of  the  great  who  haye  honoured 
me  with  their  countenance.  I  am  ill  qualified 
to  dog  the  heels  of  greatness  with  the  imperti- 
nence of  solicitation,  and  tremble  nearly  as 
much  at  the  thought  of  the  cold  promise  as 
the  cold  denial;  but  to  your  lordship  I  haye 
not  only  the  honour,  the  comfort,  but  the  plea- 
sure of  being 

Your  lordship's  much  obliged 
And  deeply  indebted  humble  seryant, 

B.  B. 


LXXXVn. 


TO  JAMES  DALBYMPLE,  ESQ., 

OBANQXriSLD. 

[James  Dalrymple,  Eeq.,  of  Orangefield,  ^b  a  gentle- 
man  of  birth  and  poetic  taitee— he  intereeted  himielf  in 
the  fortunes  of  Boms.] 

£dinbursfh,  1787. 
DxAK  Sib, 

I  supposx  the  deyil  is  so  elated  with  his  suc- 
cess with  you  that  he  is  determined  by  a  coup 
de  main  to  complete  his  purposes  on  you  all  at 
once,  in  making  yon  a  poet  I  broke  open  the 
letter  you  sent  me ;  hummed  oyer  the  rhymes ; 
and,  as  I  saw  they  were  extempore,  said  to  my- 
self, they  were  yery  well ;  but  when  I  saw  at 
the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall  ever  yalue  with 
grateful  respect,  **  I  gapit  wide,  but  nae thing 
spak."    I  was  nearly  as  much  struck  as  the 


friends  of  Job,  of  ftflUction-bearing  momory, 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  seven  days  and 
seren  nights,  and  spake  net  a  word. 

I  am  naturally  of  a  snperstitioos  cast,  and 
as  Bo6n  as  my  wonder-scared  imagination  re- 
gained its  conscioosness,  and  resumed  its  func- 
tions, I  cast  about  what  this  mania  of  yours 
might  portend.  Hy  foreboding  ideas  had  the 
wide  stretch  of  possibility ;  and  seyeral  erents, 
great  in  their  magnitude,  and  Important  in  their 
consequences,  occurred  to  my  fancy.  The 
downfall  of  the  conclaTc,  or  the  crushing  of  the 
Cork  rumps ;  a  ducal  coronet  to  Lord  George 
Gordon  and  the  Protestant  interest;  or  St. 
Peter's  keys  to  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  ♦. 

You  want  to  know  how  I  coifie  on.  I  am  just 
in  ttatu  quo,  or,  not  It  insult  a  gentleman  with  my 
Latin,  in  "auld  use  and  wont."  The  noble 
£arl  of  Glencaim  took  me  by  the  hand  to-day, 
and  interested  himself  in  my  concerns,  with  a 
goodness  Uke  that  bencTolent  Being,  whose 
image  he  so  richly  bears.  He  is  a  stronger 
proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  than  Ay 
that  philosophy  ever  produced.  A  mind  like 
his  can  never  die.  Let  the  worshipful  squire 
H.  L.,  or  the  reverend  Mass  J.  H.  go  into  their 
primitive  nothing.  At  best,  they  are  but  ill- 
digested  lumps  of  chaos,  only  one  of  them 
strongly  tinged  with  bituminous  particles  and 
sulphureous  effluvia.  But  my  noble  patron, 
eternal  as  the  heroic  swell  of  magnanimity,  and 
the  generous  throb  of  benevolence,  shall  look 
on  with  princely  eye  at  *'  the  war  of  elements, 
the  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds." 

B.B. 


Lxxxym. 


TO  CHARLES  HAT,  ESQ., 

ADYOOATE. 

[The  vertei  enclosed  were  written  on  the  death  of  the 
Lord  President  Dundee,  at  the  suggestion  of  Charles  Hay, 
Esq.,  advocate,  aAerwards  a  judge,  under  the  title  of 
Lord  Newton.] 

SiE, 
Thb  enclosed  poem  was  written  in  consequence 
of  your  suggestion,  last  time  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  .seeing  you.  It  cost  me  an  hour  or  two  of 
next  morning's  sleep,  but  did  not  please  me ;  so 
it  lay  by,  an  ill-digested  effort,  till  the  other 
day  that  I  gave  it  a  critic  brush.  These  kind 
of  subjects  are  much  hackneyed ;  and,  besides, 


the  waiUngs  of  the  rhyming  tribe  over  the  ashes 
of  the  great  are  cursedly  suspicious,  and  out  of 
all  character  for  sincerity.  These  ideas  damped 
my  muse's  fire ;  however,  I  have  done  the  best 
I  could,  and,  at  all  events,  it  gives  me  an  oppor* 
tunity  of  declaring  that  I  have  tha  honour  te 
be,  Sir,  your  obliged  liamblt  servaat, 

R.B. 


TO  MISS  M ^N. 

[This  letter  appeared  for  the  first  time  bi  Kb*  «  Lettcn 
to  Ciarinda,*'  a  Httle  work  whidh  was  ipMdilf  n^ 
preflsed-.4t  is,  oa  the  whole, «  sort  of  Corydoa  maA  Ptel- 
lis  affair,  with  here  and  there  ezpresnoBS  too  gnphk,  wd 
passages  over- warm.  Who  the  lady  wu  is  not  1um>wi»' 
or  known  only  to  one.] 

Saturday  Hoon^  No,  2,  St.  Jam49^€  Squart^ 
New  Towt^^  EdMurgh, 

Hk&i  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam«  in  the 
stony  altitude  of  perplexed  study  for  fifteen  vex- 
atious minutes,  my  head  askew,  bending  over 
the  intended  card ;  my  fixed  eye  insensible  to 
the  very  light  of  day  poured  around ;  my  pendu^ 
lous  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hanging 
over  the  future  letter,  all  for  the  important  pur- 
pose of  writing  a  complimentary  card  to  accom- 
pany your  trinket. 

Compliment  is  such  a  miserable  Greenland  ex- 
pression, lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
from  the  torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  that  I 
cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  use  it  to  any 
person  for  whom  I  have  the  twentieth  psri  of 
the  esteem  eveiy  one  must  have  for  you  who 
knows  you. 

As  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  d^ys»  I  eaa 
give  myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  you  only 
for  a  minute.  Tuesday  evening,  some  tiin« 
about  seven  or  after,  I  shall  wait  on  you  for 
your  farewell  commands. 

The  hinge  of  your  box  I  put  into  the  hands 
of  the  proper  connoisseur.  The  broken  g;1asB, 
likewise,  went  under  review;  but  deHbeormtiTa 
wisdom  thought  it  would  too  muchendan^r  the 
whole  fabric. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

With  all  sincerity  of  enthu^ssm. 
Your  very  obedient  serrantv 
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xo. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

(Sont  doam  or  m,  it  ii  aud,  of  the  most  beantifal 
••ttan  that  Barns  ayor  wrotOi  sad  dediestad  to  the  bsaaty 
vf  Charlotte  Hamiltoo,  were  destroyed  by  that  lady,  in  a 
laumSMt  when  anger  was  too  strong  for  reflection.] 

JBdinlmrffh,  Not.  21,  1787. 

1  BATB  one  Texatioiu  fault  to  the  kindly-wel- 
eome,  well-fiUed  sheet  which  I  owe  to  your  and 
Charlotte's  goodness, — ^it  contains  too  muoh 
•ease,  sentiment,  and  good-spelling.  It  is  im- 
IKMsible  that  eyen  you  two,  whom  I  declare  to 
uj  Ood  I  will  giTe  credit  for  any  degree  of  ez- 
eaUence  the  sex  are  capable  of  attaining,  it  is 
Impossible  yon  can  go  on  to  correspond  at  that 
rate ;  so  like  those  who,  Shenstone  says,  retire 
because  they  make  a  good  speech,  I  shall,  after 
a  few  letters,  hear  no  more  of  yon.  I  insist 
tKat  yon  shall  write  whatcTer  comes  first:  what 
yon  see,  what  yon  read,  what  you  hear,  what 
yon  admire,  what  you  dislike,  trifles,  bagatelles, 
nonsense ;  or  to  fill  up  a  comer,  e'en  put  down 
a  laugh  at  full  length.  Now  none  of  your  polite 
hints  about  flattery ;  I  leare  that  to  your  loTcrs, 
if  you  have  or  shall  haye  any ;  though,  thank 
heayen,  I  haye  found  at  last  two  girls  who  can 
be  luzuriantly  happy  in  their  own  minds  and 
with  one  another,  without  that  commonly  neces- 
saiy  appendage  lo  female  bliss^A  i.otxs. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  just  two  fayourite  rest- 
ing-places for  my  soul  in  her  wanderings  through 
the  weary,  thorny  wilderness  of  this  world. 
Qod  knows  I  am  ill-fltted  for  the  struggle :  I 
^ory  in  being  a  Poet,  and  I  want  to  be  thought 
a  wis*  man — ^I  would  fondly  be  generous,  and 
I  widi  to  be  rich.  After  all,  I  am  afiraid  I  am 
a  lost  subject  "  Some  folk  hae  a  hantle  o' 
iantSy  tn'  I'm  but  a  ne'er-do-weel." 

J^fUrmxm — ^To  close  the  melancholy  reflec- 
tions at  the  end  of  last  sheet,  I  shall  just  add 
a  piece  of  deyotion  commonly  known  in  Carrick 
by  the  title  of  the  **Wabstef' s  grace:"— 


say  we've  thieyee,  and  e*ea  sae  are  we, 
Sooe  say  we  lie,  and  e*en  sae  do  we  I 
Gnde  forgie  us,  and  I  hope  sae  will  he ! 
and  to  yoor  looms,  lads." 

B.B. 


za. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

pn^a  <'  Oehel.HiUs,'*  whieh  the  poet  promises  in  this 
.ettar.  Is  «  soqg,  beginning, 


«<  Where  braying  angry  wiater'i  atorms 
The  lo(ty  Oohels  rise," 

written  in  honour  of  BCargaret  Chalmers,  and  published 
along  with  the  «  Banks  of  the  Deyon,"  in  Johnson's  Ma 
deal  Maseam. 

EdMurgh^  Dee.  12, 1787. 

I  AM  here  under  the  care  of  a  surgeon,  with 
a  bruised  limb  extended  on  a  cushion ;  and  the 
tints  of  my  mind  yying  with  the  liyid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  drunk- 
en coachman  was  the  cause  of  the  first,  and 
incomparably  the  lightest  eyil ;  misfortune,  bo* 
dily  constitution,  hell,  and  myself  haye  formed 
a  "  quadruple  alliance"  to  guaranty  the  other. 
I  got  my  fall  on  Saturday,  and  am  getting 
slowly  better. 

I  haye  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  Bible,  and 
am  got  through  the  fiye  books  of  Moses,  and 
half  way  in  Joshua^  It  is  really  a  glorious 
book.  I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and 
ordered  him  to  get  me  an  octayo  Bible  in  sheets, 
the  best  paper  and  print  in  town ;  and  bind  it 
with  all  the  elegance  of  his  craft 

I  would  giye  my  best  song  to  my  worst  enemy, 
I  mean  the  merit  of  making  it,  to  have  you  and 
Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  creatures, 
and  would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my  wounded 
spirit 

I  enclose  you  a  proof  copy  of  the  "  Banks  of 
the  Deyon,"  which  present  with  my  best  wishes 
to  Charlotte.  The  «  Ochel-hills"  you  shall  pro- 
bably haye  next  week  for  yourself.  None  of 
your  fine  speeches !  B.  B. 


XOII. 
TO  MISS  CHALMEBS. 

[The  eloquent  hypoehondriasni  of  the  concluding  para- 
graph of  this  letter,  called  forth  the  commendation  of 
Lord  Jeffrey,  when  he  criticised  Cromek's  Reliques  of 
Bans,  ia  the  Ediabargh  Reyiew.] 

EdMmTg\  Dee,  19,  1787. 
I  Bxom  this  letter  in  answer  to  yours  of  the 
17th  current,  which  is  not  yet  cold  since  I  read 
it  The  atmosphere  of  my  soul  is  yastly  clearer 
than  when  I  wrote  you  last  For  the  first  time, 
yesterday  I  crossed  the  room  on  crutches.  It 
would  do  your  heart  good  to  see  my  hardship, 
not  on  my  poetic,  but  on  my  oaken  stilts) 
throwing  my  best  leg  with  an  air !  and  with  as 
much  hilarity  in  my  gait  and  countenance,  as  a 
May  frog  leaping  across  the  newly  harrowed 
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riUge,  enjoying  the  frftgranoe  of  tbe  refreshed 
evrib,  after  the  long-expected  shower ! 

I  can't  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when 
I  see  anywhere  in  my  path  that  meagre,  sqnalid, 
famine-faced  spectre,  PoTcrty ;  attended  as  he 
always  is,  by  iron-fisted  oppression,  and  leering 
contempt;  bnt  I  hare  sturdily  withstood  his 
buflfetings  many  a  hard-laboured  day  already, 
and  still  my  motto  is — ^I  dabe  !  My  worst  enemy 
is  moi-mime.  I  lie  so  miserably  open  to  the  in- 
roads and  incursions  of  a  mischicTous,  light- 
armed,  well-mounted  banditti,  under  the  ban- 
ners of  imag^ation,  whim,  caprice,  and  passion: 
and  the  heavy-armed  yeteran  regulars  of  wis- 
dom, prudence,  and  forethought  move  so  Tery, 
Tery  slow,  that  I  am  almost  in  a  state  of  per- 
petual warfare,  and,  alas!  frequent  defeat. 
There  are  just  two  creatures  I  would  envy,  a 
horse  in  his  wild  state  tJSrersing  the  forests  of 
Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert  shores 
of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish  withoni  en- 
joyment, the  other  has  neither  wish  nor  fear. 

B.  B. 


XCIII. 

TO  SIB  JOHN  WHITEFOOBfD. 

[The  Whitefoords  of  Wbltefoord,  mtereited  them- 
Mlrei  in  all  inatMraeoanMtod  with  iiteratttr* :  the  power 
of  the  family,  unluckily  for  Bums,  waa  not  equal  to  their 
taate.] 


Sib, 


JEdmburghj  December,  1787. 


Mb.  MACEBirBiB,  in  Mauchline,  my  Tery  warm 
and  worthy  friend,  has  informed  me  how  much 
you  are  pleased  to  Interest  yourself  in  my  fate 
as  a  man,  and  (what  to  me  is  incomparably 
dearer)  my  fame  as  a  poet  I  hare,  Sir,  in  one 
or  two  instances,  been  patronised  by  those  of 
your  character  in  life,  when  I  was  introduced  to 
their  notice  by  *****  friends  to  them,  and  ho- 
noured acquaintances  to  me  I  but  you  are  the 
first  gentleman  in  the  country  whose  beneyo- 
lence  and  goodness  of  heart  has  interested  him- 
self for  me,  unsolicited  and  unknown.  I  am 
not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  these  mat- 
ters to  know,  nor  did  I  stay  to  inquire,  whe- 
ther formal  duty  bade,  or  cold  propriety  disal- 
lowed, my  thanking  you  in  this  manner,  as  I 
am  conyinced,  from  the  light  in  which  you 
kindly  yiew  me,  that  you  will  do  me  the  jus- 
tice to  belieye  this  letter  is  not  the  mancenyre 
of  the  needy,  sharping  author,  fastening  on 


those  in  upper  life,  who  honour  him  with  i 
little  notice  of  him  or  his  works.  Ihileed,  tiit 
situation  of  poets  is  generally  such,  to  a  pr^- 
yerb,  as  may,  in  some  measure,  palUate  that 
prostitution  of  heart  and  talents,  they  ha?e  tt 
times  been  guilty  of.  I  do  not  think  prodigtlitj 
is,  by  any  means,  a  necessary  coacomitaBi  rf 
a  poetic  turn,  but  I  belieye  a  careless  indolCBl 
attention  to  economy,  is  almost  insepanbU 
from  it;  then  there  must  be  in  the  heart  «f 
eyery  bard  of  Nature's  making,  a  certnln  mo- 
dest sensibility,  mixed  with  a  kind  of  pri4t 
that  will  oyer  keep  him  out  of  the  waj  of  than 
windfalls  of  fortune  which  frequently  light  on 
hardy  impudence  and  foot-licking  serrility.  li 
is  not  easy  to  imagine  a  more  helpless  state  thsa 
his  whose  poetic  fancy  unfits  him  for  the  worid^ 
and  whose  character  as  a  scholar  giyes  hia  Mme 
pretensions  to  the  poUteue  of  life— -yM  la  at  poor 
as  I  am. 

For  my  part,  I  thank  Heayen  my  star  has 
been  kinder;  learning  neyer  eleyatod  my  ideas 
aboye  the  peasant's  shed,  and  I  hays  an  ind^ 
pendent  fortune  at  the  plough-tail. 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  that  aoy  one  who  pr^ 
tended  in  the  least  to  the  manners  of  the  gentle* 
man,  should  be  so  foolish,  or  worse,  as  to  ftoop 
to  traduce  the  morals  of  such  s  mis  as  I  am, 
and  so  inhumanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle  with 
thai  late  most  unfortunate,  unhappy  part  uf  ay 
story.    With  a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank  yoa. 
Sir,  for  the  warmth  with  which  yon  interposed 
in  behalf  of  my  conduct.    I  am,  I  acknowledge, 
too  frequently  the  sport  of  whim,  caprice,  and 
passion,  but  reyerence  to  God,  and  integrity  to 
my  fellow-creatures,  I  hope  I  shall  oyer  pre- 
serye.    I  haye  no  return.  Sir,  to  make  you  for 
your  goodness  but  one— tf  return  which,  I  am 
persuaded,  will  not  be  unacceptable— the  honest, 
warm  wishes  of  a  grateful  heart  for  your  hap- 
piness, and  eyery  one  of  that  loVely  flock,  who 
stand  to  you  in  a  filial  relation.    If  CTcr  ca* 
lumny  um  the  poisoned  shaft  at  them,  may 
friendship  be  by  to  ward  the  blow  I 

K.  & 


XdV. 
TO  MISS  WILLIAMS. 

ox  UADIXO  BEE  POIX  OV  TUB  SLATS 


[The  name  and  merlti  of  BCiia  Wtlliama  era  ^rulcl; 
known;  nor  ia  it  a  amall  hoaonr  to  her  nmae  Uttt  k« 
tender  aoog  of  "  Even  Baaka'*  was  la^Mtf  •»  Bsek^  Kk 
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Croowk :  eCb«r  aditori  ■iaea  have  contiaaed  to  iaclada 
it  lo  his  works,  tbouyb  Sir  Walter  8c.oU  nomad  the  true 
anthor.] 

Edinhurgh,  Dee.  1787. 

I  Kxow  Tery  little  of  Bcientifio  criticism,  bo 
•II  I  ean  pretend  to  in  that  intricate  art  is 
merely  to  note,  as  I  read  along,  what  paesages 
strike  me  aa  being  uneommonly  beavtiAil,  and 
wliere  the  expression  seems  to  be  perplexed  or 
faulty. 

The  poem  opens  finely.  There  are  none  of 
these  idle  prefatory  Uses  which  one  may  skip 
OTtr  before  one  comes  to  the  snbjeot.  Verses 
9th  sad  10th  in  psrttonlar, 

"  Where  oeean'i  nnaeen  boand 
LeeTte  a  drear  world  of  waten  Rmnd,*' 

srs  tmly  beantifaL  The  simile  of  the  hnrri- 
csoe  is  Kkewise  fine ;  and,  indeed,  beautiful  as 
the  poem  is,  almost  all  the  similes  rise  decidedly 
abore  it.  From  Terse  81  st  to  Terse  60th  is  a 
yrttty  eulogy  on  Britain.  Verse  86th,  <«That 
foul  drama  deep  with  wrong,"  is  nobly  expres- 
five.  Terse  46th,  I  am  afraid,  is  rather  un- 
worthy of  the  rest ;  **  to  dare  to  feel"  is  an  idea 
that  I  do  not  altogether  like.  The  contrast  of 
valour  and  mercy,  from  the  86th  Terse  to  the 
fiOib,  is  admirable. 

iSther  my  apprehension  is  dull,  or  there  is 
something  a  little  confused  in  the  apostrophe  to 
Mr.  Pitt.  Verse  55th  is  the  antecedent  to  Terses 
67th  and  58th,  but  in  Terse  58th  the  connexion 
ungrammatical : — 

••Powere  .... 


I  hope,  as  just  as  it  is  eertaii^y  elegant    Tht 
thought, 

<«yifme        .... 


With  no  gradationi  mark'd  their  flight, 
Bat  tote  at  once  to  glory'g  height.'* 

Eis*n  should  be  the  word  instead  of  rose.  Try 
it  in  prose.  Powers, — their  flight  marked  by 
no  gradations,  but  [the  same  powers]  risen  at 
once  to  the  height  of  glory.  Likewise,  Terse 
53d,  **  for  this,"  is  cTidently  meant  to  lead  on 
the  sense  of  the  Terses  59th,  60th,  61st,  and 
Cid :  but  let  us  try  how  the  thread  of  connex- 
ion nms^— - 

MForthia 


The  daeda  of  marcf,  that  embrace 
▲  distant  sphere,  an  alien  race, 
Shall  Tirtae*B  lipa  record  and  chiim 
The  fairest  hononrs  of  thy  name.*' 

I  beg  pardon  if  I  misapprehended  the  matter, 
taitt  tkis  appears  to  me  the  only  imperfect  pas- 
sa^  in  the  poem.  The  comparison  of  the  sun- 
beaoa  is  fine. 

Xli«  compliment  to  the  Puke  of  Biohmond  is, 


Sendi  from  her  unsallied  sonree, 

The  gems  of  thought  their  parest  force,'* 

is  exceeding  beautiful.  The  idea,  from  Terse 
81st  to  the  85th,  that  the  •<  blest  decree"  is  like 
the  beams  of  morning  ushering  in  the  glorious 
day  of  liberty,  ought  not  to  pass  unnoticed  or 
unapplauded.  From  Terse  85th  to  Terse  108th, 
is  an  animated  contrast  between  the  unfeeling 
selfishness  of  the  oppressor  on  the  one  hand, 
and  the  misery  of  the  captiTO  on  the  other. 
Verse  88th  might  perhaps  be  amended  thus : 
**  Nor  OTor  quit  her  narrow  maze."  We  are  said 
to  pati  a  bound,  but  we  quit  a  maxe.  Verse  100th 
is  exquisitely  beautiful : — 

'*  They,  whom  wasted  blessings  tire." 

Verse  110th  is  I  doubt  a  clashing  of  metaphors ; 
« to  load  a  span"  is,  I  am  afraid,  an  unwarrant* 
able  expression.  In  Terse  114th,  "Cast  the 
TmiTorse  in  shade,"  is  a  fine  idea.  From  the 
115th  Terse  to  the  142d  is  a  striking  description 
of  the  wrongs  of  the  poor  African.  Verse 
120th,  "The  load  of  unremitted  pain,"  is  a  re- 
markable, strong  expression.  The  address  to  the 
adTocates  for  abolishing  the  slaTe-trade,  from 
Terse  148d  to  Terse  208th,  is  animated  with 
the  true  life  of  genius.    The  picture  of  oppres- 


sion,— 


"  While  ihe  links  her  impionf  chain, 
And  calculates  the  price  of  pain; 
Weighs  agony  in  sordid  scales, 
And  marks  if  death  or  life  proTails,** — 

is  nobly  executed. 

What  a  tender  idea  is  in  Terse  108th  1  In- 
deed, that  whole  description  of  home  may  Tie 
with  Thomson's  description  of  home,  some- 
where in  the  beginning  of  his  Autumn.  I  do 
not  remember  to  hsTo  seen  a  stronger  expres- 
sion of  misery  than  is   contained   in    these 

Terses: — 

«  Condemned,  seTere  extreme,  to  liTe 
When  all  U  fled  that  Ufe  can  giTe  " 

The  comparison  of  our  distant  Joys  to  distant 
objects  is  equally  original  and  striking. 

The  character  and  manners  of  the  dealer  in 
the  infernal  traffic  is  a  well  done  though  a  hor- 
rid picture.  I  am  not  sure  how  far  introdue- 
ing  the  sailor  was  right ;  for  though  the  sailor's 
common  characteristic  is  generosity,  yet,  in 
this  ease,  he  is  certainly  not  only  an  uncoa- 
eemed  witness,  but,  in  some  degree,  an  efficient 
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agent  in  the  bminess.  Verse  224th  ifl  a  ner^ 
TonB  ....  expressiye — "  The  heart  conTolslTe 
anguish  breaks."  The  description  of  the  cap- 
tiye  wretch  when  he  arrives  in  the  West  Indies, 
is  carried  on  with  equal  spirit.  The  thought 
that  the  oppressor's  sorrow  on  seeing  the  slaye 
pine,  is  like  the  butcher's  regret  when  his 
destined  lamb  dies  a  natural  death,  is  exceed- 
ingly fine. 

I  am  got  so  much  into  the  cant  of  criticism, 
that  I  begin  to  be  afraid  lest  I  have  nothing  ex- 
cept the  cant  of  it ;  and  instead  of  elucidating 
my  author,  am  only  benighting  myself.  For 
this  reason,  I  will  not  pretend  to  go  through  the 
whole  poem.  Some  few  remaining  beautiful 
lines,  howeyer,  I  cannot  pass  oyer.  Verse  280th 
is  the  strongest  description  of  selfishness  I  ever 
saw.  The  comparison  of  verses  285th  and 
286th  is  new  and  fine;  and  the  line,  "Your 
arms  to  penury  you  lend,"  is  excellent.  In 
Terse  817th,  <*like"  should  oertunlybe  "as" 
or  "so ;"  for  instance-- 

"  Hif  iway  the  hardened  bosom  leads 
To  cruelty'!  remorMlem  deeds : 
As  (or,  so)  the  blae  lightning  when  it  springs 
With  fury  on  its  livid  wings, 
Darts  on  the  goal  with  rapid  force, 
Nor  heeds  that  ruin  marks  its  course." 

If  you  insert  the  word  "  like  "  where  I  have 
placed  "as,"  you  must  alter  "darts"  to  "dart- 
ing," and  "heeds"  to  "heeding"  in  order  to 
make  it  grammar.  A  tempest  is  a  favourite 
subject  with  the  poets,  but  I  do  not  remember 
anything  even  in  Thomson's  Winter  superior  to 
your  verses  from  the  847th  to  the  851st.  In- 
deed, the  last  simile,  beginning  with  "Fancy 
may  dress,"  &c.,  and  ending  with  the  860th 
▼erse,  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  most  beantifbl  pas- 
sage in  the  poem ;  it  would  do  honour  to  the 
greatest  names  that  ever  graced  our  profession. 

I  will  not  beg  your  pardon.  Madam,  for  these 
strictures,  as  my  conscienee  tells  me,  that  for 
once  in  my  life  I  have  acted  up  to  the  duties  of 
a  Christian,  in  doing  as  I  would  be  done  by. 

B.  B. 


XOV. 
TO  MB.  BICHABD  BBOWN, 

IRTINS. 

[Richard  Brown  was  the  "  hapless  son  of  misfortnae," 
alladad  to  by  Bams  in  his  biographical  letter  to  Dr. 


Moore :  by  fortitDde  aad  pradenee  be  retrieT<ed  hie  ftr- 
tunes,  and  lived  mneh  respected  in  Oreeaock,  to  a  gvoi 
old  age.  He  said  Bums  had  little  to  leam  in  raiatten  jf 
levity,  when  be  became  acquainted  with  him.] 

StMntntryh,  80M  Dec  1787. 
Mr  OEAs  8iB, 

I  HAVB  met  with  few  things  in  life  whiob 
have  given  me  more  pleasure  than  Fortosc'i 
kindness  to  you  since  those  days  In  which  we 
met  in  the  yale  of  nusery ;  as  I  can  honestly 
say,  that  I  never  knew  a  man  who  mora  tnly 
deserved  it,,  or  to  whom  my  heart  more  tnl/ 
wished  it.  I  have  been  much  indebted  aiace 
that  time  to  your  story  and  sentiments  for  stc«i* 
ing  my  mind  against  evils,  of  whioh  I  hare  bad 
a  pretty  decent  share.  My  willVwisp  &td 
you  know :  do  you  recollect  a  Sunday  we  spent 
together  in  Eglinton  woods  1  You  told  me,  on 
my  repeating  some  verses  to  you,  that  you  won- 
dered I  could  resist  the  temptation  of  sending 
Terses  of  such  merit  to  a  magasine.  Uwas 
from  this  remark  I  derived  that  idea  of  ay  own 
pieces,  which  encouraged  me  to  cudecvoor  at 
the  character  of  a  poet. '  I  am  happy  to  hear 
that  you  will  be  two  or  tiiree  months  at  home. 
As  soon  as  a  bruised  limb  will  permit  me,  I 
shall  return  to  Ayrshire,  and  we  shall  meet; 
"  and  faith,  I  hope  we*U  not  sit  dumb,  nor  yet 
cast  out  I" 

I  have  much  to  tell  you  "of  man,  th^ man- 
ners, and  their  ways,"  perhaps  a  little  of  ths 
other  sex.     Apropos,  I  beg  to  be  remembered 
to  Mrs.  Brown.     There  I  doobt  not,  my  dear 
friend,  but  you  have  found  substantial  happiness. 
I  expect  to  find  you  something  of  an  altered  but 
not  a  different  man ;  the  wild,  bold,  generouj 
young  fellow  composed  into  the  steady  affeotimi- 
ate  husband,  and  the  fond'carefhl  parent.    P«ir 
me,  I  am  just  the  same  will-o*-vrisp  being  t  u^di) 
to  be.    About  the  first  and  fourth  quarters  of  the 
moon,  I  generally  set  in  (br  the  trada  wind  «f 
wisdom ;  but  about  the  fVill  and  change,  I  an 
the  luckless  victim  of  mad  tornadoes*  vrhlch 
blow  me  into  chaos.    Almighty  love  still  Tvipia 
and  revels  in  my  bosom ;  and  I  am  at  fhla  xdi>- 
ment  ready  to  hang  myself  for  a  young  Edia* 
burgh  widow,  who  has  wit  and  wisdom   uort 
murderously  fatal  than  the  assasrinatiB^  atOetta 
of  the  Sicilian  banditti,  or  the  poisoned  aaro  w  of 
the  savage  African.  My  highland  dirk,  tlmt  um^ 
to  hang  beside  my  oratdhes,  I  have  gravely  r«> 
moyed  into  a  neighbouring  closet*  the  ^ej*  of 
which  I  cannot  command  in  case  of  spting. 
tide  paroxysms.    You  Hiay  gosas  of  her  iifa  hy 
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iiid  following  Tenes,  whidli  she  sent  me  the 
other  d*y  :->-    » 

Talk  not  of  lore,  it  giyes  me  paia. 

For  love  faae  been  my  foe ; 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain, 

And  plunged  me  deep  in  woe ! 

But  friendship'!  pare  and  lasting  joys, 

My  heart  was  formed  to  prove, — 
There,  welcome,  win,  and  wear  the  prixe, 

But  never  talk  of  love ! 

Toar  friendship  mach  can  make  ne  blest— 

O  why  that  bliss  destroy  f 
Why  urge  the  odious  one  request, 

Yon  know  I  must  deny?"i 

Hy  b^t  compliments  to  onr  friend  Allan. 
AtKeii  I  '       R.  B. 


XCVI. 
TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON. 

(!%•  Hamiltotts  of  the  West  continue  to  love  the 
mmaerf  of  Bams :  the  old  arm-chair  in  which  the  baxd 
nt,  vbea  be  visited  Nanse  Tianocks,  was  lately  pi«. 
Mated  to  the  mason  lodge  of  Manchline,  by  Dr.  Hainil- 
loot  the  **  wee  curly  Johnnie''  of  the  Dedication.] 

IBdmlmrsih,  Dte.  1787.] 
Mt  dxab  Sifc, 

It  Ij  indeed  irith  the  highest  pleasure  that 
I  ooogratulate  you  on  the  return  of  days  of  ease 
and  nights  of  pleasure,  after  the  horrid  hours 
of  misery  in  irhich  I  saw  you  suffering  existenoe 
when  last  in  Ayrshire ;  I  seldom  pray  for  any 
body,  **  Vm  baith  dead-sweer  and  wretohed  ill 
o*t  ;**  but  most  fervently  do  I  beseech  the  Power 
that  directs  the  world,  that  you  may  live  long 
and  be  happy,  but  live  no  longer  than  you  are 
happy.  It  is  needless  for  me  to  advise  you  to 
haTe  a  rererend  care  of  your  health.  I  know 
you  will  make  it  a  point  noTer  at  one  time  to 
drink  more  than  a  pint  of  wine  (I  mean  an 
English  pint),  and  that  you  will  never  be  wit- 
ness to  more  than  one  bowl  of  punch  at  a  time, 
and  thai  cold  drams  yon  will  never  more  taste ; 
and,  abore  aU  things,  I  am  convinced,  that  after 
drinkiBg  perhaps  boiling  punch,  you  will  nerer 
aeonft  your  horse  and  gallop  home  in  a  chill 
late  hour.  Above  all  things,  as  I  understand 
yoaare  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  that  Boan^r- 
cn  of  fo^el  powers.  Father  Auld,  be  earnest 
wilk  htm  that  he  will  wrestle  in  prayer  for  you, 


I  See  eoag  ISO,  in  Johaeon's  Musical  Museum.  Bums 
atterM  Che  two  last  lines,  and  added  a  stanza : 

Why  urge  the  only  one  request 
You  kaow  I  will  deny ! 


that  you  may  see  the  vanity  of  vanities  in  trust- 
ing to,  or  even  practising  the  casual  moral 
works  of  charity,  humanity,  generosity,  and 
forgiveness  of  things,  which  you  practised  so 
flagrantly  that  it  was  evident  yon  delighted  in 
them,  neglecting,  or  perhaps  profanely  despis- 
ing, the  wholesome  doctrine  of  faith  without 
works,  the  only  anchor  of  salvation.  A  hymn 
of  thanksgiving  would,  in  my  opinion,  be  highly 
becoming  from  you  at  present,  and  in  my  seal  for 
your  well*being,  I  earnestly  press  on  you  to  be 
diligent  in  chanting  over  the  two  enclosed  pieces 
of  sacred  poesy.  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Hamilton  and  Miss  Kennedy. 

Tours  in  the  L— d, 

B.B. 


ZOVll. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

[The  blank  which  takes  the  place  of  the  name  of  the 
"  Gentleman  in  mind  and  manners,'*  of  this  letter,  can- 
not now  be  filled  up,  nor  is  it  much  matter :  the  acquaint- 
ance of  such  a  man  as  the  poet  describes  few  m  aons 
would  desire.] 

Edinburgh,  Dee,  1787. 
Mr  DEAR  Mabax, 

I  JUST  now  have  read  yours.    The  poetio 
compliments  I  pay  cannot  be  misunderstood. 
They  are  neither  of  them  so  particular  as  to 
point  you  out  to  the  world  at  large ;  and  the 
circle  of  your  acquaintances  will  allow  all  I  have 
said.    Besides,  I  have  complimented  you  chiefly 
almost  solely,  on  your  mental  charms.    Shall  I 
be  plain  with  you  ?   I  will ;  so  look  to  it    Per- 
sonal attractions.  Madam,  you  have  much  aboTe 
par  ;  wit,  understanding,  and  worth,  you  pos- 
sess in  the  first  class.    This  is  a  cursed  flat  way 
of  telling  you  these  truths,  but  let  me  hear  no 
more  of  your  sheepish  timidity.    I  know  the 
world  a  little.    I  know  what  they  will  say  of 
my  poems ;  by  second  sight  I  suppose ;  for  I 
am  seldom  out  in  my  coigectnres ;  and  you  may 
belicTe  me,  my  dear  Madam,  I  would  not  run 
any  risk  of  hurting  you  by  any  ill-judged  com- 
pliment   I  wish  to  show  to  the  world,  the  odds 
between  a  poet*s  friends  and  those  of  simple 
prosemen.    More  for  your  information,  both  the 
pieces  go  in.    One  of  them,  '*  Where  brating 

Your  thought  if  love  must  harbour  there, 

Conceal  it  ia  that  thought ; 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 

The  very  friend  I  aonght. 
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angry  vinter'a  storms/'  is  already  set — the  tnne 
is  Neil  Gow*s  Lamentation  for  Abereamy;  the 
other  is  to  be  set  to  an  old  Highland  ur  in  Da* 
niel  Dow*s  collection  of  ancient  Scots  musio ; 
the  name  is  *<  Ha  a  ChaUlieh  air  moDkeith,**  My 
treacherous  memory  has  forgot  erery  eircnm- 
stance  abont  Let  Ineas,  only  I  think  you  men- 
tioned them  as  being  in  Creech's  possession*  I 
shall  ask  him  about  it  I  am  afraid  the  song 
of  **  Somebody"  will  come  too  late — as  I  shall, 
for  certain,  leaye  town  in  a  week  for  Ayrshire, 
and  from  that  to  Dumfries,  but  there  my  hopes 
are  slender.  I  leave  my  direction  in  town,  so 
anything,  whereyer  I  am,  will  reach  me. 

'    1  saw  yours  to ;  it  is  not  too  seyere,  nor 

did  he  take  it  amiss.  On  the  contrary,  like  a 
whipt  spaniel,  he  talks  of  being  with  you  in  the 

Christmas  days.    Mr. has  giyen  him  the 

invitation,  and  he  is  determined  to  accept  of  it 
0  selfishness  I  he  owns,  in  his  sober  moments, 
that  from  his  own  volatility  of  inclination,  the 
circumstances  in  which  he  is  situated,  and  his 
knowledge  of  his  father's  disposition; — the 
whole  affair  is  chimerical — ^yet  he  wUl  gratify 
an  idle  penchant  at  the  enormous,  cruel  expense, 
of  perhaps  ruining  the  peace  of  the  very  woman 
for  whom  he  professes  the  generous  passion  of 
love !  He  is  a  gentleman  in^his  mind  and  man- 
ners— tant  pit!  He  is  a  volatile  school-boy — 
the  heir  of  a  man's  fortune  who  well  knows  the 
value  of  two  times  two  I 

Perdition  seise  them  and  their  fortunes,  be- 
fore they  should  make  the  amiable,  the  lovely 

,  the  derided  object  of  their  purse-proud 

contempt ! 

1  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of  Mrs. 's  reco- 
very, because  I  really  thought  all  was  over  with 
her.  There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet  awaiting 
her: 

"  Aa  I  eauM  in  by  Glenap, 
I  rait  with  an  aged  woman : 
She  bad  me  cheer  np  my  heart, 
For  the  beat  o*  my  daya  waa  comin'." 

This  day  will  decide  my  affairs  with  Creech. 
Things  are,  like  myself,  not  what  they  ought  to 
be ;  yet  better  than  what  they  appear  to  be. 

« Ileaveo'a  aovereign  aavea  all  beinga  but  himaelf— 
That  hideoaa  aight-^a  naked  human  heart.'* 

Farewell !  remember  me  to  Charlotte. 

R.  B. 


XCVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  poet  allndea  in  thia  letter,  aa  in  aoiiie  befom,  to  a 
hurt  which  h«  got  in  one  of  hia  ezeuraiotts  in  the  b«%^ 
boarhood  of  Edinburgh.] 

Edifiburgh,  January  21,  178S. 

AiTBB  six.weeks'  confinement,  I  am  beginning 
to  walk  across  the  room.  They  have  been  dx 
horrible  weeks ;  anguish  and  low  spirits  made 
me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think. 

I  have  a  hundred  times  wished  that  one  could 
resign  life  as  an  oflicer  resigns  a  eomaisaioD: 
for  I  would  not  take  in  any  poor,  ignorant  wretch, 
by  selling  out  Lately  I  was  a  sixpenny  private ; 
and,  God  knows,  a  miserable  soldier  enough; 
now  I  march  to  the  campaign,  a  starving  cadet : 
a  little  more  conspicuously  wretched. 

I  am  ashamed  of  all  this;  for  though  I  do 
want  bravery  for  the  warfare  of  life,  I  ooold 
wish,  like  some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  eoneeil 
my  cowardice. 

As  soon  as  I  can  bear  the  journey,  which  wQl 
be,  I  suppose,  about  the  middle  of  next  week,  I 
leave  Edinburgh :  and  soon  after  I  shall  pay 
my  grateful  duty  at  Dunlop-House. 

ILS. 


gmiry 


XCIX. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  levity  with  which  Barae  eoosetiiiies 
thiaga  aacred,  had  been  obliquely  toaehed  apoa 
good  and  anxiooa  friend  Miv.  Pauiop :  be  pleadi 
of  folly,  but  not  of  irreligion.] 

EdMwrgh^  February  12, 1788. 
Som  things  in  your  late  letters  hurt  me:  &oi 
that  you  toy  them,  but  that  you  mittake  ma,  B*- 
ligion,  my  honoured  Madam,  has  not  eiilj  been 
all  my  life  my  cUef  dependence,  but  ny  deastflt 
eigoyment  I  have,  indeed,  been  tha  lackltffe 
victim  of  waywerd  follies ;  bat»  alaa  1  I  hav« 
ever  been  «  more  fool  thaa  knave.*'  A  natJb^ 
matieiaa  without  religion  is  a  probable  than 
ter ;  an  inreligions  poet  is  a  monster. 

a.  a 


0. 

TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  8KIMNE& 

[When  Bnmi  undertook  to  supply  lohnann  witl^aaqgv 
for  the  Muaieal  Mnaeum,  he  laid  all  the  bardaof 


ander  contribation,  and  8kiim«r  amoog  the  nomber,  of 
wboM  UlenU,  ms  wall  aa  thosa  of  Roaa,  aothor  of  flala- 
aora,  ha  waa  a  great  admirer.} 

Edinburgh,  14M  February,  1788. 
Bkyesend  and  deae  Sis, 

I  BAYS  been  a  cripple  now  near  three  months, 
though  I  am  getting  yastly  better,  and  have 
heen  Tery  much  hurried  beside,  or*else  I  would 
hare  wrote  you  sooner.  I  must  beg  your  par- 
don for  the  epistle  you  sent  me  appearing  in  the 
Magasine.  I  had  given  a  copy  or  two  to  some 
of  my  intimate  friends,  but  did  not  know  of  the 
printing  of  it  till  the  publication  of  the  Maga- 
line.  Howeyer,  as  it  does  great  honour  t^us 
both,  you  will  forgive  it 

The  second  volume  of  the  songs  I  mentioned 
to  you  in  my  last  is  published  to-day.  I  send 
yvu  a  copy  which  I  beg  you  will  accept  as  a 
mark  of  the  veneration  I  have  long  had,  and 
shall  ev«r  have,  for  your  character,  and  of  the 
claim  I  make  to  your  continued  acquaintance. 
Tour  songs  appear  in  the  third  volume,  with 
your  name  in  the  index ;  as,  I  assure  you,  Sir, 
I  hav«  heard  your  "  Tulloohgorum,"  particu- 
larly among  our  west-country  folks,  given  to 
many  different  names,  and  most  commonly  to 
(he  immortal  author  of  **  The  Minstrel,^'  who, 
indeed,  never  wrote  anything  superior  to  <*Gie*s 
a  sang,  Montgomery  cried."  Your  brother  has 
promised  me  your  verses  to  the  Marquis  of 
Hantley's  reel,%hich  certainly  deserve  a  place 
in  the  collection.  My  kind  host,  Mr.  Cruik- 
ahaak,  of  the  High-school  here,  and  said  to  be 
one  of  the  best  Latins  in  this  age,  begs  me  to 
make  you  his  grateful  acknowledgments  for  the 
entertainment  he  has  got  in  a  Latin  publica- 
tion of  yours,  that  I  borrowed  for  him  from 
yonr  acquaintance  and  much  respected  friend 
in  tins  plaee,  the  Reverend  Dr.  Webster.  Mr. 
Cruikshank  maintains  that  you  write  the  best 
I«atiB  ainee  Buchanan.  I  leave  Edinburgh  to- 
EBierTOw,  but  shall  return  in  three  weeks.  Your 
pong  you  mentioned  in  your  last,  to  the  tune  of 
*'  INimbarton  Drums,"  and  the  other,  which  you 
««y  was  done  by  a  brother  by  trade  of  mine,  a 
ploughman,  I  shall  thank  you  much  for  a  oopy 
of  each«  I  am  ever.  Reverend  Sir,  with  the 
moai  respectlU  esteem  and  sincere  veneration, 
yoiir%  B.  B. 


CI. 


TO  BICHABD  BBOWN. 

[The  lettara  of  Bama  to  Brown,  and  Smith,  and  Rich- 
mond, and  others  of  hia  weit-eonntrj  friends,  written 
when  be  waa  in  the  firat  flash  ot  fame,  ahow  that  be  did 
not  forget  hnmble  men,  who  anticipated  the  pttblic  in 
perceiving  hia  merit.] 

Edinburgh,  February  16M,  1788. 
Mt  dear  Friend, 
I  RECEIVED  yours  with  the  greatest  pleasure. 
I  shall  arrive  at  Glasgow  on  Monday  evening ; 
and  beg,  if  possible,  you  will  meet  me  on  Tues- 
day.   I  shall  wait  you  Tuesday  all  day.    I  shall 
be  found  at  Davies*,  Black  Bull  inn.    I  am  hur- 
ried, as  if  hunted  by  fifty  devils,  else  I  should 
go  to  Greenock ;  but  if  you  cannot  possibly  coo^e, 
write  me,  if  possible,  to  Glasgow,  on  Monday ; 
or  direct  to  me  at  Mossgiel  by  Mauchline ;  and 
name  a  day  and  place  in  Ayrshire,  within  a  fort- . 
night  from  this  date,  where  I  may  meet  you.   I 
only  stay  a  fortnight  in  Ayrshire,  and  return 
to  Edinburgh.     I  am  ever,  my  dearest  friend, 

yours, 

B.  B. 


cn. 

TO  MBS.   BOSE,  OF  KILBAVOOE. 

[Mrs.  Rose  of  Kilravock,  a  lady  distinguished  by  the 
elegance  of  her  manners,  aa  well  aa  by  her  talents,  was 
long  remembered  by  Bums :  she  procured  for  him  snatchea 
of  old  songs,  and  copies  of  northern  melodies ;  to  her  we 
owe  the  preservation  of  aome  line  aira  aa  well  aa  the  in- 
spiration of  aoroe  fine  lyrica.] 

Edinburgh,  February  17M,  1788. 
Madam, 
Yov  are  much  indebted  to  some  indispensable 
business  I  have  had  on  my  hands,  otherwise  my 
gratitude  threatened  such  a  return  for  your 
obliging  favour  as  would  have  tired  your  pati- 
ence. It  but  poorly  expresses  my  feelings  to  say, 
that  I  am  sensible  of  your  kindness :  it  may  be 
said  of  hearts  such  as  yours  is,  and  such,  I  hope, 
mine  !s,  much  more  Justiy  than  Addison  applies 

it,- 

"  Some  aoola  by  inatinet  to  each  other  turn.** 

There  was  something  in  my  reception  at  Kil- 
ravock so  different  ftam.  the  cold,  sbsequious, 
dancing-school  bow  of  politeness,  thatitalmoet 
got  into  my  head  that  friendship  had  oooupied 
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lier  ground  without  the  intermediate  march  of 
acquaintance.  I  wish  I  could  transcribe,  or 
rather  transAise  into  language,  the  glow  of  my 
heart  when  I  read  your  letter.  My  ready  fancy, 
with  colours  more  mellow  than  life  itself,  painted 
the  beautifully  wild  scenery  of  KilraTOck— the 
Tenerable  grandeur  of  the  castle — the  spreading 
wood8->the  winding  rirer,  glady  leaving  his 
unsightly,  heathy  source,  and  lingering  with  ap- 
parent delight  as  he  passes  the  fairy  walk  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden; — ^your  late  distressful 
anxieties — ^your  present  eigoymenta— your  dear 
little  angel,  the  pride  of  your  hopes ; — ^my  aged 
friend,  venerable  in  worth  and  years,  whose 
loyalty  and  other  virtues  will  strongly  entitle 
her  to  the  support  of  the  Almighty  Spirit  here, 
and  his  peculiar  farour  in  a  happier  state  of  ex- 
islenoe.  Tou  cannot  imsgine.  Madam,  how 
much  such  feelings  delight  me ;  they  are  my 
dearest  proofs  of  my  own  immortality.  Should 
I  neyer  rensit  the  north,  as  probably  I  neyer 
will,  nor  again  see  your  hospitable  mansion, 
were  I,  some  twenty  years  hence,  to  see  your 
little  fellow's  name  making  a  proper  figure  in  a 
newspaper  paragraph,  my  heart  would  bound 

with  pleasure. 

I  am  assisting  a  ftrlend  in  a  collection  of  Scot- 
tish songs,  set  to  their  proper  tunes ;  every  air 
worth  preserring  is  to  be  included :  among  others 
I  have  given  <*  Morag,"  and  some  few  Highland 
airs  which  pleased  me  most,  a  dress  which  will 
be  more  generally  known,  though  far,  far  infe- 
rior in  real  merit  As  a  small  mark  of  my 
grateful  esteem,  I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with 
a  copy  of  the  work,  as  far  as  it  is  printed ;  the 
Man  of  Feeling,  that  first  of  men,  has  promised 
to  transmit  it  by  the  first  opportunity. 

I  beg  to  be  remembered  most  respectfully  to 
my  venerable  friend,  and  to  your  little  Highland 
chieftain.  When  you  see  the  "  two  fair  spirits 
of  the  hUl,"  at  Kildrummie,^  tell  them  that  I 
have  done  myself  the  honour  of  setting  ibyself 
down  as  one  of  their  admirers  for  at  least  twenty 
years  to  come,  consequently  they  must  look 
upon  me  as  an  acquaintance  for  the  same  period ; 
but,  as  the  apostle  Paul  says,  **  this  I  ask  of 
grace,  not  of  debt" 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Madam,  &c., 

S.  B. 


cm. 

TO  BICHARD  BROWN. 


>  Min  Sophia  Brodle,  of 
iHravook. 


-,  tnd  MIm  Rom  of 


pYhile  BnnM  was  eonfioed  to  Ma  lodgtngs  bf  ha 
maimed  limb,  ha  ba^Uad  tba  ttma  and  eaaad  tba  fahi  bf 
compoalng  the  Clarinda  apiitlat,  writiog  aoo^%  (or  Johs* 
■on,  and  lattars  to  hia  cotapudouB.} 

•      MoMMpd,  2ith  FAruvy,  17K1 
Mr  DSiJi  Sib, 
I  CAKXOT  get  the  proper  directioii  for  m^ 
friend  in  Jamaica,  but  the  following  vitt  do- 
To  fit.  Jo.  Hutchinson,  at  Jo.  Browsrig|^*i, 
Esq.,  care  of  Mr.  Beigamia  Henriqnaa,  mtt^ 
chant,  Orange-atreet,  Kingston.    I  anived  bfrs, 
at  my  brother's,  only  yesterday,  after  fi^rtingsqr 
way  through  Paisl^  and  Kifanamock,  against 
those  old  powerfU  foes  of  mine,  ilia  devil,  ths 
world,  and  the  flesh — bo  terrible  in  iIm  fields  ti 
dissipation.    I  have  met  with  faw  ineideBts  ia 
my  life  which  gave  me  so  much  pleanoe  ss 
meeting  you  in  Glasgow.     There  ia  a  time  of 
life  beyond  which  we  cannot  form  a  tia  worth 
the  name  of  friendship.  "  0  youth!  enchaating 
stage,  profusely  blest"    Life  is  a  ftiry  aoeaa: 
almost  all  that  deserves  the  name  of  aiyojmaBt 
or  pleasure  is  only  a  charming  deloaioB ;  and  ia 
comes  repining  age  in  all  the  gravi^  of  haaiy 
wisdom,  and  wretchedly  chasea  awaj  the  be- 
witching phantom.    When  I  think  of  Ufa^  I  re- 
solve to  keep  a  strict  look*ont  in  the  course  of 
economy,  for  the  sake  of  woMly  oonveaicnee 
and  independence  of  mind ;  to  cultivate  intimaey 
with  a  few  of  the  companions  of  yonth,  that 
they  may  be  the  friends  of  age ;  never  to  re- 
fuse my  liquorish  humour  a  handful  of  tks 
sweetmeats  of  life,  when  they  come  not  too  dear} 
and,  for  futurity, — 

"  The  praaant  monaat  ia  oar  aia> 
Tha  naitt  wa  aavar  aaw  !''l 

How  like  you  my  philosophy  ?  Qive  aj  best 
compliments  to  Mrs.  B.,  and  believe  me  to  be, 

BIy  dear  Sir, 

Toura  most  tmly, 

B.  B. 


CIV. 

TO  MB.  WILLIAM  CBUIKSHANK. 

[Tha  azeiia  and  farming  hltamately  oceupiad  the  pcwi^a 
tbonghti  La  Ediaboigfa :  ba  stadiad  booba  of  haabaaJrf 

>  Mickla. 


OF  BOBERT  BUBNa 
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■•d  took  toawiM  ia  gmnging,  tad  in  th«  Imttor  k«  becama 

•MpTt.} 

Maucfdinef  March  Zd,  1788. 
Mt  dbak  8ts, 

ApoLoaiKfl  for  not  writing  are  frequently 
like  apologies  for  not  ainging — the  apology 
better  than  the  song.  I  have  fonght  my  way 
MTerety  through  the  aarage  hospitality  of  this 
cooatry,  to  send  every  guest  drunk  to  bed  if 
they  can. 

I  executed  your  commission  in  Glasgow,  and 
I  hope  the  cocoa  came  safe.  'Twas  the  same 
price  and  the  Tery  same  kind  as  your  former 
parcel,  for  the  gentleman  recollected  your  buy- 
ing there  perfectly  well. 

I  should  return  my  thanks  for  your         hos- 
pltall^  (I  lesTe  a  blank  for  the  epithet,  as  I 
know  none  can  do  it  Justice)  to  a  poor,  wayfar- 
ing bard,  who  was  spent  and  almost  orerpowered 
fighting  with   prosaic  wickednesses   in   high 
placed ;  but  I  am  afraid  lest  you  should  burn 
the  letter  whenerer  you  come  to  the  passage, 
•0  I  paM  over  it  in  silence.     I  am  just  re- 
toraed  frwn  visiting  Mr.  Miller's  farm.    The 
frknd  whom  I  told  you  I  would  take  with  me 
was  bi|^ly  pleased  with  the  farm ;  and  as  he  is, 
without  ezeeption,  the  most  intelligent  farmer 
fak  the  country,  he  has  staggered  me  a  good 
deaL    I  hare  the  two  plans  of  life  before  me ; 
I  shall  balance  them  to  the  best  of  my  judgment, 
and  ftz  eo  the  most  eligible.    I  hare  written 
Mr.  MQler,  and  shall  wait  on  him  when  I  come 
to  tows,  which  shall  be  the  beginning  or  middle 
3f  next  week ;  I  would  be  in  sooner,  but  my  un- 
lucky  knee  is  rather  worse,  and  I  fear  for  some 
tiase  wQl  scarcely  stand  the  fatigue  of  my  Ex- 
case  instructions.    I  only  mention  these  ideas  to 
yon ;  and,  indeed,  except  lir.  Ainslie,  whom  I 
IjDf  end  writing  to  to-morrow,  I  will  not  write  at 
all  to  Edinburgh  tiU  I  return  to  it:    I  would 
acnd  my  eempUments  to  Mr.  Nicol,  but  he  would 
be  hurt  if  he  knew  I  wrote  to  suybody  and  not 
t<»  him :  w>  I  Shan  only  beg  my  best,  kindest, 
ktadcsl  compliments  to  my  worthy  hostess  and 
the  sweet  littie  rose-bud. 

So  soon  as  I  am  settied  in  the  routine  of  life, 
either  aa  an  Excise-officer,  or  as  a  farmer,  I  pro- 
pose myself  great  pleasure  from  a  regular  cor- 
r««pondence  with  the  only  man  almost  I  ever 
SAW  who  joined  the  most  attentire  prudence  with 
Cbe  warmest  generosity. 
I  Mn  much  interested  for  that  best  of  men. 


Bfr.  Wood ;  I  hope  he  is  in  better  health  and 
spirits  than  when  I  saw  him  last 

I  am  ever. 

My  dearest  friend. 
Tour  obliged,  humble  serrant, 

B.B. 


CV. 

TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ. 

[Tfaa  MMibla  aad  iatalUgaat  farmar  oa  whoaa  Jadg* 
meat  Banu  dapandad  in  tha  eboica  of  bii  farm,  wma  Mr 
Tait,  of  Glaaeonnar.] 

MaueMine,  Zd  Match^  1788. 
Mr  DiAB  Fbixnd, 

I  AM  just  returned  from  Mr.  •filler's  fans. 
My  old  friend  whom  I  took  with  me  was  highly 
pleased  with  the  bargain,  and  advised  me  to  ao» 
cept  of  it.  He  is  the  most  intelligent  sensible 
farmer  in  the  county,  and  his  advice  has  stag- 
gered me  a  good  deal.  I  have  the  two  planfl 
before  me :  I  shall  endeaTour  to  balance  them 
to  the  best  of  my  judgement,  and  fix  on  the 
most  eligible.  On  the  whole,  if  I  find  Mr.  Mil- 
ler in  the  same  favourable  dispositioik  as  when 
I  saw  him  last,  I  shall  in  all  probability  turn 
farmer. 

I  have  been  through  sore  tribulation  and 
under  much  bnfiTeting  of  the  wicked  one  ainoe 
I  came  to  this  country.  Jean  I  found  banished, 
forlorn,  destitute  and  friendless :  I  have  recon- 
died  her  to  her  fate,  and  I  have  reconciled  her 
to  her  mother. 

I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  middle  of  next  week. 
My  fanning  ideas  I  shall  keep  private  till  I  see* 
I  got  a  letter  from  Clarinda  yesterday,  and  she 
tells  me  she  has  got  no  letter  of  mine  but  one. 
Tell  her  that  I  wrote  to  her  fr^m  Glasgow,  from 
Kilmarnock,  from  Mauchline,  and  yesterday 
from  Cumnock  as  I  returned  from  Dumfries. 
Indeed  she  is  the  only  person  in  Edinburgh  I 
have  written  to  till  this  day.  How  are  your  soul 
and  body  putting  up  ? — a  littie  like  man  and 
wife,  I  suppoBc.  B>  B, 
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GENBEAL   CORRESPONDENCE 


ovi. 

TO  BICHABD  BBOWN. 

IBiehArd  Brown,  ifc  ii  nid,  fell  off  in  bi«  liking  for 
Bnrni  when  ha  fonnd  that  ha  bad  mada  fraa  with  Ua 
Bama  ia  hia  apiatla  to  Moora.] 

MauehUne,  7th  March,  1788. 

I  BATS  been  out  of  the  country,  my  dear  friend, 
and  hare  not  had  an  opportunity  of  wriUng  till 
now,  when  I  am  afiraid  you  wiU  be  gone  but  of 
the  country  too.  I  hare  been  looking  at  farms, 
and,  after  all,  perhaps  I  may  settle  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a  farmer.  I  have  got  so  Ticious  a  bent 
to  idleness,  and  have  erer  been  so  little  a  man 
of  business,  that  it  will  take  no  ordinary  effort 
to  bring  my  mind  properly  into  the  routine:  but 
you  will  say  a  **  great  effort  is  worthy  of  you." 
I  say  so  myself ;  and  butter  up  my  yanity  with 
all  the  stimul^ling  compliments  I  can  think  of. 
Men  of  graTO,  geometrical  minds,  the  sons  of 
*<  which  was  to  be  demonstrated,"  may  cry  up 
reason  as  much  as  they  please ;  but  I  haye  al- 
ways found  an  honest  passion,  or  natlTC  instinct, 
the  truest  auxiliary  in  the  warfare  of  this 
world.  Beason  almost  always  comes  to  me  like 
an  unlucky  wife  to  a  poor  deril  of  a  husband, 
just  in  sufficient  time  to  add  her  reproaches  to 
his  other  gricTances. 

I  am  gratified  with  your  kind  inquiries  after 
Jean ;  as,  after  all,  I  may  say  with  Othello : — 

— "  Excallant  wretch ! 

Perdition  catch  my  aoal,  but  I  do  lore  thee  !** 

I  go  for  Edinburgh  on  Monday. 

Tours,-*B.  B. 


cvn. 

TO  MB.   MUIB. 

[The  change  which  Bama  aaya  in  thia  letter  took  place 
In  hia  ideaa,  refara,  it  ia  aaid,  to  hia  Weat  India  voyage, 
on  which,  it  appeara  by  one  of  hia  lettera  to  Soiilh,  he 
meditated  for  aone  time  after  hia  debut  in  Ediabuigh.] 

Motsgid,  1th  March,  1788. 
Dbab  Sib, 
I  BATS  partiy  changed  my  ideas,  my  dear 
friend,  since  I  saw  you.  I  took  old  Qlenconner 
with  me  to  Mr.  Miller's  farm,  and  he  was  so 
pleased  with  it,  that  I  have  wrote  an  offer  to 
BIr.  Miller,  which,  if  he  aceepts,  I  shall  sit  down 
a  plidn  farmer,  the  happiest  of  liTes  when  a  man 
CAB  lire  by  it    In  this  case  I  shall  not  stay  in 


Edinburgh  above  a  week.  I  set  out  on  Monday, 
and  would  have  come  by  Kilmarnock,  but  there 
are  several  small  sums  owing  me  for  ay  fint 
edition  about  Galston  and  NewmiUa,  and  I  skill 
set  off  so  early  as  to  dispatch  my  bunneaa,  sad 
reach  Glasgow  by  night  When  I  retan,  I 
shall  devote  a  forenoon  or  two  to  make  some 
kind  of  acknowledgment  for  all  the  Uadneis  I 
owe  your  friendship.  Now  that  I  hop«  to  sctUs 
with  some  credit  and  comfort  at  homei,  thcrt 
was  not  any  friendship  or  friendly  oorre^oa- 
denoe  that  promised  me  more  pleasure  thaa 
yours ;  I  hope  I  will  not  be  disappointed.  I 
trust  the  spring  will  renew  your  shatterod  frame, 
and  make  your  friends  happy.  Yon  and  I  have 
often  agreed  that  life  is  no  great  blessing  on  the 
whole.  The  close  of  life,  indeed,  to  a  reasoniag 
eye,  is, 

«  Daric  aa  waa  chaoa,  ere  the  infant  ana 
Waa  Toll*d  together,  or  bad  try'd  fala  beana 
Athwart  the  gloom  profonnd.'*> 

But  an  honest  man  has  nothing  to  fear.  If 
we  lie  down  in  the  grave,  the  whole  msn  a  piete 
of  broken  machinery,  to  moulder  with  the  clods 
of  the  valley,  be  it  so ;  at  least  there  is  an  end 
of  pain,  care,  woes,  and  wants :  if  that  part  of  us 
called  mind  does  survive  the  apparent  destruc- 
tion of  the  man — away  with  o1d*wife  prqudieet 
and  tales  1  Every  age  and  every  nation  has  had 
a  different  set  of  stories ;  and  aa  the  ma^y  are 
always  weak,  of  consequence,  they  have  often, 
perhaps  always,  been  deceived ;  a  man  eonsdofns 
of  baring  acted  an  honest  part  among  his  feUow- 
creatures — ^even  granting  that  he  may  have 
been  the  sport  at  times  of  passions  and  instincts 
— ^he  goes  to  a  great  unknown  Being,  who  could 
have  no  other  end  in  giving  him  existence  but 
to  make  him  happy,  who  gave  him  those  plo- 
sions and  instincts,  and  well  knows  thdr  force. 

These,  my  worthy  friend,  are  my  ideas ;  and 
I  know  they  are  not  far  different  from  yours. 
It  becomes  a  man  of  sense  to  think  for  himself, 
particularly  in  a  case  where  all  men  are  equally 
interested,  and  where,  indeed,  all  men  art  equally 
in  the  dark. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir ;  God  send  us  a  eheerfol 
meeting!  B.  fi. 


1  Bbur'a  Orave. 


OF  BOBERT  BUBNS. 
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ovni. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

(Om  of  the  daoghtari  of  Mrs.  Dvalop  puafiad  «  dMteb 
of  Ciila  from  Bonu't  poem  of  the  Viaton :  it  ia  itiU  in 
eiuleace>  ead  Im  taid  to  have  merit.] 

IdoiBjfid,  VJtk  March,  1788. 
Madam, 

Tbi  iMt  paragraph  in  yours  of  the  80th  Fe- 
broary  affected  me  most,  so  I  shall  begin  mj 
answer  where  you  ended  your  letter.  That  I 
am  often  a  sinner  with  any  little  wit  I  have,  I 
do  confess :  bat  I  have  taxed  my  recolleetion  to 
no  purpose,  to  find  ont  when  it  waa  employed 
against  yon.  I  hate  an  nngenerons  sarcasm  n 
great  deal  worse  than  I  do  the  devil  $  at  least 
■a  MUton  describes  him ;  and  though  I  may  be 
rascally  enough  to  be  sometimes  guilty  of  it  my- 
self, I  cannot  endure  it  in  others.  Ton,  my 
honoured  friend,  who  cannot  appear  in  any  light 
but  you  are  sure  of  being  respectable— you  can 
afford  to  pass  by  an  occasion  to  display  your 
vitv  because  you  may  depend  for  fame  on  your 
sense;  or,  if  you  choose  to  be  silent,  you  know 
you  can  rely  on  the  gratitude  of  many,  and  the 
eeteem  of  all ;  but,  God  help  us,  who  are  wits 
or  witlings  by  profession,  if  we  stand  not  for 
£une  there,  we  sink  unsupported ! 

I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  news  you  tell  me 
of  CoUa.  I  may  say  to  the  fair  painter  who 
does  me  so  much  honour,  as  Dr.  Beattie  says  to 
Boas  the  poet  of  his  muse  Scota,  from  which, 
by  the  bye,  I  took  the  idea  of  Coila  ('tis  a  poem 
of  Beattie's  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  which  per- 
haps you  have  never  seen :) — 

•<  Ye  ahak  yoar  heada,  bat  o'  mj  fega, 
Ye're  aet  aald  Scota  on  her  leg  a : 
Lang  had  ahe  lien  wi'  beffa  and  flag  a, 

Bnmbaz'd  and  dizxie, 
Her  fiddle  wanted  etring a  and  paga. 

Wae'a  me,  poor  hizzie.** 

B.B. 


CIZ. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

(Tbe  aaeoath  earea  of  which  the  poet  complaiaa  in 
tkim  letter  were  the  eonatmetion  of  a  common  farm- 
bonee,  with  bam,  bjrre,  and  atable  to  aoit.] 

EdMuTffh,  March  14,  1788. 
I  now,  my  erer  dear  friend,  that  you  will  be 
pleased  with  the  news  when  I  tell  you,  I  haye 
•i  last  taken  » lease  of  a  farm.    Yesternight  I 


completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller,  of  Dal- 
swinton,  for  the  farm  of  EUisland,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Nith,  between  Ato  and  six  miles  above 
Dumfries.  I  begin  at  Whit-Sunday  to  buUd  a 
house,  drire  lime,  &c. ;  and  heayen  be  my  help  I 
for  it  will  take  a  strong  effort  to  bring  my  mind 
into  the  routine  of  business.  I  have  discharged 
all  the  army  of  my  former  pursuits,  fancies,  and 
pleasures;  a  motley  host  I  and  haye  literally 
and  strictly  retained  only  the  ideas  of  a  few 
friends,  which  I  haye  incorporated  into  a  life* 
guard.  I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson's  obseryation^ 
*' Where  much  is  attempted,  something  is  done." 
Firmness,  both  in  sufferance  and  exertion,  is  a 
character  I  would  wish  to  be  thought  to  pos- 
sess* and  haye  always  despised  the  whining 
yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly,  feeble  re- 
solye. 

Poor  Miss  K.  is  ailing  a  good  deal  this 
winter,  and  begged  me  to  remember  her  to  you 
the  first  time  I  wrote  to  you.  Surely  woman, 
amiable  woman,  is  often  made  in  yain.  Too 
delicately  formed  for  the  rougher  pursuits  of 
ambition;  too  noble  for  the  dirt  of  ayarice, 
and  eyen  too  gentle  for  the  rage  of  pleasure  ; 
formed  indeed  for,  and  highly  susceptible  of  en- 
joyment and  rapture;  but  that  enjoyment, 
alas !  almost  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the  caprice, 
maleyolence,  stupidity,  or  wickedness  of  an 
animal  at  all  times  comparatiyely  unfeeling,  and 
often  brutal.  B.  B. 


ex. 

TO  BIGHARD  BBOWN. 

• 

[The  excitement  referrad  to  in  thia  letter  aroae  from 
the  dilatory  and  relaetant  moyementa  of  Creech,  who 
waa  ao  alow  in  aettling  hia  acconnta  tlut  the  poet  ana* 
peeted  hia  aolvency.J 

Olatgow,  26(A  March,  1788. 
I  AX  monstrously  to  blame,  my  dear  Sir,  in 
not  writiDg  to  you,  and  sending  you  the  Direc- 
tory. I  haye  been  getting  my  tack  extended, 
as  I  haye  taken  a  farm ;  and  I  haye  been  rack- 
ing shop  accounts  with  Mr.  Creech,  both  of 
which,  together  with  watching,  fatigue,  and  « 
load  of  care  almost  too  heayy  for  my  shoulders, 
haye  in  some  degree  actually  feyered  me.  I 
really  forgot  the  Directory  yesterday,  which 
yexed  me ;  but  I  was  oonyulsed  with  rage  a  great 
part  of  the  day.  I  haye  to  thank  yon  for  the 
ingenious,  friendly,  and  elegant  epistle  from 
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your  friend  Mr.  Crawford.  I  Bhall  certainly 
write  to  liim,  but  not  now.  TMs  ia  merely  a 
eard  to  you,  as  I  am  posting  to  Damfries-shire, 
where  many  perplexing  arrangements  await 
me.  I  am  Tezed  about  the  Directory ;  bnt,  my 
dear  Sir,  forgiye  me :  these  eight  days  I  hare 
been  positively  crazed.  My  compliments  to 
Mrs.  B.  I  shall  write  to  yon  at  Grenada.— 
I  am  CTer,  my  dearest  friend. 

Yours, — U.  B. 


oxr. 

TO  MR.   BOBERT  GLBGHORN. 

[Cleghorn  wna  a  fnriner,  a  ■ocial  man,  and  much  of  a 
musician.  The  poet  wrote  the  Chevalier'e  Lament  to 
pleaee  the  jaeobitieal  taate  of  his  friend ;  and  the  mast- 
cian  gave  him  adyiee  ia  farming  which  be  neglected  to 
follow : — "  Farmer  Attention,*'  saysCli^hom, "  is  agood 
fanner  everywhere."] 

MaucKUfUj  ZUt  March,  1788. 

Tkstxkdat,  my  dear  Sir,  as  I  was  riding 
through  a  track  of  melancholy,  joyless  muirs, 
between  Galloway  and  Ayrshire,  it  being  Sun- 
day, I  turned  my  thoughts  to  psalms,  and 
hymns,  and  spiritual  songs ;  and  your  favour- 
ite air,  <*  Captain  O'Eean,"  coming  at  length 
into  my  head,  I  tried  these  words  to  it  Ton 
will  see  that  the  first  part  of  the  tune  must  be 
repeated. 

I  am  tolerably  pleased  with  these  verseB,  but 
as  I  have  only  a  sketch  of  the  tune,  I  leave  it 
with  you  to  try  if  they  suit  the  measure  of  the 
music. 

I  am  so  harassed  with  care  and  anxiety,  about 
this  farming  project  of  mine,  that  my  muse  has 
degenerated  into  the  veriest  prose-wench  that 
ever  picked  cinders,  or  followed  a  tinker.  When 
I  am  fairly  got  into  the  routine  of  business,  I 
shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer  epistle ;  perhaps 
with  some  queries  respecting  farming ;  at  pre- 
sent, the  world  sits  such  a  load  on  my  mind, 
that  it  has  effaced  almost  every  trace  of  the 
poet  in  me. 

My  very  best  compliments  and  good  wishes 
to  Mrs.  GleghonL 

a.B, 


oxn. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  DUNBAR, 

XDIHBUKOE. 

[This  letter  was  printed  for  the  first  time  by  Robtxt 
Chambers^  in  his  <<  People's  Edition"  of  Bttraa.] 

MauehUne,  7th  April,  1788. 

I  HAYS  not  delayed  so  long  to  write  you,  mj 
much  respected  friend,  because  I  thought  no 
farther  of  my  promise.  I  have  long  alnce 
give  up  that  kind  of  formal  correspondence, 
where  one  sits  down  irksomely  to  write  a  Ut- 
ter, because  we  think  we  are  in  duty  bound  so 
to  do. 

I  have  been  roving  over  the  country,  as  the 
farm  I  have  taken  is  forty  miles  from  this  place, 
hiring  servants  and  preparing  mattes;  hut 
most  of  all  I  am  earnestly  busy  to  bring  about 
a  revolution  in  my  own  mind.    As,  till  within 
these  eighteen  months,  I  never  was  th«  wesUhy 
master  of  ten  guineas,  my  knowledge  of  besi*- 
ness  is  to  learn ;  add  to  this  my  late  sccnet  of 
idleness  and  dissipation  have  enervated  my 
mind  to  an  alarming  degree.    Skill  in  the  lobcr 
science  of  life  is  my  most  serious  and  honriy 
study.    I  have  dropt  all  oonversadon  sad  aR 
reading  (prose  reading)  but  what  tends  in  tone 
way  or  other  to  my  serious  aim.    Sxoept  one 
worthy  young  fellow,  I  have  not  one  sogle 
correspondent  in  Edinburgh.    Ton  have  indeed 
kindly  made  me  an  offer  of  that  kind.    The 
world  of  wits,  and  fferu  eomme  U  /out  wioeh  I 
lately  left,  and  with  whom  I  never  again  win 
intimately  mix— from  that  port,  Sir,  I  expect 
your  Gazette :  what  let  beaux  espriu  are  spying, 
what  they  are  •doing,  and  what  they  are  sing- 
ing.   Any  sober  intelligence  from  my  seques- 
tered walks  of  life ;   any  droll  ori^nal ;   any 
passing  reward,  important  forsooth,  because  it 
is  mine ;  any  little  poetic  effort,  however  em- 
bryoth ;  these,  my  dear  Sir,  are  all  you  have 
to  expect  from  me.    When  I   talk  of  poetic 
efforts,  I  must  have  it  always  understood,^ tliat 
I  appeal  from  your  wit  and  taste  to  your  friend- 
ship and  good  nature.    The  first  would  be  my 
favourite  tribunal,  where  I  defied  censurfi ;  but 
the  last,  where  I  declined  Justice. 

I  have  scarcely  made  a  single  distich  mmo% 
I  saw  you.  When  I  meet  with  an  old  Boota  mil 
that  has  any  facetious  idea  in  its  nam««  I  h^rt 
a  peculiar  pleasure  in  following  out  that  Idaa  fat 
a  verse  or  two. 

I  trust  that  thia  will  find  you  in  better  h««lth 
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than  I  did  last  time  I  called  for  yon.  A  few 
lines  fVom  you,  directed  to  me  at  Mauehline, 
were  it  but  to  let  me  know  how  you  are,  will 
set  my  mind  a  good  deal  [at  rest]  Now,  never 
ell  an  the  idea  of  writing  me  becadse  perhaps 
jou  may  be  out  of  humour  or  spirits.  I  could 
give  jou  a  hundred  good  consequences  attend- 
ing a  dull  letter;  one,  for  example,  and  the  re- 
maining ninety-mne  some  other  time — it  will 
alwa}*s  serve  to  keep  in  countenance,  my  much 
respected  Sir,  your  obliged  fHend  and  humble 
Mnrantv  R.  B. 


oxni. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

[Th«  ncrifiee  referred  to  by  the  poet,  wai  bii  resolu* 
taon  to  naite  hie  fortune  with  Jean  Armour .] 

Mauchlifu,  7th  April,  1788. 

1  ▲■  indebted  to  yon  and  Miss  Nimmo  for 

letting  me  know  Miss  Kennedy.    Strange !  how 

apt  we  are  to  indulge  pr^udices  in  our  Judg- 

menta  of  one  another  I   Even  I,  who  pique  my- 

eelf  on  my  skill  in  marking  characters— because 

I  am  too  proud  of  my  eharaoter  as  a  man,  to  be 

daisied  in  my  judgment  for  glaring  wealth ; 

and  too  proud  of  my  situation  as  a  poor  man 

to  be  biassed  against  squalid  poverty — I  waa 

UMoqiiaiated  with  Misa  K.*8  very  uncommon 

worth. 
I  am  going  od  a  good  deal  progressive  in  mon 

grand  M/,  the  sober  science  of  life.    I  have 

lately  made  some  sacrifices,  for  which,  were  I 

Htd  voe$  with  you  to  paint  the  situation  and  re- 

eonnt  the  eircumstances,  you  slipnld  applaud 

R.  B. 


CXIV. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

{The  Mat  elluded  to,  wee  a  whisper  of  the  ineolveacy 
ef  Cffoeeh;  bat  the  bailte  woe  finn  ea  the  Base.] 


JVb  date. 
Vow  for  that  wayward,  unfortunate  thing,  my- 
«elf.  I  have  broke  measures  with  Creech,  and 
laat  week  I  wrote  him  a  frosty,  keen  letter.  He 
replied  In  terms  of  chastisement,  and  promised 
me  upon  his  honour  that  I  should  have  the  ao- 
coimi  on  Monday ;  but  this  is  Tuesday,  and  jret 
I  have  not  heard  a  word  f^om  him.  God  have  i 
aiAr^OBme!  a  poor  d**mnod,  incautious,  duped,  | 


unfortunate  fool!  The  sport,  the  miserable 
victim  of  rebellions  pride,  hypochondriac  imii* 
gination,  agonising  sensilnlity,  and  bedlam  pa»« 
sions  ? 

*'  I  wish  that  I  were  dead,  but  Fm  no  like  to 
die !"  I  had  lately  •*  a  hairbreadth  'scape  in  th' 
imminent  deadly  breach"  of  love  too.  Thank 
my  stars,  I  got  off  heart-whole,  "  waur  fleyd  than 
hurt*' — Interruption. 

I  have  this  moment  got  a  hint  t  1  fear  I  am 
something  like— undone— but  I  hope  for  the 
best  Come,  stubborn  pride  and  unshrinking 
resolution ;  accompany  me  tl^rough  this,  to  me, 
miserable  world  I  Tou  must  not  desert  met 
Tour  friendship  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though.1 
should  date  my  letters  ftrom  a  marching  regimentL 
Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life  I  reckoned  on  a 
recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.  Seriously 
though,  life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a 
melancholy  path:  but — ^my  limb  will  soon  b« 
sound,  and  I  shall  struggle  on. 

B.B. 


CXV. 
TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

[Although  Burae  gladly  grasped  at  a  sitaotion  in  the 
Exeise.  he  wrote  many  apologies  to  his  friends,  for  the 
aeoeptanee  of  a  place,  which,  though  honible  enough, 
woe  the  oaly  one  that  offered.] 

Edinhurght  Sundoff, 
To-MOKROw,  my  dear  madam,  I  leave  Edin* 
burgh.  I  have  altered  all  my  plans  of  future 
life.  A  farm  that  I  could  live  in,  I  could  not 
find  ;^and,  indeed,  after  the  necessary  support 
my  brother  and  the  rest  of  the  family  required, 
I  could  not  venture  on  farming  in  that  style 
suitable  to  my  feelings.  You  will  condemn  me 
for  the  next  step  I  have  taken.  I  have  entered 
into  the  Excise.  I  stay  in  the  west  about  three 
weeks,  and 'then  return  to  Edinburgh,  for  six 
weeks'  instruetiotts :  afterwards,  for  I  get  em* 
ploy  instantly,  I  go  o4  t/  plait  d  Dieu^ — it  mofi 
Roi,  I  have  chosen  this,  my  dear  friend,  after 
mature  deliberation.  The  question  is  not  at 
what  door  of  fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter 
in ;  but  what  doors  does  she  open  to  us  ?  I  was 
not  likely  to  get  anything  to  do.  I  wanted  wa 
M/,  which  is  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy  situa- 
tion. I  got  this  without  any  hanging  on,  or 
mortifying  solicitation ;  it  is  immediate  bread, 
and  though  poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eigh* 
teen  months  of  my  existedce,  'tis  luxury  in  com 
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pariBon  of  all  my  preeedmg  lif« :  l>eude0,  the 
oommissioners  are  Bome  of  them  mj  acquaint- 
anceSi  and  all  of  them  my  firm  friends. 

B.  B. 


OXVI. 

TO  MJttS.  DUNLOP. 

[Tht  Tas80,  with  the  peratal  of  which  Mrs.  Dontop 
indulged  the  poet,  wag  not  the  fine  Teraion  of  FairfaXi 
but  the  traniiatioa  of  Hoole— «  far  inferior  perfonneaee.] 

MaucMine,  2Stk  April,  1788. 
Madam, 

Tour  powers  of  reprehension  most  be  great 
indeed,  as  I  assure  you  they  made  my  heart 
ache  with  penitential  pangs,  eyen  though  I  was 
really  not  guilty.  As  I  commence  farmer  at 
Whit-Sanday,  you  will  easily  guess  I  mnst  be 
pretty  busy ;  but  that  is  not  all.  As  I  got  the 
offer  of  the  Excise  business  without  solicitation, 
and  as  it  costs  me  only  six  months'  attendance 
for  instructions,  to  entitle  me  to  a  commission 
— ^which  commission  lies  by  me,  and  at  any 
future  period,  on  my  simple  petition,  can  be  re- 
sumed— I  thought  five-and-thirty  pounds  a-y%ar 
was  no  bad  dernier  reatort  for  a  poor  poet,  if  for- 
tune in  her  jade  tricks  should  kick  him  down 
from  the  little  eminence  to  vhich  she  has  lately 
helped  him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at  present  attending 
these  instructions,  to  have  them  completed  be- 
fore Whit-sunday,  Stilly  Madam,  I  prepared 
with  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at  the 
Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother's  on  Saturday 
night,  to  set  out  on  Sunday ;  but  for  some  nights 
preceding  I  had  slept  in  an  apartment,  where 
the  force  of  the  winds  and  rains  iras  only  miti- 
gated by  being  sifted  through  numberless  aper- 
tures in  the  windows,  walls,  &o.  In  consequence 
I  was  on  Sunday,  Monday,  and  part  of  Tuesday, 
unable  to  stir  out  of  bed,  with  all  the  miserable 
effects  of  a  violent  cold. 

You  see.  Madam,  the  truth  of  the  French 
maxim,  le  vrai  n*estpaa  Un^ourt  U  vraiiemUable ; 
your  last  was  so  full  of  expostulation,  and  was 
something  so  like  the  language  of  an  offended 
friend,  that  I  began  to  tremble  for  a  correspon- 
dence, which  I  had  with  grateful  pleasure  set 
down  as  one  of  the  greatest  enjoyments  of  my 
future  life. 


Tour  books  have  delighted  me :  Tirgil*  Biy- 
den,  and  Tasso  were  all  equally  strangeca  to  me ; 
but  of  this  more  at  large  in  my  next. 

B.a 


CXVII. 
TO  MB.  JAMES  SMIin, 

AY09  FBIVmBLn,   UlTLITROOW. 

[Jamee  Smith,  aa  this  letter  ialiioatea,  had  nared  item 
Manehiine  to  try  to  mend  liii  fortuaee 
Linlithgow.] 


MauehUne,  April  28, 178a 
Bbwasb  of  your  Strasbar^,  my  good  &tI 
Look  on  this  as  the  opening  of  a  eoxrespon* 
denoe,  like  the  opening  of  a  twenty-four  gun 
battery  1 

There  is  no  understanding  a  man  properly, 
without  knowing  something  of  his  prerions 
ideas  (that  is  to  say,  if  the  man  has  any  ideas; 
for  I  know  many  who,  in  the  animal-muster, 
pass  for  men,  that  are  the  scanty  masters  of 
only  one  idea  on  any  g^ren  subject,  and  by  Ur 
the  greatest  part  of  your  acquaintaBces  and 
mine  can  barely  boast  of  ideas,  1.25— 1.&— 1.73 
or  some  such  fractional  matter;)  so  to  let  y\iu 
a  little  into  the  secrets  of  my  pericranium,  there 
is,  you  must  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed, 
handsome,  bewitching  young  hussy  of  your  ae- 
quaintance,  to  whom  I  hare  ^tely  and  pri* 
Tately  giyen  a  matrimonial  title  to  my  eetrpu^ 

"  Bode  a  robe  and  wear  it. 
Bode  a  pock  and  bear  it,*^ 

• 

says  the  wise. old  Scots  adage  1    I  hate  to  pre- 
sage ill-luck ;  and  as  my  girl  has  been  doubly 
kinder  to  me  than  eyen  the  best  of  women 
usually  are  to  their  partners  of  our  aex,  in 
similar  circumstances,  I  reckon  on  twelre  times 
a  brace  of  children  against  I  celebr&te   my 
twelfth  wedding-day:   these  twenty-four   will 
give  me  twenty-four   gossipings,    twenty-four 
christenings  (I  mean  one  equal  to  two),  and  I 
hope,  by  the  blessing  of  the  God  of  my  fathers, 
to  make  them  twenty-four  dutifiil  ehtlciren  to 
their  parents,  twenty-four  useful  members  of 
society,  and  twenty-four  approved  aerranta  of 
their  God  1  *  »  ♦ 

'*  Light's  heartsome,"  quo'  the  wife  wbea  she 
was  stealing  sheep.  You  see  what  &  lamp  I 
have  hung  up  to  lighten  your  patha,  when  yon 
are  idle  enough  to  explore  the  comhinatioiis  aa4 
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rfUtioDS  of  my  Ideas.  'Tis  now  as  plain  as  a 
ptke-aUfF,  why  a  twentj-four  gun  battery  was 
ft  metaphor  I  eonld  readily  employ. 

Vow  for  bnainess. — ^I  intend  to  present  Mrs. 
Boms  with  a  printed  shawU  an  article  of  which 
I  dare  say  yon  hare  variety :  'tis  my  first  pre- 
sent to  her  since  I  hare  irrevocably  called  her 
mine,  and  I  have  a  kind  of  whimsical  wish  to 
get  her  the  first  said  present  from  an  old  and 
naeh^Talned  friend  of  hers  and  minCi  a  trusty 
Trojan,  on  whose  friendship  I  count  myself  pos- 
sessed of  as  a  life-rent  lease. 

Look  on  this  letter  as  a  *<  beginning  of  sor- 
rows ;*'  I  will  write  you  till  your  eyes  ache  read- 
ing nonsense. 

Hfs.  Bams  ('tis  only  her  private  designation} 
begs  her  best  compliments  to  yon. 

B.  B. 


oxym. 

TO  PBOFESSOR  DUQALD  STEWABT. 

[Dofmld  Stewart  loved  tb«  poet,  a^iniiwl  hii  worki, 
sad  eariclied  the  biography  of  Corrie  with  ■Qioe  gtnaise 
leffliBlaeeocai  of  hli  oarlitr  dayi.] 


8lB, 


MattchUne,  Zd  May,  1788. 


I  BKCMsn  yon  one  or  two  more  of  my  baga- 
telles. If  the  fervent  wishes  of  honest  *gratt- 
tade  have  any  influence  with  that  great  unknown 
being  who  frames  the  chain  of  oauses  and  events, 
prosperity  and  happiness  will  attend  your  visits 
to  the  continent,  and  return  you  safe  to  your 
natire  shore. 

Wherever  I  am,  allow  me.  Sir,  to  claim  it  as 
my  prinlege  to  acquaint  you  with  my  progress 
in  my  trade  of  rhymes ;  as  I  am  sure  I  could 
say  it  with  truth,  that  next  to  my  little  fame, 
and  the  haiing  it  in  my  power  to  make  life  more 
comfortable  to  those  whom  nature  has  made 
dear  to  me,  I  shall  ever  regard  your  counte- 
nance, your  patronage,  your  friendly  good 
offices,  as  the  most  valued  consequence  of  my 
late  success  in  life.  B.  B. 


CZIX. 

TO  MBS.  BUNLOP. 

(A  x>rt#m,  •omething  after  the  fashion  of  the  Georg ics, 
lung  preeeat  to  the  miad  of  Barni:  had  fortune 


been  nore  Mendly  he  night  have,  fai  dae  time,prodaeed 
it.] 

Mauehlme,  4th  May,  1788. 
Madax, 

Dbtdm's  Virgil  has  delighted  me.  I  do  not 
know  whether  the  critics  will  agree  with  me, 
but  the  Georgics  are  to  me  by  far  the  best  of 
Virgil.  It  is  indeed  »  species  of  writing  en* 
tirely  new  to  me ;  and  has  filled  my  head  with 
a  thousand  fancies  of  emulation:  but,  alas! 
when  I  read  the  Qeorgics,  and  then  surrey  my 
own  powers,  'tis  like  the  idea  of  a  Shetland 
pony,  drawn  up  by  the  side  of  a  thorough-bred 
hunter  to  start  for  the  plate.  I  own  I  am  dis- 
appointed in  the  iEneid.  Faultless  correctness 
may  please,  and  does  highly  please,  the  lettered 
critic :  but  to  that  awful  character  I  have  not 
the  most  distant  pretensions.  I  do  not  know 
whether  I  do  not  hasard  my  pretensions  to  be 
a  critic  of  any  kind,  when  I  say  that  I  think 
Virgil,  in  many  instances,  a  servile  copier  of 
Homer.  If  I  had  the  Odyssey  by  me,  I  could 
parallel  many  passages  where  Virgil  has  evi- 
dently copied,  but  by  no  means  improved.  Ho- 
mer. Nor  can  I  think  there  is  anything  of  this 
owing  to  the  translators ;  for,  from  everythiog 
I  have  seen  of  Dryden,  I  think  him  in  genius 
and  fluency  of  language,  Pope's  master.  I  have 
not  perused  Tasso  enough  to  form  an  opinion : 
in  some  future  letter,  you  shall  have  my  ideas 
of  him ;  though  I  am  conscious  my  criticisms 
must  be  very  inaccurate  and  imperfect,  as  there 
I  have  ever  felt  and  lamented  my  want  of  learn- 
ing most.  B.  B. 


CXX. 
TO  MB.  BOBEBT  AINSLIE. 

[I  hare  heard  the  gentleman  lay,  to  whom  thii  hnef 
letter  ie  addreraed,  how  much  he  wae  pleased  with  the 
iotlmatioB,  that  the  poet  bad  reunited  bioMalf  with  Jaaa 
Armonr,  for  he  knew  hia  heart  waa  with  her.] 

MauehliM,  May  26,  1788. 
Mr  nvAB  Fbibxd, 
I  AM  two  kind  letters  in  your  debt,  but  I  hav« 
been  from  home,  and  horribly  busy,  buying  and 
preparing  for  my  farming  business,  over  and 
above  the  plague  of  my  Excise  instructions, 
which  this  week  will  finish. 

As  I  fiatter  my  wishes  that  I  foresee  many 
future  years'  correspondence  between  us,  'tis 
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foolish  to  Ulk  of  excusing  doll  epistles ;  a  doll 
letter  may  be  a  yerj  kind  one.  I  hare  the 
pleasure  to  toll  yon  that  I  hare  been  extremely 
fortunate  in  all  my  buyings,  and  bargainings 
hitherto  ;  Mrs.  Bums  not  excepted ;  which  title 
I  now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  affair :  it  has  indeed  added  to  my 
anxieties  for  futority,  but  it  has  giyen  a  stabi- 
lity to  my  mind,  and  resolntions  unknown  be- 
fore; and  the  poor  girl  has  the  most  sacred 
enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a 
wish  but  to  gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deport- 
ment. I  am  interrupted. — ^Farewell  1  my  dear 
Sir.  R.B. 


CXXI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[Thii  letter,  on  the  hiring  eeaeoa,  ii  well  worth  the 
consideration  of  all  maetert,  and  all  eerYanta.  In  Eng- 
land, aervanta  are  engaged  by  the  month ;  in  Seotlandrby 
the  half-year,  and  therefore  lees  at  the  mercy  of  the 
changeable  and  capricioaa.] 

27th  May,  1788. 
Madam, 

I  HATB  been  torturing  my  philosophy  to  no 
purpose,  to  account  for  that  kind  parUality  of 
yours,  which  has  followed  me,  in  my  return  to 
the  shade  of  life,  with  assiduous  beneyolenoe. 
Often  did  I  regret,  in  the  fleeting  hours  of  my 
late  will-o*-wisp  appearance,  that  <*  here  I  had 
no  continuing  city ;"  and  but  for  the  consolation 
of  a  few  solid  guineas,  could  almost  lament  the 
time  that  a  momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth 
and  splendour  put  me  so  much  out  of  conceit 
with  the  sworn  companions  of  my  road  through 
life — ^insignificance  and  poyerty. 

There  are  few  circumstances  relating  to  the 
unequal  distribution  of  the  good  things  of  this 
life  that  give  me  more  vexation  (I  mean  in  what 
I  see  around  me)  than  the  importance  the 
opulent  bestow  on  their  trifling  family  affairs, 
compared  with  the  very  same  things  on  the  con- 
tracted scale  of  a  cottage.  Last  afternoon  I  had 
the  honour  to  apend  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
woman's  fireside,  where  the  planks  that  com- 
posed the  floor  were  decorated  with  a  splendid 
carpet,  and  the  gay  table  sparkled  with  silver 
and  china.  'Tie  now  about  term-day,  and  there 
has  been  a  revolution  among  those  creaturesi 


GXXn. 
TO  MRS.  DITNLOP, 

AT  XK.   nUVLOP'S,   HADDtKOrOV. 

[In  thie,  the  poet*e  first  letter  from  ElUaUwl,  he  U71 
down  hie  whole  aystem  of  in-door  and  oat-door  eeoDOvy : 
while  hia  wife  took  care  of  the  honaehold,  be  war  to 
manage  the  Arm,  and  '<  pen  a  atanaa"  dotiag  hia  hem 
ofleiaaie.] 

EUUUmd,  13tA  June,  178a 

«  Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  raelou  I  aae. 
My  heart,  nntnivell'd,  fondly  taraa  to  thee ; 
Still  to  mffrUmd  it  toma  with  ceaeeieai 
And  draga  at  each  remove  a  lengthening 


This  is  the  second  day,  my  honoured  IHemd, 
that  I  have  been  on  my  farm.    A  aoUtacy  m- 
mate  of  an  old  smoky  spense ;  far  from  tx^isy 
object  I  love,  or  by  whom  I  am  beloved;  aor 
any  acquaintance  older  than  yesterdi^,  «soepi 
Jenny  Geddes,  the  old  mare  I  ride  on ;  irhUe 
uncouth  cares  and  novel  plans  hourly  insult  my 
awkward  ignorance  and  bashfbl  inexperience. 
There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere  native  to  my  sou] 
in  the  hour  of  care ;  consequently  the  dre^rx 
objects  seem  larger  than  the  life.     Bxtrvme 
sensibility,    irritated   and   prejudiced   on  tbc 
gloomy  side  by  a  series  of  misfortunce  and  dis. 
appointments,  at  that  period  of  my  exi&tenec 
when  the  sou!  is  laying  in  her  cargo  of  ide«a  for 
the  voyage  of  life,  is,  I  believe,  the  priacij^il 
cause  of  this  unhappy  frame  of  mind. 


who  though  in  appearance  partakers,  and  equaOy 
noble  partakers,  of  the  same  nature  with  Ua- 
dame,  are  from  time  to  time — their  newes, 
their  sinews,  thmr  health*  strength,  wiidfl8s» 
experience^  gemus,  time,  nay  a  good  part  of 
their  very  thoni^ts— sold  for  months  and  yean, 
not  only  to  the  neoeanties,  the  oonveaiencieiv 
but»  the  oapricee  of  the  important  few«  Wa  ' 
talked  of  the  insigBiflcant  creatures;  nay,  »et» 
wtthstanding  theSf  general  stupidity  and  raa* 
oality,  did  soma  of  the  poor  devils  the  honour  ie 
commend  them.  But  light  be  the  turf  upon  hia 
breast  who  ttfught  «  Bevereace  tbyaelf  !**  We 
looked  down  on  the  unpolished  wretehea,  their 
impertinent  wives  and  olouterly  brats,  as  the 
lordly  bull  does  on  the  little  dirty  ant-hiB,  whoae 
puny  inhabitants  he  omshes  in  the  carelesBness 
of  his  ramble,  or  tosses  in  the  air  in  the  wanton* 
ness  of  his  pride.  B.  B. 
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^  Tk*  Taliantt  in  JiimMlf,  what  oaa  h«  inifor  f 
Or  wbat  need  he  regard  his  tingk  wo«i  ?"  &e. 

Yonr  snrrniM,  Ufidaiii,  is  just ;  I  aa  indeed 

»  haoband. 

*  »  «  « 

To  jealonsj  or  infidelity  I  ftm  an  equal  stran- 
ger* My  preserratiye  from  the  first  is  the  most 
thorough  consciousness  4>f  her  sentiments  of 
honour,  and  her  attaohment  to  me:  my  antidote 
ngninst  thelAstis  my  long  and  deep-rooted  affeo- 
tien  for  her. 

In  housewife  matters,  of  aptness  to  leam  and 
actiTity  to  execute,  she  is  eminently  mistress ; 
and  during  my  absence  in  Kithsdale,  she  is  re- 
gularly and  constantly  apprentice  to  my  mo- 
ther and  sisters  in  their  dairy  and  other  rurnl 
business. 

The  muses  must  not  be  offended  when  I  tell 
them,  the  concerns  6f  my  wife  and  family  will, 
in  my  mind,  always  take  the/xu;  but  I  assure 
them  their  ladyships  will  erer  come  next  in 
place. 

Ton  nre  right  that  a  bachelor  state  would  hare 
insured  me  more  friends ;  but,  from  a  cause  you 
will  easily  guess,  conscious  peace  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  my  own  mind,  and  unm^trusting  con- 
fidence in  approaching  my  Qod,  would  seldom 
have  been  of  the  number. 

I  found  a  oi)ce  much-loyed  and  still  much- 
loTod  female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the 
mercy  of  the  naked  elements;  but  I  enabled 
her  toyurchate  a  shelter; — there  is  no  sporting 
with  a  fellow-creature's  happiness  or  misery. 

The  most  placid  good-nature  and  sweetness 
df  disposition;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  de- 
▼oted  with  all  its  powers  to  lore  me ;  rigorous 
health  and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the 
best  adTantage  by  a  more  than  oommonly  hhnd- 
Bome  figure ;  these,  I  think,  in  a  iroman,  may 
make  a  good  wife,  though  she  should  nsTor 
have  read  a  page  but  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old 
and  Kew  Testament,  nor  hare  danced  in  a 
brighter  assembly  than  a  penny  pay-wedding. 

B.  B. 


oxxni. 

TO  BOBERT  AINSLIE,  £Sa 

(Bad  Bonifl  writtea  hie  Bne  soi^,  beginniog  *<  Coa- 
teotad  wi'  little  aad  eaatie  wi'  amir,**  whea  he  peaaed 
Ihiji  letter,  the  proie  might  have  followed  as  a  note  to 
the  vMse :  he  calls  the  Bxeise  a  laxury.] 


HUuland,  Jum  14/A,  1788. 

This  Is  now  the  third  day,  mj^  dearest  Sir, 
that  I  have  sojourned  in  these  regions;  and 
duriug  these  three  days  you  hare  occupied  more 
of  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks  preceding: 
in  Ayrshire  I  haye  seyeral  yariations  of  friend- 
ship's  compass,  here  it  points  inyariably  to  the 
pole.  My  farm  giyes  me  a  good  many  uncouth 
cares  and  anxieties,  but  I  hate  the  language  of 
complaint  Job,  or  some  one  of  his  friends, 
says  well — "why  should  a  liring  man  com- 
plaint" 

I  haye  lately  been  much  mortified  with  con- 
templating an  unlucky  imperfection  in  the  yery 
framing  and  construction  of  my  soul ;  namely, 
a  blundering  inaccuracy  of  her  olfactory  organs 
in  hitting  the  scent  of  craft  or  design  in  my  fel- 
low-creatures. I  do  not  mean  any  compliment  * 
to  my  ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the  defect 
is  in  consequence  of  the  unsuspicious  simplicify 
of  conscious  truth  and  honour :  I  take  it  to  be, 
in  some  way  or  other,  an  imperfection  in  the 
mental  sight ;  or,  metaphor  apart,  some  modi- 
fication of  dulness.  In  two  or  three  small  in- 
stances lately,  I  haye  been  most  shameAilly 
out. 

I  haye  all  along  hitherto,  in  the  warfare  of 
life,  been  bred  to  arms  among  the  light-hors^— 
the  piquet-guards  of  fancy ;  a  kind  of  hussars 
and  Highlanders  of  the  brain ;  but  I  am  firmly 
resoWed  to  sell  out  of  these  giddy  battalions, 
who  haye  no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the 
foe,  or  of  a  siege  but  storming  the  town.  Cost 
what  it  will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among 
the  graye  squadrons  of  heayy-armed  thought,  or 
the  artillery  corps  of  plodding  contriyance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or  what  is  tha 
subject  of  your  thouglits,  besides  the  great  stu- 
dies of  your  profession  f  Ton  said  something 
about  religion  in  your  last.  I  don't  exactly  re* 
member  what  it  was,  as  the  letter  is  in  Ayr- 
shire ;  but  I  thought  it  not  only  prettily  said, 
but  nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a  noble  fel- 
low if  once  you  were  married.  I  make  no  reser- 
yatioa  of  your  being  well-married!  you  haye  so 
much  sense,  and  knowledge  of  human  nature^ 
that  though  you  may  not  realise  perhaps  the 
ideas  of  romance,  yet  you  will  neyerbe  ill-mar- 
ried. 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my  ticklish  situ- 
ation respecting  prorision  for  a  family  of  chil- 
dren, I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  thAt  the  step  I 
haye  taken  is  yastly  for  my  happiness.    As  it  is. 
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I  look  to  the  Excise  Bcheme  u  a  certainty  of 
maintenance ! — ^laxary  to  irhat  either  Mrs.  Boms 
or  I  irere  bom  to. 

Adieu. 

B.  B. 


TO  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  ESQ. 

[Tlw  kindnera  of  Field,  the  profiliati  haa  not  only  in* 
dolged  me  with  a  look  at  the  original,  from  which  the 
I      profile  alladed  to  in  the  letter  waa  taken,  bat  haa  pat  me 
in  poaaeaaion  of  a  capital  copy.] 

MauchUne,  2Zd  June,  1788. 
This  letter,  my  dear  Sir,  is  only  a  business 
scrap.  Mr.  Miers,  profile  painter  in  your  town, 
has  executed  a  profile  of  Dr.  Blacldock  for  me : 
do  me  the  faf  our  to  call  for  it,  and  sit  to  him 
yourself  for  me,  which  put  in  the  same  size  as 
the  doctor's.  The  account  of  both  profiles  will 
be  fifteen  shillings,  which  I  have  given  to  James 
Connell,  our  Mauchllne  carrier,  to  pay  you  when 
you  give  Him  the  parcel,  fbu  must  not,  my 
friend,  reftise  to  sit.  The  time  is  short:  when  I 
sat  to  Mr.  Miers,  I  am  sure  he  did  not  exceed 
two  minutes.  I  propose  hanging  Lord  Glencaim, 
the  Doctor,  and  you  in  trio  over  my  new  chim- 
ney-piece that  is  to  be. 

Adieu. 

Bx  B. 


cxxv. 

TO  ROBERT  A}NSLIE,  ESQ. 

["  There  ia  a  d^free  of  folly,*'  aaya  Bama  in  thia  let- 
ter, *'  in  talking  unneceaaarily  of  one'a  private  uflaira." 
The  fully  ia  acarcely  leaa  to  write  about  them,  and  much 
did  the  poet  and  hie  friend  write  aboat  their  own  private 
afiaira  aa  well  aa  thoae  of  othera.] 

EUitUmd,  June  80<A,  1788. 
Mt  dbab  Sib, 

I  JUST  now  received  your  brief  epistle ;  and, 
to  take  vengeance  on  your  lasiness,  I  have,  you 
see,  taken  a  long  sheet  of  writing-paper,  and 
have  begun  at  the  top  of  the  page,  intending  to 
teribble  on  to  the  very  last  oomer. 

I  am  vexed  at  that  afiTair  of  the  *  *  *,  but 
dare  not  enlarge  on  the  subject  until  yon  send 
me  your  direction,  as  I  suppose  that  will  be  al- 
tered on  your  late  master  and  friend's  death.    I 


am  concerned  for  the  old  fellow's  exit»  only  ts 
I  fear  it  may  be  to  your  disadvantage  in  ai^ 
respeot^-for  an  old  man's  dying,  except  hm  hu 
been  a  very  benevolent  character,  or  ia  eom 
particular  situation  of  life  that  the  veUine 
of  the  poor  or  the  helpless  depended  on  his, 
I  think  it  an  event  of  the  most  trifling  n«auBt 
in  the  world.  Man  is  naturally  a  kind,  beaer^- 
lent  animal,  but  he  is  dropped  into  sueh  a  »m47 
silMiiwi  here  in  this  vexatious  world,  and  hsi 
such  a  whoreaeis  kmgiy,  growling,  mnltipljiog 
pack  of  necessities,  appelifwi,  passions,  aad 
desires  about  him,  ready  to  devosr  kisa  for 
want  of  other  food ;  that  in  fact  he  most  lay 
aside  his  cares  for  others  that  he  may  look  pr»- 
perly  to  himself.  Ton  have  been  imposed  i^oa 
in  paying  Mr.  Miers  for  the  profile  of  a  Mr.  H. 
I  did  not  mention  it  in  my  letter  to  yon,  ner 
did  I  ever  give  Mr.  Miers  any  such  order.  I 
have  no  objection  to  lose  the  money,  but  I  will 
not  have  any  such  profile  in  my  possessiotL 

I  desired  the  carrier  to  pay  yon,  bnt  as  I  men- 
tioned only  fifteen  shillings  to  him,  I  would  ra- 
ther enclose  you  a  guinea  note.  I  have  it  not, 
indeed,  to  spare  here,  as  I  am  only  a  sojourner 
in  a  strange  land  in  this  place ;  bnt  in  a  day  or 
two  I  return  to  Mauchllne,  and  there  I  have 
the  bank-notes  through  the  house  like  salt  per- 
mits. 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  folly  in  talking  un- 
necessarily of  one's  private  affairs.    I  have  ju»t 
now  been  interrupted  by  one  of  my  new  neigh- 
bours, who  has  made  himself  absolutely  con- 
temptible in  my  eyes,  by  his  silly  garmlona  pru- 
riency.   I  know  it  has  been  a  fatUt  of  uy  own, 
too;  but  from  this  moment  I  abjure  it,  as  I 
would  the  service  of  hell !    Your  poets,  spend- 
thrifts, and  other  fools  of  that  kidney,  pretend 
forsooth  to  crack  their  Jokes  on  prudence  ;  but 
*tis  a  squalid  vagabond  glorying  in  his  rags, 
sun,  imprudence  respecting  money  matten  is 
mucb  more  pardonabU  than  imprudence  respect- 
ing character.     I  have  no  objection  to  prrefer 
prodigality  to  avarice,  in  some  few  instmices ; 
but  I  appeal  to  your  observation,  if  jou  hare 
not  met,  and  often  met,  with  the  same  diningen^- 
ousness,  the  same  hollow-hearted  Insinceri^, 
and  disintegritive  depravity  of  principle,  ixi  Che 
hackneyed  victims  of  profiision,  as  in  th*  un- 
feeling children  of  parsimony.    I  hnT«  crery 
possible  reverence  for  the  muoh-talked-of  world 
beyond  the  grave,  and  I  wish  that  whidi  pi«ty 
believes,  and  virtue  deserves,  maybe  aXl  milter 
of  fact    But  in  things  belonging  to,  «ad 
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nlnftting  la  this  prtsent  scene  of  existence,  man 
hns  terioofl  and  interesting  business  on  hand. 
Whether  a  man  shall  shake  hands  with  welcome 
in  the  distingnished  eleration  of  respect,  or 
shrink  from  contempt  in  the  abject  comer  of  in- 
significance ;  whether  he  shall  wanton  under  the 
troplo  of  plentj,  at  least  enjoj  himself  in  the 
comfortable  latitudes  of  easy  conyenience,  or 
starte  in  the  arctic  circle  of  dreary  poyerty; 
whether  he  shall  rise  in  the  manly  consciousness 
of  a  self-approTiag  mind,  or  sink  beneath  a  gall- 
ing load  of  regret  and  remorse— these  are  alter- 
natiTes  of  the  last  moment 

Tou  see  how  I  preach.  You  used  occasion- 
ally to  sermonize  too;  I  wish  you  would,,  ua 
charity,  farour  me  with  a  sheet  fUl  in  your 
cwn  way.  I  admire  the  dose  ci  a  letter  Lord 
Bolingbroke  writes  to  Bean  Swift: — *< Adieu 
dear  Swift !  with  all  thy  faults  I  Iotc  thee  en- 
tirely: mke  an  effort  to  Iotc  me  with  all 
miiM  !**  Humble  serrant,  and  all  that  trumpery. 
Is  now  such  a  prostituted  business,  that  honest 
friendship,  in  her  sincere  way,  must  haye  re- 
coune  to  her  primitiTe,  simple, — ^farewell  f 

R.  B. 


'  CXXVI. 

TO  MB.  GEOBGE  LOCEHABT, 

XEBCHAXT,   GLASGOW. 

(Bsnw,  mors  than  any  poet  of  the  age,  loyad  to 
write  tmt  copies  of  hit  favoarita  poema,  and  pretant  tham 
to  kia  frieada :  he  aant  "  The  FaUa  of  Braar>'  to  Mr. 
Lcxik^ait.] 

MauehUne,  ISth  July,  1788. 
IIt  dbui  Six, 

I  AM  just  going  for  Nithsdale,  else  I  would 
eertaialy  haye  transcribed  some  of  my  rhyming 
Ihinga  for  you.  The  Miss  Baillies  I  hare  seen 
in  Edinburgh.  **  Fair  and  lorely  are  thy  works, 
hard  God  Almlghfyl  Who  would  not  praise 
thee  for  these  thy  gifts  in  thy  goodness  to  the 
sons  of  men  V*  It  needed  not  your  fine  taste  to 
mdmrn  them.  I  declare,  one  day  I  had  the 
honour  of  dining  at  Mr.  Bailie's,  I  was  almost 
In  the  predicament  of  the  ohildren  of  Israel, 
when  they  cotild  not  look  on  Moses*  face  for  the 
glofy  that  shone  in  it  when  he  descended  from 
Mount  Sinai. 

I  did  once  write  a  poetio  address  firom  the 
Falls  of  Bruar  to  hia  Graoo  of  Athole,  when  I 


was  in  the  Highlands.  When  you  return  to 
Scotland,  let  me  know,  and  I  will  send  such  of 
my  i^eces  as  please  myself  best.  I  return  to 
Mauchline  in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Purdon.     I  am  in 
truth,  but  at  present  in  haste, 

Tours,— B.  B. 


cxxvn. 

TO  MB.  PBTEB  HILL. 

[Peter Bin  waaabooksallar  in  Edinbnrgh :  David  Ram* 
my,  printar  of  the  Etraning  Coarant :  William  Dnnbar, 
aa  advocate,  and  prasidant  of  a  dob  of  Edinbaryh  wita; 
and  AJazandar  Canning  ham,  a  Jawellar,  who  loved  mirth 
and  wine.] 

Mt  dbab  Hill, 

I  SHALL  say  nothing  to  your  mad  present-* 
you  have  so  long  and  often  been  of  important 
service  to  me,  and  I  suppose  you  mean  to  go  on 
conferring  obligations  until  I  shall  not  be  able 
to  lift  up  my  face  before  you.  In  the  mean 
time,  as  Sir  Boger  de  Coverley,  because  it  hap* 
pened  to  be  a  cold  day  in  which  he  made  his 
will,  ordered  his  servants  great  coats  for  mourn- 
ing, so,  because  I  have  been  this  week  plagued 
with  an  indigestion,  I  have  sent  you  by  the 
carrier  a  fine  old  ewe-milk  cheese. 

Indigestion  is  the  devil:  nay,  'tis  the  deril 
and  all.  It  besets  a  man  in  every  one  of  his 
senses.  I  lose  my  appetite  at  the  sight  of  sue- 
cessful  knavery,  and  sicken  to  loathing  at  the 
noise  and  nonsense  of  self-important  folly. 
When  the  hollow-hearted  wretch  takes  me  by 
the  hand,  the  feeling  spoils  my  dinner:  the 
proud  man's  wine  so  oiTends  my  palate  that  it 
chokes  me  in  the  gullet;  and  the  puMUitd^ 
feathered,  pert  coxcomb  is  so  disgustful  in  my 
nostril  that  my  stomach  turns. 

If  ever  you  have  any  of  these  disagreeable 
sensations,  let  me  prescribe  for  you  patience 
and  a  bit  of  my  cheese.  I  know  that  you  are 
no  niggard  of  your  good  things  among  your 
friends,  and  some  of  them  are  in  much  need  of 
a  slice.  There,  in  my  eye  is  our  friend  Smel- 
lie ;  a  man  positively  of  the  first  abilities  and 
greatest  streil(^  of  mind,  as  well  as  one  of 
the  best  hearts  and  keenest  wits  that  I  hav« 
erer  met  with ;  when  you  see  him,  as,  alasl  ho 
too  is  smarUng  at  the  pinch  of  distressful  dr- 
oumstances,  aggravated  by  the  sneer  of  contu- 
melious greatness— a  bit  of  my  cheese  alone  wdl 
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not  cure  him,  bnt  if  you  add  a  tankard  of  brown 
stout,  and  superadd  a  magnum  of  right  Oporto, 
you  will  see  bis  sorrows  vanish  like  the  m«ming 
mist  before  the  summer  sun. 

Candlish,  the  earliest  friend,  except  my  only 
brother,  that  I  hare  *on  earth,  and  one  of  the 
worthiest  fellows  that  ever  any  man  called  by 
the  name  of  friend,  if  a  luncheon  of  my  cheese 
would  help  to  rid  him  of  some  of  his  super- 
abundant modesty,  you  would  do  well  to  give  it 
him. 

Pavid,'  with  his  Courantf  comes,  too,  across 
my  recollection,  and  I  beg  you  will  help  him 
largely  from  the  sud  ewe-milk  cheese,  to  enable 
him  to  digest  those  bedaubing  paragraphs  with 
which  he  is  eternally  larding  the  lean  characters 
of  certain  great  men  in  a  certain  great  town.  I 
grant  you  the  periods  are  rery  well  turned ;  so, 
a  fresh  egg  is  a  rery  good  thing,  but  when  thrown 
at  a  man  in  a  pillory,  it  does  not  at  all  improTe 
his  figure,  not  to  mention  the  irreparable  loss 
of  the  egg. 

My  facetious  friend  Dunbar  I  would  wish  also, 
to  be  a  partaker :  not  to  digest  his  spleen,  for 
that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his  last  night's 
wine  at  the  last  field-day  of  the  Crochallan 
cerps.* 

Among  our  common  friends  I  must  not  forget 
one  of  the  dearest  of  them — Cunningham.  The 
brutality,  insolence,  and  selfishness  of  a  world 
unworthy  of  haying  such  a  fellow  as  he  is  in  it, 
I  know  sticks  in  his  stomach,  and  if  you  can  help 
him  to  anything  that  will  make  him  a  little  easier 
on  that  score,  it  will  be  very  obliging. 

As  to  honest  J S— — e,  he  is  such  a 

eontented,  happy  man,  that  I  know  not  what 
ean  annoy  him,  except,  perhaps,  he  may  not 
have  got  the  better  of  a  parcel  of  modest  anec- 
dotes which  a  certain  poet  gare  him  one  night  at 
supper,  the  last  time  the  said  poet  was  in  town. 

Though  I  hsTO  menUoned  so  many  men  of  law, 
I  shall  haTO  nothing  to  do  with  them  professedly 
—the  faculty  are  beyond  my  prescription.  As 
to  their  clients,  that  is  another  thing ;  Qod  knows 
they  have  much  to  digest! 

The  olergy  I  pass  by;  their  proftmdity  of 
erudition,  and  their  liberality  of  sentiment; 
their  total  Want  of  pride,  and  their  detestation 
of  hypocrisy,  are  so  proverbiaHy  notorious  as 
to  place  them  far,  far  above  either  my  praise  or 
eeasure. 

1  Printer  of  tb«  Edinburgh  Svmimg  CoumM. 
s  A  club  ofefaoiee  spirits. 


I  was  going  to  tteatioB  a  man  of  wwth  whea 
I  liave  the  honour  to  call  friend,  tha  Laird  of 
Craigdarroch ;  but  I  have  spoken  to  the  laadl«pi 
of  the  King's-Arms  inn  here,  to  have  at  the  oeit 
county  meeting  a  large  ewa-milk  ehteae  00  tht 
table,  fbr  the  benefit  of  the  Dumfriee-ehir«  Wliigi, 
to  enable  them  to  digest  the  Duke  of  Qoecss' 
berry's  late  political  oondnet. 

I  have  just  this  moment  aa  opportunity  of  s 
private  hand  to  Edinburgh,  as  perhaps  you  would 
not  digest  double  postage.  K.  B. 


CXXYECL 


TO  BOBEBT  GBAHAM,  SSOt 

OV  f  IHTBAT. 

• 

[The  filial  and  fratenial  cUims  nllodod  lo  in  tbit  l«ttM 
were  satiBfied  with  ahoat  three  hundred  ponnda,  two  hoa* 
dned  of  whieb  went  to  hie  brother  Gilbert— a  aam  which 
nsdo  n  muI  inroad  on  the  nooey  ariaiag  Ava  Ibe  aeooad 
edition  of  his  Poema.] 

Sib, 

When  I  had  the  honour  of  being  introduced 
to  you  at  Athole-house,  I  did  not  think  so  900& 
of  asking  a  favour  of  you.    When  Lear,  in 
Shakspeare,  asked  Old  Kent  why  he  wished  W 
be  in  his  serrice,  he  answers,  "Becaase  yoJi 
have  that  in  your  face  which  I  would  fain  call 
master.*'    For  some  such  reason,  Sir«  do  I  now 
solicit  your  patronage.     Ton  know,  I  dare  eaj, 
of  an  application  I  lately  made  to  your  Board  U 
be  admitted  an  officer  of  Excise.     I  have,  ac- 
cording to  form,  been  examined  by  a  superyisior, 
and  to-day  I  gave  in  his  cerUficata,  with  a  re- 
quest for  an  order  for  instruotiona.     In  iXu^ 
affair,  if  I  succeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  but  too 
much  need  a  patronising  friend.    Propriety  uf 
conduct  as  a  man,  and  fidelity  and  attention  as 
an  officer,  I  dare  engage  for;  but  with  anythio^ 
like  business,  except  manual  labour.  I  am  to- 
tally unacqu^ted. 

I  had  intended  to  have  closed  my  late  app«ir- 
ance  on  the  stage  of  life,  in  the  character  of  a 
country  farmer;  but  after  dischar^ag  some 
filial  and  fraternal  claims,  I  find  I  could  only 
fight  for  existence  in  that  miserablo  mann^^r. 
which  I  have  lived  to  see  throw  »  Tenerabic 
parent  into  the  Jaws  of  a  jail;  whesioe  dc*ih, 
the  poor  man's  last  and  often  bast  firiaadt  Taaeoci 
him. 
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I  iBOWt  ffiTff  AM  ia  BMd  jwa  goodiieM»  is  to 
kftw  »  olaia  on  U;  mij  !» therefora,  beg  70W 
p«li«iiag«  to  fonntfd  vm  in  tUe  affafav  till  I  be 
■ppoifttod  to  A  dififton;  where,  by  the  help  ef 
tigid  eeoDoi^y,  I  irill  try  to  rapport  that  inde- 
pendenee  ao  deer  to  ay  eovl,  but  whieh  bee  been 
too  often  eo  dklmt  firain  ny  eitvntien. 

B.B. 


TO  WILLIAM  0BUIK8HANK. 

fTte  vcnM  wkieh  tidi  Itttweonvytd  to  CnitWuBk 
mtn  ihm  IfaiMwrittott  ia  Frisn-Oma  Hermitage :  « the 
ftnMWta/*  eaT*  the  poet,  elaewhere,  "ot  my  laler- 
tHIh  the  NithiWe  mee.'*] 


jarMond;  ^i^ntf,  1788. 

I  SATi  not  room,  my  deer  friend,  to  aoawer 
en  Ibe  perdenlers  of  your  leetbind  letter.  I 
ibeH  be  in  EcBnbiirgb  on  eome  bnainees  yeiy 
eoeB^end  ee  I  ebeU  be  two  deya,  or  peibepe 
tbree^  town,  we  ahell  dieensa  metters  eM 
eecv.  My  knee,  I  beUere,  will  noTor  be  entirely 
well;  end  en  nnlaoky  fall  this  winter  bee  made 
it  efill  worse.  I  wdl  remember  the  oiroum- 
efanee  yon  alhide  to,  respecting  Creech's  oidnion 
of  Mr.  Hieol ;  but,  ae  the  first  gentleman  owes 
me  staU  about  fifty  pounds,  I  dare  not  meddle 
in  the  aflair. 

It  gate  me  a  tery  heaty  heart  to  read  snob 
aoeouate  of  tbe  oonsequenoe  of  your  quarrel 
with  that  puritanic,  rotten-hearted,  hell-oom- 
miaeioned   scoundrel   A  If,    notwith- 

etandittg  jour  unprecedented  industry  in  public, 
and  your  Irreproachable  conduct  in  privato 
Bfe,  he  still  hae  you  so  much  in  his  power,  wliat 
ruin  may  he  not  bring  on  some  others  I  could 
name? 

Meay  and  happy  returns  of  seasons  to  you, 
with  your  dearest  and  worthiest  friend,  and  the 
lerely  Httle  pledge  of  your  happy  union.  May 
the  great  Author  of  life,  and  of  every  enjoyment 
thai  can  render  fife  delightfU,  make  her  that 
eomfortoble  bleedng  to  you  both^  which  you  so 
ardcnily  wish  for,  and  which,  allow  me  to  say, 
you  so  well  deserre  I  Glance  OTor  the  foregoing 
and  let  me  hate  your  blots. 

Adieu. 
B.  B. 


TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  Uaee  ob  the  Hermitege  were  preeeated  by  the 
poet  to  eeveiml  of  hii  friendi,  end  Mn.  Dnalop  wee 
amoif  the  aemher.] 

MauehXm*,  Avguti  2, 1788. 
HovqvuD  Madam, 

Toun  hind  letter  welcomed  me»  yeetendghtb 
to  Ayrsliire.  I  am,  indeed,  eerioualy  angcy 
with  you  at  the  quantum  of  your  luekpenny ; 
but,  Tozed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  I  could  not  help 
laughing  Texy  heartily  at  the  noble  lord's  apo* 
logy  for  the  missed  napkin. 

I  would  writo  you  from  NiUisdale,  and  give 
yon  my  direction  there,  but  I  have  eoaroe  ea 
opp<ntunity  of  calling  at  a  posi-oi&ce  onoe  in  a 
fortnight  I  am  ^  milee  from  I>umfriee,  am 
sceroely  erer  in  it  myeelf,  and,  as  yety  have 
littie  acquaintance  in  the  neighbourhood.  B^ 
sides,  I  am  now  rery  bu^  on  my  frrm,  building 
a  dwelling-house ;  as  at  preeent  I  am  almost  aa 
erangelical  man  in  Nithsdale,  for  I  haie  eoaroe 
'*  where  to  lay  my  head.'* 

There  are  some  passagee  in  your  last  that 
brought  toars  in  my  eyee.  *'The  heart  knoweth 
its  own  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intermeddleth 
not  therewith."  The  repository  of  these  "  sor* 
rows  of  the  heart*'  is  a  kind  of  ttautum  Miido* 
riMi;  and  'tis  only  a  chosen  friend,  and  thati 
too,  at  particular  saored  times»  who  daree  eater 
into  them: — 

<'  HeaTon  oft  tears  the  bosom-chords 
That  natore  finest  strung." 

Tou  will  excuse  this  quotation'  for  the  eake 
of  the  anther.  Instead  of  entering  on  this  sub- 
ject farther,  I  shall  transcribe  you  a  few  linea 
I  wrote  in  a  hermitage,  belonging  to  a  gentte- 
man  in  my  Nitbedale  neighbourhood.  They 
are  almost  the  only  fatowe  the  mneee  have  eon* 
fened  on  me  in  that  eountry : — 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead.' 

Sinoe  I  am  in  the  way  of  traaseriUag,  the 
fbUowing  were  the  production  of  yeeterday  aa 
I  jogged  tbroogh  the  wild  hills  of  New  Cum- 
nock. I  intend  inserting  them,  or  eometbiag 
like  them,  in  aa  epistle  I  am  going  to  write  to 
the  gentieman  on  whoee  friendship  my  Bxelee 
hopes  depend,  Mr.  Qrebesi,  of  Hntray,  eae  ef 
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the  trorthiest  and  most  aeoomplislied  f^aUemen 
not  only  of  this  country,  bat,  I  will  dare  to  aay 
It,  of  this  age.  The  following  are  just  the  first 
erude  thoughts  "  nnhonsel'd^  naanoiated,  hbmu 
neal'd  :"— 

«  «  «  *  * 

Pity  the  tonef nl  mnses'  helpless  train ; 
Weak,  timid  landsmen jon  life's  stormy  main: 
The  world  were  blest,  did  bliss  on  them  depend; 
Ah,  that  "the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a 

ftiend !" 
The  little  fate  bestows  they  share  as  soon ; 
Unlike  sage,  proyerVd,  wisdom's  hard-wrung 

boon. 
Let  Prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son. 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun ; 
Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule ; 
Instinct's  a  brute  and  sentiment  a  fool! 
Who  make  poor  wU  do  wait  upon  lihoM; 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  owns  they're 

goodt 

Te  wise  ones,  hence  1  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ; 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  1 
But  come       ♦♦♦♦*• 

Here  the  muse  left  me.  I  am  astonished  at 
what  you  tell  me  of  Anthony's  writing  me.  I 
ncTer  received  it.  Poor  fellow!  you  Tex  me 
much  by  telling  me  that  he  is  unfortunate.  I 
shall  be  in  Ayrshire  ten  days  from  this  date.  I 
haye  Just  room  for  an  old  Roman  farewell. 

B.B. 


TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Thii  letter  hu  been  often  eited,  end  very  properiy,  at 
a  proof  of  the  strong  attMlnanit  of  Bnnis  to  one  who 
WM,  in  many  respects,  worthy.] 

MauchUni,  Auffuit  10, 1788. 
Mt  mrcH  HOHouBiD  FnixvD, 

ToiTBS  of  the  24th  June  Is  before  me;  I  found 
it,  as  well  as  another  valued  friend—my  wife, 
waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayrshire :  I  met  both 
with  the  sincerest  pleasure. 

When  I  write  you.  Madam,  I  do  not  idt  down 
to  answer  every  paragrapb  of  yours,  by  echoing 
every  sentiment,  like  the  faithful  Commons  of 
<lreat  Britain  in  Parliament  assembled,  an- 
mrering  a  speech  from  the  best  of  kings  1    I  ez- 


press  myself  in  tin  f idnesB  of  my  heiii,  ul 
may,  perhaps,  be  guilty  of  ae^^liag  tooitof 
your  kind  inquiries ;  but  aot  from  ymr  ntj 
old  reason,  that  I  do  not  read  your  lettcn.  iA 
your  episties  for  several  months  hftTe  oost  bc 
nothing,  except  a  swelling  throb  of  gratttodi^ 
or  a  deep-felt  sentiment  of  veneration. 

When  Mrs.  Bums,  Madam,  ilrst  found  to* 
self  "  as  women  wish  to  be  who  love  that 
lords,"  as  I  loved  her  nearly  to  distmotion,  v« 
took  steps  for  a  private  marriage.    Her  parala 
got  the  hint ;  and  not  only  Ibrbade  no  her  eon* 
pany  and  thrir  .house,  but,  on  my  romoortd 
West  Indian  voyage,  got  a  warrant  to  pnt  tu 
in  Jail,  till  I  should  find  security  in  my  abon^ 
to-be  paternal  relation.    Ton  Imow  my  lukj 
reverse  of  fortune.    On  my  idatant  retim  to 
Mauchline,  I  was  made  very  welcome  to  riit 
my  ipri.    The  usual  ooBBoquenoeo  began  to  be- 
tray her;  and,  as  I  was  at  that  lime  laid  up  a 
cripple  in  Edinburgh,  sho  was  tamed,  UtsnJ^ 
turned  out  of  doors,  and  I  wrote  lo  a  friend  to 
shelter  her  till  my  return,  when  ear  marriage 
was  declared.    Her  happiness  «r  misei^  wen 
in  my  hands,  and  who  could  triila  witii  fwh  ft 
deposit  ? 

I  can  easily  fancy  a  more  agreeable  eoapo- 
nion  for  my  Journey  of  life ;  bat,  opca  ay 
honour,  I  have  never  seen  tho  individual  iar 
stance. 

Circumstanced  as  I  am,  I  ooold  BAver  have 
got  a  female  partner  for  life,  itho  oouid  have 
entered  into  my  favourite  atodiee,  relished  laj 
favourite  authors,  &e.,  without  probabty  entail- 
ing on  me  at  the  same  time  e^endva  Bvis^ 
fantastic  caprice,  perhaps  apish  affeetatioa*  with  I 
all  the  other  blessed  boarding-school  ft«qum- 
ments,  which  (pardomu$  ino%  AMmh^)  are 
sometimes  to  be  found  among  fenalaa  of  the 
upper  ranks,  but  almost  universally  pervmda  tho 
misses  of  the  would-be  gently. 

I  like  your  way  in  yoorehureh-ysird  hseohca" 
tions.  Thoughts  that  are  the  spoatanxwta  resuK 
of  accidental  situations,  either  respeeliBg  haaUh^ 
place,  or  company,  have  often  s  strmslh^  aa^ 
always  an  originality,  that  would  m  ^aoa  h 
looked  for  in  fancied  dreumstaBcei  and  otadi^ 
paragraphs.  For  me,  I  have  oftea  thought  t\ 
keeping  a  letter,  in  progresdoa  by  mm^  to  acn 
you  when  the  sheet  was  written  oat.  If  cw 
talk  of  sheets,  I  must  tell  you,  my  Tenson  ti 
writing  to  you  on  paper  of  thia  kind  Is  m j  pn 
riency  of  writing  to  you  at  large.  A.  psi^  i 
post  is  on  such  »  dissocial,  namw<«!&ii«il  mea^ 
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IIiAt  I  oanaot  abide  it;  and  dcuible  letters,  at 
least  ia  mj  miBceUaneona  rcTerj  maiuier,  are  a 
mooatrous  tax  in  a  dose  correspondeiiee. 

E.B. 


CXXXII. 

TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

(Mn.  Miller,  of  IMiwijitoii,  was  a  lady  of  baanfcy  and 
talent :  <h«  wroto  Tenei  with  ikill  and  taste.  Her  maiden 
name  was  Jean  Lindsay.] 

SOitland,  16<A  Auput,  1788. 
I  AX  in  a  fine  disposition,  mj  honoured  friend, 
to  send  yon  an  elegiac  epistle ;  and  want  onlj 
genios  to  make  it  quite  Sbenstonian: — 

«*  Why  droo^  mjr  heart  with  fiuicied  woesforlonif 
Why  sinks  my  sooi,  beneath  each  wintry  sky  Y" 

Mj  iaereasing  eares  in  this,  as  yet  strange 
country — gloomy  coqjectnres  in  the  dark  Tista 
of  IVitori^— eonseionsness  of  my  own  inability 
for*the  straggle  of  the  world — ^my  broadened 
mark  to  misfortone  in  a  wife  and  children ;— I 
eonld  indulge  these  reflections  till  my  humour 
should  ferment  into  the  most  acid  chagrin,  that 
would  corrode  the  rezy  thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful  feelings,  I  hare 
sat  down  to  write  to  you ;  as  I  declare  upon 
my  wml  I  always  find  that  the  most  sovereign 
tftalm  for  my  wounded  spirit. 

I  was  yesterday  at  Mr.  Miller's  to  dinner  for 
the  fifst  time.  My  reception  was  quite  to  my 
nlad :  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flatter- 
fag.  She  sometimes  hits  ob  a  couplet  or  two, 
i^trcw^tm.  She  repeated  one  or  two  to  the  ad- 
Buratioa  of  all  present  My  suiirage  as^a  pro- 
ftssional  man,  was  expected:  I  for  once  went 
•goaiiing  over  the  belly  of  my  consoienee.  Par^ 
don  me,  ye  my  adored  household  gods,  Inde* 
pesdenoe  of  spirit,  and  integrity  of  soul!  In  the 
•ottfio  of  oonTcnation,  '<  Johnson's  Musical 
Mnstum,"  a  eolleotion  of  Scottish  songs  with 
tho  rnnsie,  was  talked  ot  We  got  a  song  on 
tho  harpaichord,  beginning, 

«  Raring  winds  anmad  her  blowii^.*'  i 
The  air  was  much  admired :  the  lady  of  the 
honse  asked  me  whose  were  the  words.  <«Mine, 
Madsm— they  are  indeed  my  reiy  best  verses  ;•* 
■he  took  not  .the  smallest  notice  of  them  t  The 
old  Scottish  proverb  says  well,  "  king's  calf  is 


BssSji«UI. 


better  than  ither  folks'  com."  I  waa  going  to 
make  a  New  Testament  quotation  about  <<  oast-, 
ing  pearls"  but  that  would  be  too  virulent,  for 
the  lady  is  actually  a  woman  of  sense  and 
taste. 

After  all  that  has  been  said  on  the  other  side 
of  the  question,  man  is  by  no  means  a  happy 
creature.  I  do  not  speak  of  the  selected  few, 
favoured  by  partial  heaven,  whose  souls  are 
tuned  to  gladness  amid  riches  and  honours,  and 
prudence  and  wisdom.  I  speak  of  the  neglected 
many,  whose  llerves,  whose  sinews,  whose  days 
are  sold  to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  I  thought  you  had  never  seen  it,  I  would 

transcribe  for  yon  a  stanaa  of  an  old  Scottish 

ballad,  called,  "The  life  and  Age  of  Man;'* 

beginning  thus: 

«<  >T«rss  in  the  sixteenth  hnader  year 
or  God  and  lUty-thiee,  , 

Frae  Christ  was  bom,  that  boog ht  ai  dear, 
As  writiiigs  feestifte." 

I  had  an  old  grand-uncle,  with  whom  my  mo* 
ther  lived  awhile  in  her  girlish  years ;  the  good 
old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind  ere  he 
died,  during  which  time  his  highest  ei^oyment 
was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mother  would 
sine  the  rimple  old  song  of  *'  the  life  and  Age 
of  Man.*- 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking ;  it  is  these  melan- 
choly truths,  that  make  reUgion  so  precious  to 
the  poor,  miserable  children  of  men. — If  it  is  a 
mere  phantom,  existing  only  in  the  heated  ima- 
gination of  enthusiasm, 

"  What  troth  oa  earth  so  preeioei  as  a  lie.'* 

My  idle  reasonings  sometimes  make  me  a 
litUe  sceptical,  but  the  necessities  of  my  heart 
always  give  the  cold  philpsophisings  the  lie* 
Who  looks  for  the  heart  weaned  from  esrth ; 
the  S09I  affianced  to  her  Cbd ;  the  correspond- 
ence fixed  with  heaven ;  the  pious  supplication 
and  devout  thanksgiving,  constant  as  the  vicis- 
situdes of  even  and  mom ;  who  thinks  to  meet 
with  these  in  the  court,  the  palace,  in  the  glare 
of  public  life?  No:  to  find  them  in  their  pre- 
cious importance  and  divine  efficaey»  we  must 
search  among  the  obscure  recesses  of  disapp<^nt* 
ment,  affliction,  poverty,  and  distress. 

I  am  sure,  dear  Madam,  you  are  now  more 
than  pleased  with  the  length  of  my  letters.  I 
return  to  Ayrshire  middle  of  next  week :  and  it 
quickens  my  pace  to  think  that  there  will 
be  a  letter  from  you  w^ting  me  there.  I 
mu8t.be  here  ag^  very  looa  for  ngr  harvest 
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CXXXITI. 
TO  MB.  BEUGO, 

XNOKAYI&,   XDINBUBOR. 

(Mr.  Beogo  wai  a  wvll-known  oaf  nver  in  Ediobai)^ h : 
ha  •BfitiTed  Numyth*!  portrait  of  Bami,  for  Crsech'i 
first  flditioa  of  his  Poonu ;  and  as  he  could  draw  a  little, 
h«  improTBd,  as  be  celled  it,  the  engniTing  from  sittings 
of  the  poet,  and  made  it  a  little  more  Uhe,  and  a  little 
less  poetie.j 

BUiaUnd,  M  8epL  1788. 
Mt  dxab  Bib, 

Tksbi  is  not  in  Edinburgh  ftboT«  the  number 
of  the  graoei  whose  letters  wonld  haTO  given  me 
so  much  pleflsnre  u  yours  of  the  8d  instftnft, 
whioh  only  roMhed  me  yesternight 

I  am  here  on  the  farm,  busy  with  my  harvest ; 
but  for  all  that  most  pleasurable  part  of  Ufe 
oalled  SOCIAL  oomiinnoAnoR,  I  am  here  at  the 
▼ery  elbow  of  existenoe.  The  only  things  that 
are  to  be  fonnd  in  this  country,  in  any  degree 
of  perfection,  are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose 
they  only  know  in  graces,  prayers,  &c.,  and  the 
value  of  these  they  estimate  as  they  do  their 
plaidingwebs — ^by  the  ell!  As  for  Uie  muses, 
they  haye  as  much  an  idea  of  a  rhinoceros  as 
of  a  poet  For  my  old  oapricions  but  good- 
natured  huzzy  of  a  muse — 

«  By  banks  of  Nith  I  sat  and  wept 

When  Coila  I  thought  on, 
In  midst  thereof  I  hang  my  harp 

The  willow-trees  upon." 

I  am  generally  about  half  my  time  in  Ayrshire 
with  my  '<  darling  Jean,"  and  then  I,  at  lucid 
Intenrals,  throw  my  homyfist'across  my  becob- 
webbed  lyre,  much  in  the  same  manner  as  an 
old  wife  throws  her  hand  across  the  spokes  of 
her  spinning-wheel. 

I  will  send  you  the  **  Fortunate  Shepherdess" 
as  soon  as  I  return  to  Ayrshire,  for  there  I  keep 
it  with  other  precious  treasure.  I  shall  send 
it  by  a  careftil  hand,  as  I  would  not  for  any- 
thing it  should  be  mislud  or  lost.  I  do  not 
wish  to  serre  you  from  any  beneyolenco,  or 
other  grare  Gluiitian  virtue;  'tis  purely  a  sel- 
ilsh  gratification  of  my  own  feelings  whenerer  I 
think  of  you. 

If  your  better  ftmetions  would  give  you  lei- 
sure to  write  me,  I  should  be  extremely  happy; 
that  is  to  say,  if  you  neither  keep  nor  look  for 
a  regulsr  correspondence.  I  hate  the  idea  of 
being  obliged  to  write  a  letter.  I  sometimes 
write  a  friend  twlee  a  week,  at  other  times  once 
a  quarter.. 


I  am  exceedittgly  pleased  with  your  fkncy  Is 
making  the  author  yon  mention  place  a  laap  of 
Iceland  instead  of  his  portrait  before  Ida  wotti : 
'twas  a  glorious  idea. 

Gould  you  conreniently  do  me  one  thing  9-- 
whenever  you  finish  any  head  I  should  like  t( 
have  a  proof  copy  of  it  I  might  tell  yon  a 
long  story  about  your  fijie  genius;  but  as  whAt 
everybody  knows  cannot  have  escaped  you,  I 
shell  not  say  one  syllable  about  it 

B.B. 


TO  MISS  CHALMERS, 

BDXXBVftQH. 

[Td  tixis  fine  totter  all  the  blogiaphere  of 
laii^y  indebted.] 


Bnnsaze 


JEUiiland,  near  Dumfries,  B^L  IfiO,  1788. 
Wbbiu  are  you?  and  how  are  yont  and  Is 
Lady  Mackenzie  recovering  her  heslth!  for  I 
have  had  but  one  solitary  letter  firom  you.  I 
will  not  think  you  have  forgot ae.  Madam;  sod 
for  my  part — 

«  When  thee,  ieniMtom,  I  forget^ 
SldU  part  from  my  right  hanA  f " 

<<  My  heart  is  not  of  that  rook,  nor  sqr  anl 
careless  as  that  sea."  I  do  not  make  ay  pre* 
gross  among  mankind  as  a  bowl  doas  smoagita 
fellows— rolling  through  the  erowd  without  beir^ 
ing  away  any  mark  of  impression,  ezeepcwiien 
they  hit  in  hostile  collision. 

I  am  here,  driven  in  with  my  harveat-folka 
by  bad  weather;  and  as  you  and  yomr lister 
once  did  ae  the  honour  of  interesting  yoor* 
selves  auch  d  figard  de  mci,  1  sit  down  to  beg 
the  continuation  of  your  goodness.    I  can  truly 
say  that,  all  the  exterior  of  lilb  apart,  I  never 
saw  two,  whose  esteea  flattered  the  nobler  feel- 
ings of  ay  soul— I  wiU  not  say  more,  but  » 
aueh  as  Lady  Mackenzie  and  Mlas  Chalmers. 
When  I  think  of  you— hearts  the  best,  zninds 
the  noblest  of  human  kind— onfortonnte  wnsL 
in  the  shades  of  life»-when  I  think  I  hx^n  mcs 
with  yoo,  and  have  lived  more  of  real  life  with 
you  in  eight  days  than  lean  do  with  s2iBost  asy 
body  I  aeet  with  in  eight  years— whca  I  Ihaak 
on  the  improbability  of  meeting  yon  ia  this 
wx)rld  again^-I  could  sit  down  and  aty  Bke  a 
child  i  If  ever  you  honoured  me  with  a  plara 
in  your  esteem,  I  trust  I  can  now  plead  mcrfr 
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dMeri.  I  am  seoure  agiinsi  that  orosliiiig  grip 
of  iron  poTerty,  wbioh,  alas  I  is  lass  or  mora 
latal  to  tha  natiira  worth  and  purity  of,  I  fear, 
tha  noblest  souls;  and  a  lata  important  step  in 
mj  life  has  kindl j  taken  me  out  of  the  way  of 
those  nngrateM  iniqnities,  which,  howerar  orar- 
looked  in  fashionable  license,  or  Tamiahed  in 
fashionable  phrase,  are  indeed  bat  lighter  and 
decpar  shades  of  tulaxt. 

Shortly  after  my  last  retom  to  Ayrshire,  I 
married  "my  Jean."  This  was  not  in  conse* 
iineaca  of  the  attachment  of  romance,  perhaps ; 
but  I  had  a  long  and  mnch-loTcd  fellow-crea« 
tore's  happiness  or  misery  in  my  determinar 
tion,  and  I  durst  not  trifle  with  so  important  a 
deposii.  Nor  haTC  I  any  oanse  to  repent  it.  If 
I  hate  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners, 
and  faahionable  dress,  I  am  not  rickened  and 
disgusted  with  the  mnltiform  cnrse  of  board- 
iag-echool  alTeotation :  and  I  hate  got  the  hand- 
somest figure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest 
eottstitiition,  and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 
Mrs.  Boras  belieres,  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that 
I  am  lephti  bel  etpritj  a  Uphu  hotmiU  homm$  in 
the  vniTerse ;  although  she  scarcely  CTcr  in  her 
life,  except  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New 
Tegument,  and  the  Psalms  of  Darid  in  metre, 
spent  fita  nunutes  together  either  on  prose  or 
verse.  I  must  except  also  from  this  last  a  cer- 
taiA  lata  publication  of  Scots  poemsi  which  she 
baa  perused  Tcry  derontly ;  and  all  the  baUada 
in  tha  eountiy,  aa  she  has  (0  the  partial  lorer  I 
you  will  cry)  the  finest  «<  wood-noU  wihl"  I 
cTer  heard.  I  am  the  more  particular  in  this 
lady's  character,  as  I  know  she  wUl  henceforth 
have  tha  honour  of  a  share  in  your  best  wishes. 
She  is  stiU  at  MaucUine,  as  I  am  building  my 
honae ;  for  this  hovel  that  I  sheltar  in,  while 
occasionally  here,  is  perv&ons  to  every  blast  thai 
blows,  and  every  shower  that  falls ;  and  I  an 
only  preaerved  from  b^g  chilled  to  death  by 
betog  suifocated  with  smoke.  I  do  not  find  my 
farm  that  pennyworth  I  was  taught  to  expaot^ 
but  I  believe,  in  time,  it  mi^  be  a  saving  bar- 
gain. Ton  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  have 
laid  arida  idle  Sclai,  and  bind  every  day  after 
i^y  reapers* 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at 
any  tima  going  down  in  a  losing  bargain  of  a 
Una,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  Excise  in- 
struetiom^  and  have  mj  commission  in  n^ 
pocket  for  any  emergency  of  fortune.  If  I 
could  act  aU  before  your  view,  whatever  disre- 
spect yoviy  in  oonmoa  with  tha  world,  have  for 


this  business,  I  know  yon  would  approve  of  wuj 
idea. 

I  win  make  no  apology,  dear  Madam,  for  tUa 
egotistic  detail;  I  know  you  and  your  rister 
will  be  interested  in  every  circumstance  of  it. 
What  signify  the  sQly,  idle  gewgaws  of  wealth, 
or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  greatness  I  When  M* 
low*partakers  of  the  same  nature  fear  the  same 
Qod,  have  the  same  benevolence  of  heart,  tha 
same  nobleness  of  soul,  the  same  detestadon  as 
everything  dishonest,  and  tha  aame  scorn  at 
everything  unworthy — ^if  they  are  not  in  the 
dependencb  of  absolute  beggary,  in  the  name 
of  coBunon  sense  are  they  not  bqvaij  f  And  if 
the  bias,  the  instinctive  bias,  of  their  souls  run 
the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  be  vuxitds  ? 

When  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  sending 
you  this.  Heaven  only  knows.  Shenstone  says, 
*<  When  one  is  confined  idle  within  doors  by  bad 
weather,  the  beat  antidote  against  auud  is  to 
read  the  letters  of  or  write  to,  one's  friends ;"  in 
that  case  then,  if  the  weather  conttnuea  thus, 
I  may  scrawl  you  half  a  quire. 

I  very  lately— to  wit,  sinee  harvest  began— 
wrote  a  poem,  not  in  imitation,  but  in  the  man- 
ner, of  Pope's  Moral  Epistles.  It  is  only  a  short 
essay.  Just  to  try  the  strength  of  my  muse's 
pinion  in  that  way.  I  will  aend  you  a  copy  of 
it,  when  onoe  I  have  heard  from  you.  I  hava 
likewise  been  laying  tha  foundation  of  soma 
pret^  large  poetic  works :  how  th^superstruo- 
ture  will  come  on,  I  leave  to  that  great  maker 
and  marrer  of  projects — nm.  Johnson's  col- 
lection of  Scots  songs  is  going  on  in  the  third 
volume ;  and,  of  consequence,  finds  me  a  con- 
sumpt  for  a  great  deal  of  idle  metre.  One  of 
the  most  tolerable  things  I  have  done  in  that 
way  is  two  stansas  I  made  to  an  ^,  a  mudcal 
gentieman  of  my  acquaintance  composed  for 
the  anniversary  of  his  wedding-day,  which  hap- 
pens on  the  seventh  of  November.  Take  it  aa 
foUows: — 

**  The  day  raturna— aqr  booom  bunsb 
The  blissfU  day  wa  twn  did  meat,"  fto.^ 

» 

I  Shan  give  over  this  letter  for  shame.  If  I 
should  be  seised  with  a  scribbling  fit,  before 
this  goes  away,  I  shall  make  it  another  letter; 
and  tiien  you  may  allow  your  patience  a  week's 
respite  between  the  two.  I  have  not  room  for 
more  than  the  old,  kind,  hearty  farewelL 
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To  make  some  amends,  mea  Mra  Mudamet, 
for  draggUig  you  on  to  this  second  sheet,  and 
to  relioTO  a  little  the  tiresomeness  of  mj  nnstn- 
died  and  vncorrectible  prose,  I  shaU  transcribe 
jon  some  of  mj  late  poetic  bagatelles ;  though 
I  hare,  these  dght  or  ten  months,  done  rery 
little  that  way.  One  day  in  a  hermitage  on 
the  banks  of  Nith,  belon{^g  to  a  gentleman  in 
my  ndghbonrhoody  irho  is  so  good  as  give  me  a 
key  at  pleasure,  I  wrote  as  follows ;  supposing 
niyself  the  sequestered,  Tonerable  inhabitant  of 
the  lonely  mandon. 

2.IVBB  WniTTBH  XX  rEIABS-OABSB 
HHMZTAQI. 

"  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 

Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed."' 

B.  B. 


TO  UB.  MOBISOK, 

XAVOHLXKI. 

(BCoruon,  of  Manehline,  made  most  of  the  poet's  flir- 
Bitnre,  for  Elliduid :  from  Manchline,  too,  came  that 
•Ifht-aay  eloek,  which  waa  aold,  at  the  death  of  the 
poet>i  widow,  for  thirtj-eight  ponndi,  to  one  who  would 
hftTS  paid  one  hundred,  aooaer  thaa  wanted  it.] 

•  miitland,  September  22, 1788. 
Mt  dbae  Sib, 
Kbobssitt  obliges  me  to  go  into  my  new  house 
eren  before  it  be  plastered.  I  will  inhabit  the 
one  end  until  the  other  is  finished.  About  three 
weeks  more,  I  think,  will  at  farthest  be  my  time, 
beyond  which  I  cannot  stay  in  this  present  house. 
If  CTor  you  wished  to  deserre  the  blessing  of  him 
that  was  ready  to  perish ;  if  CTcr  you  were  in 
a  situation  that  a  little  kindness  would  haye  res* 
cued  you  from  many  eyils ;  if  ever  you  hope  to 
find  rest  in  future  states  of  untried  being— got 
these  matters  of  mine  ready.  My  servant  will 
be  out  in  the  beginning  of  next  week  for  the 
clock.  My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Morison. 
lam. 

After  til  my  tribulation. 

Bear  Sir,  yours, 
B.  B. 


CXXXVI. 
TO  MBS.  DUKLOP, 

or  DVXLOF. 


ftM^ble- 


1  Po«M  LXXXIX.  nal  XO. 


[Bornt  had  no  great  reapeet  for  crities  wbo 
miahea  without  perceiving  beantiea:  he 
contempt  for  snch  in  thia  letter.} 

MauehJmSt  27th  8^U  1788. 

I  HAVi  received  twins,  dear  Madam,  mors 
than  onoe ;  but  scarcely  eter  with  more  pleanre 
than  when  I  received  yours  of  the  12Ui  instaiit 
To  make  myself  understood ;  I  had  wrote  to  )&. 
Graham,  enclosing  my  poem  addressed  to  him, 
and  the  same  post  which  fsvonred  me  witk 
yours  brought  me  an  answer  from  him.  It  was 
dated  the  very  day  he  had  received  mine ;  and  I 
am  quite  at  a  loss  to  s^  whether  it  was  mort 
polite  or  kind. 

Tour  criticisms,  my  honoured  beacfbetrca, 
are  truly  the  work  of  a  friend.  Thej  an  not 
the  blasting  depredations  of  a  cia^sr  tMthad, 
caterpillar  critic;  nor  are  they  the  &ir  state- 
ment of  cold  impartiality,  balaneiac  vith  un* 
feeling  exactitude  the  j»re  and  eeii  of  an  author*a 
merits ;  they  are  the  judieioua  obserrations  o( 
animated  friendship,  seleoting  the  beauties  of 
the  piece.  I  have  Just  arrived  firom  Hithsdalai 
and  will  be  here  a  fortnight  I  was  on  horse* 
back  this  morning  by  three  o'clock ;  for  between 
my  irife  and  my  farm  is  just  lorty-six  miles. 
As  I  Jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  was  takeo  with  a 
poetic  fit  as  follows : 

<*  Mrs.  Ferguson  of  CraigdarrocVa  Isaestsr 
tion  for  the  death  of  her  son ;  an  un^ommgnly 
promising  youth. of  eighteen  or  nineteen  yeaxt 
of  age." 

'*  Fate  gave  the  word— the  arrow  sped. 
And  pierced  my  darling's  heart."* 

You  will  not  send  me  your  poetic  ramblest  bnt* 
you  see  I  am  no  niggard  of  mine.  I  aaa  s«re 
your  impromptus  give  me  double  pleasure ;  vhae 
falls  from  your  pen  can  neither  be  nneaitcstrafc- 
ing  in  itself,  nor  indifferent  to  me. 

The  one  fault  you  found,  is  Just ;  but  I 
please  myself  in  an  emendation. 

What  a  life  of  soUoitude  is  th«  life  of 
You  interested  me  much  in  your  young  ooopl*. 

I  would  not  take  my  folio  paper  for  tlda  sfiia* 
tie,  and  now  I  repent  it  I  am  so  jaded  with 
my  dtriy  long  jouney  that  I  waa  afraid  to 
drawl  into  the  essenoe  of  dulnesa  witk 

tPoamXCU. 


! 
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tkSag  larger  than  a  quarto*  and  ao  I  most  leave 
oat  another  rliTme  of  this  momiag's  nuurafao- 
tnre. 

I  will  pay  the  lapientipotent  George,  most 
cheerf ally,  to  hear  from  70a  ere  I  leaye  Ayr* 
■hire.  B.  B. 


oxxxvn. 


TO  MB.  PETBB  HILL. 

£M  Tke  *  AddrMi  to  LoeUonond,'  which  thli  letter 
eriticieee,'*  eaye  Carrie  in  1800| "  wmi  written  by  n  f  entle- 
BttB,  now  one  of  the  nuteryf  the  HIgh-iehool  of  Edin- 
huf  h,  maA  the  euoe  who  truiUted  the  be«ntifol  itory 
e€ « The  Paiia,' puhUehed  iB  the  Bee  of  Dr.  Andenon."! 


Mauehime,  Ist  October,  1788. 
I  BATi  been  here  in  this  ooimtry  about  three 
days,  and  all  that  time  my  chief  reading  has 
been  the  *'  Address  to  Lochlomond"  yon  were 
so  obliging  as  to  send  to  me.  Were  I  impan« 
BiUed  one  of  the  author's  Jnry,  to  determine 
his  eriminality  respecting  the  sin  of  poesy,  my 
Tcrdict  should  be  "  guilty  I  a  poet  of  nature's 
mahing!'^  It  Is  an  excellent  method  for  im* 
protement,  and  what  I  beUere  erery  poet  does, 
te  place  some  f  aTOurite  classic  author  in  his  own 
wulka  of  study  and  compodtion,  before  him  as 
amodeL  Though  your  author  had  not  men- 
tioned the  name,  I  could  haTo,  at  half  a  glance, 
gueesed  his  model  to  be  Thomson.  Will  my 
irother-poet  forgive  me,  if  I  renture  to  hint 
that  his  imitation  of  that  immortal  bard  is  in 
two  or  three  plaoes  rather  more  senile  then 
Sttdi  a  genius  as  his  req[uired :— e.  ff. 

"  lb  eoothe  the  maddening  panloni  all  to  pence.** 

Abbb: 


**  To  eoothe  the  thiobUng  pnealoBe  into  penee." 

TnoMiow. 

I  tUnk  the  "Address"  is  in  dmpUeity,  har- 
mony, and  elegance  of  Tersification,  fUly  equal 
to  the  **  Seasons."  Like  Thomson,  too,  he  has 
looked  into  nature  for  Umself :  yon  meet  with 
n»  espied  description.  One  particular  critioism 
I  made  at  first  reading ;  in  no  one  instance  has 
he  said  too  much.  He  nerer  flags  in  his  pro- 
greis»  but,  like  a  true  poet  of  nature's  making 
kindles  in  his  course.  His  beginning  is  simple 
and  modest,  as  If  distrustM  of  the  strength  of 
his  pinion ;  only,  I  do  not  altogether  like^ 
"  Truth, 


The  eonl  ot  every  wong  thnt*B  aohlir  great.** 
Pletlon  is  the  'soul  of  many  a  song  that  Is 
aobly  great.    Psrliaps  I  am  wrong:  this  may 


be  but  a  prose  criticism.  Is  not  the  phrase,  in 
line  7,  page  6,  <<  Great  lake,"  too  much  Tulgar- 
iied  by  CTery-day  language  for  so  sublime  a 
poem? 

"  Great  naea  of  waters,  theme  for  nobler  aong," 
is  perhaps  no  emendation.    His  enumeration 
of  a  oomparison  with  other  lakes  is  at  onoe  bar- 
monious  and  poetic  EToiy  reader's  ideas  must 
sweep  the 

u  WindiBg  nught  of  aa  haadred  allea.*' 
The  persf^tiTe  that  follows  mountains  blue 
— ^the  imprisoned  billows  beating  in  Tain— the 
wooded  isles — ^the  digression  on  the  yew-tre^* 
*'  Ben-lomond's  lofty,  cloud-enTolop'd  head,"  &o. 
are  beautiAil.  A  thunder-storm  is  a  subject 
which  has  been  often  tried,  yet  our  poet  in  his 
grand  picture  has  Inteijected  a  oiroumstancey 
so  far  as  I  know,  entirely  original : — 

"  the  gloom 
Beep  aeaaM  with  frequent  atreaka  of  moTiag  fire.*' 

In  his  preface  to  the  Storm,  « the  glens  how 
dark  between,"  is  noble  highland  landscape  I 
The  "rain  ploughing  the  red  mould,"  too,  is 
beauUfUly  fancied.  «'  Ben-lomond's  lofty,  path- 
less top,"  is  a  good  expression;  and  the  sur- 
rounding riew  f^m  it  is  truly  great :  the 

"  ailver  mist, 
Beneath  the  beaming  ion,*' 

is  well  described;  and  here  he  has  oontriTcd  to 
enliTcn  his  poem  with  a  little  of  that  passion 
which  bids  fair,  I  think,  to  usurp  the  modem 
muses^  altogether.  I  know  not  how  far  this 
episode  is  a  beauty  upon  the  whole,  but  the 
sw^'s  wish  to  cany  *'some  faint  idea  of  the 
rision  bright,"  to  entertain  her  <*  partial  lis- 
tening ear,"  is  a  pretty  thought  But  in  my 
opinionihe  most  beautiABl  passages  in  the  whole 
poem  are  the  fowls  crowding,  in  wintty  .firosts, 
to  Lochlomond's  ''hospitable  flood;"  their 
wheeling  round,  their  lighting,  mixing,  diTing, 
&e.;  and  the  glorious  description  of  the  sports- 
man. This  last  is  equal  to  anything  in  the 
"Seasons."  The  idea  of  "the  floating  tribe 
distant  seen,  far  glistering  to  the  moon,"  pro* 
Toking  his  eye  as  he  is  obliged  to  leaye  them, 
is  a  noble  ray  of  poetic  genius.  "  The  howling 
winds,"  the  "hideous  roar"  of  the  white  cas- 
cades," are  all  in  the  same  style. 

I  forget  that  while  I  am  thus  holding  forth 
with  the  heedless  warmth  of  an  enthusiast,  I 
am  perhaps  tiring  you  with  nonsense.  I  must, 
howcTor,  mention  that  the  last  Terse  of  the  six- 
teenth page  is  one  of  the  most  elegaai  eoapli 
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ments  I  b atb  erer  bmb.  I  imut  likeiHae  nodoe 
that  beantiM  paragraph  b«giiuiuigi  ''The 
l^eaming  lake,"  fto«  I  dare  not  go  into  the 
particular  beautiea  of  the  last  two  paragraphSi 
bat  they  are  admirably  line,  and  tmly  Ooaanio. 

I  must  bag  yonr  pupdon  for  thia  longthened 
•arawl.  I  had  no  idea  of  It  when  I  began*-! 
ihovld  like  to  know  who  tlie  anther  ia;  bnt» 
whooTor  he  be,  please  present  him  with  my 
grateftd  thanka  to  the  entertaianent  he  has 
aiForded  me*  « 

AMendof  mine  desired  metooomnuM^on  for 
him  two  book%  "Letters  on  the  Kelii^on  essen* 
tlal  to  Man,"  a  book  yon  sent  me  before;  and 
*«  The  World  nnmasked,  or  the  Philosopher  the 
greatest  Cheat"  Send  me  them  by  the  first 
opportnnitj.  The  Bible  yon  sent  me  is  truly 
elegant;  I  only  wash  it  had  been  intwoTolumee* 

&.B. 


oxxxyni. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  "THE  STAB." 

[The  eltfgyiBMi  who  pieaelMd  Um  »nnon  whiek  tUs 
totter  condemiM,  was  a  man  eqaally  worthy  and  ■teni--a 
dlTina  of  Beotland'f  elder  day :  he  reeeired  **  a  harmoiii- 
oni  call"  to  a  imaller  atipeod  than  that  of  Doucore— 
udaoaeptedit.] 

jr&vemher  9th,  1788. 

NoTWinvsAjn^uNi  the  o^irobrtona  epithets 
with  whieh  some  of  our  philosophers  and  gloomy 
seotarians  haTo  branded  onr  natnre  ■  the  prin* 
eiple  of  uniYorsal  selfishness,  the  proneness  to 
all  eiil,they  have  given  ns;  still  thedetestaticm 
in  whioh  ii^nmanity  to  the  distressed,  or  inso- 
lence to  the  fallen,  are  held  by  all  mankind, 
shows  that  they  are  not  natives  of  the  human 
heart  .BTonthennhappy  partner  of  oar  kind, 
who  is  undone,  the  bitter  oonsequence  of  his 
follies  or  his  orimes,  who  but  sympaUuies  with 
the  miseries  of  this  mined  profligato  brother? 
We  forget  the  ii^uries  and  feel  for  the  man. 

I  went,  last  Wednesday,  to  my  parish  ohuroh, 
most  cordially  to  join  in  gratoAil  acknowledg- 
ment to  the  AuTHon  or  all  Oood,  for  the  oon- 
sequent  blessings  of  the  glorious  rerolnUon*  To 
that  anspieious  event  we  owe  no  lesa  than  our 
liberties,  civil  and  reUg^ons;  to  it  we  are  like- 
wise indebted  for  the  present  Boyal  Family,  the 
ruling  fteatures  of  whose  administration  have 
ever  been  mildness  to  the  sn^eot,  and  tender- 
pess  of  his  rights. 

Bred  and  educated  la  revolution  principle^ 


the  prineiplea  of  nsaian  nd 

conld  not  be  any  silly  pefttieal  pr^*^^ 

made  my  heart  revolt  at  the  harsh  abnaivn  i 
neriniritfeh  the wfvetend gentlemam saeiitismsd 
the  House  of  Btowart,  and  videh,  I  an  afr^d, 
was  too  mneh  the  language  of  the  day«  We 
may  njoice  suiBciently  in  our  ddiveranei 
past  evils,  without  cruelly  raking  np  the 
of  those  whose  mistotune  *it  Was,  perliaf  as 
much  as  their  crime,  to  be.the  aathen  of  thsaa 
evils;  and  we  may  bless  Qon  for  all  his  geed- 
ness  to  us  as  a  nation,  without  at  th»naa  tea 
cursing  a  fbw  mined,  powerieas  enUes^  whe 
only  hajrboured  V^m,  sftd  made  atteiVfttL  tha^ 
most  of  ua  would  have  dgms^  had  v«  been,  m 
their  sitnation* 

"  The  bloody  and  tytannical  House  of  Stav* 
art"  mi^  be  said  with  propria^  and  justiei^ 
when  compared  with  the  present  royal  lhmi|y« 
and  the  sentiments  of  our  di^;  but  is  thou 
no  allowance  to  be  made  for  the  wiannwt  of 
the  times  t  Were  the  royal  oontempoiuriea  of 
the  Stowarts  more  attentive  to  their  sal^ecM' 
rights  r  Might  not  the  epithets  qf  "  bloody  and 
tyrannical"  be,  with  at  least  equal  justsa^ 
applied  to  the  House  of  Tudor,  of  Turk,  cra^y 
other  of  their  predecessors  ! 

The  simple  stato  of  the  oaae^  Sir.  seematobs 
this:— At  that  period,  the  scieaca  of  govi^ 
ment,  the  knowledge  of  the  true  xulation  be* 
tween  Ung  and  snlyeet,  was,  like  other  seiinom 
and  other  knowledge^  just  in  its  intecy, 
esMii^  from  dark  age$  of  ignoraaeeandba^ 
barity. 

The  Stowarto  on^  contended  for  pmro^stives 
which  they  knew  their  predecessors  OAi^yed, 
and  which  they  saw  their  conteapovaries  e^isy- 
ing$  but  these  prerogativea  were  inimicel  to 
the  hsMlness  of  n  nation  and  the  sights  of  auk* 
jeots. 

In  thia  contest  between  prinoa  and  peopl% 
the  oonsequence  of  that  light  of  aeieace  which 
had  late^  dawned  over  Eurepsb  themonaxuhoC 
France^  for  example^  waa  viotorioua  over  the 
struggUng  liberties  of  his  people:  with  ni^ 
luckily  the  monarch  liriled,  and  hia  unwanaat- 
able  pretensions  fell  a  sacrifice  to  our  H^ila 
and  happiness.  Whether  it  was  owing  to  the 
wisdom  of  leading  individuals,  or  to  the  just> 
ling  of  partiest  ^  cannot  pretend  to  determine; 
but  likewise  happily  fbr  us,  the  kingly  power 
was  shifted  into  another  branch  of  the  family, 
who^  as  they  owed  the  throne  aeldy  to  tha  call 


OF  BOBBBT  BUBNS. 


898 


•t  %  fnm  p60iilt»  oonlii  claim  nothing  ineoii- 
•lM«nt  iritb  the  ooBVWMftted  ttrms  which  placed 
ibaoiUicrc. 

The  fltcwaric  hwrc  been  cmMtemaed  tad 
ianghcd  al  for  the  folly  and  iapracticabiUty 
of  their  aiteapta  in  1715  and  1746.  That  they 
fatted,  i  blew  Ooo;  bet  canaot  Join  in  the 
ridfteole  agalast  them.  llFho  doea  net  know  that 
the  ahilitiee  er  defbcts  of  leaders  and  com* 
Bwmdera  are  often  hidden  nnttt  p«t  to  the 
tenehakone  ef  esigeney;  and  that  there  is  a 
esprloe  of  ibrtone,  an  oBuiipotence  in  partieolar 
aeeidcnis  and  oei^iinotares  of  cirenmstanees, 
wMeh  exak  ns  as  heroee,  or  brand  ns  as  mad* 
mciit  Jttst  as  they  are  fer  or  against  ns  ? 

Han,  lir.  Pnbiisher,  is  a  strange,  weak,  in* 
eenslstent  being;  wlio  wonld  beUere^  8ir,  that 
In  this  onr  Augnstan  age  of  liberality  and  re- 
fineBMiit,  while  we  seem  so  jostly  sensible  and 
jehlena  ef  onr  rigMe  and  liberties,  and  aniaated 
with  ensh  indignation  against  the  very  memeiy 
ef  these  who  wonld  hare  sebrerted  thent—tliat 
a  eertnin  people  under  onr  national  protecUon 
•henld  complain,  not  against  onr  monarch  and 
n  Ibw  fsTonrite  advisers,  bnt  agidnst  onr  whou 
iMamLAftTM  BODY,  for  rimilar  oppression,  and 
almost  in  the  Tcry  same  terms,  as  onr  foref a- 
thets  dU  of  the  house  of  SUwart  1  I  will  not, 
leanneteaterintothemeritaof  thecanse;bnt 
I  dare  say  the  American  Congress,  in  1776,  will 
be  aOawed  te  be  as  able  and  as  enlightened  as 
the  BnijUfih  Contention  was  in  1686 ;  and  that 
their  posterity  wfU  celebrate  the  centenary  of 
their  deliverance  flrom  us,  as  duly  and  rincerely 
as  we  de  ours  from  the  <^ipreariTe  measures  of 
the  wrong-headed  House  of  Stewnrt. 

Tb  eenehide,  Sir;  lei  etery  man  who  has  a 
tear  te  the  many  miseries  incident  to  humanity 
feel Ibrn fkmiiy  illnstrieue  as  any  in  Europe, 
and  natetunate  beyond  historic  precedent;  and 
lei  every  Briton  (and  pertienlarly  every  Scots- 
man) whe  ever  looked  with  reverential  pity  on 
the  delage  ef  n  paieai,  east  a  veil  over  the  fatal 
ef  the  kin^i  of  his  tediMhen. 

ILB. 


TO  MBS.  DUNLOP, 
AT  voamAv  vAuis* 


(The 


pfOMBted  to  the  po«t  bjr  th«  Dnnlopt  wii 
the  SKle  of  SIliilMi  ilDek,  liy  MiUer  of  Del- 
Hi  hny  gmitf  ihf  pMiarM  Ja  his «« poltoiM*' 
iBor*«BafBS.**l 


JKradUme,  16rA  Nbvmber,  1788. 
Madam, 

I  HAD  the  very  great  pleasure  of  dining  at 
Dunlop  yesterday.  Men  are  said  to  flatter  wo- 
men because  they  are  weak;  if  it  is  so,  poets 
must  be  weaker  still ;  for  Misses  B.  and  K.  and 
Miss  O.  M'K.,  with  their  flattering  attentions, 
and  artful  compliments,  absolutely  turned  mx 
head.  I  own  they  did  not  lard  me  over  as 
many  a  poet  does  his  patron,  but  they  so  intoxi- 
cated me  with  thrir  sly  insinuations  and  deli- 
cate inuendos  of  compliment,  that  if  it  had  not 
been  for  a  luol^  recollection,  how  much  addi- 
tional weight  and  lustre  your  good  opinion  and 
friendship  must  give  me  in  that  circle,  I  had 
certainly  looked  upon  myself  as  a  person  of  no 
small  consequence.  I  dare  not  say  one  word 
how  much  I  was  charmed  with  the  Migor^s 
friendly  welcome,  elegant  manner,  and  acute  re- 
mark, lest  I  should  be  thought  to  overbalance 
my  orientalisms  of  applause  over-against  the 
ifaiestquey'  in  Ayrshire,  which  he  made  me  a 
present  of  to  help  and,  adorn  my  farm-stock. 
As  it  was  on  hallow-day,  I  am  determined  an- 
nually, as  that  day  returns,  to  decorate  her  horns 
with  an  ode  of  gratitude  to  the  family  of  Ponlop. 

So  soon  as  I  know  of  your  arriva^t  Dunlop, 
I  will  take  the  flrst  conveniency  to  dedicate  a 
day,  or  perhaps  two,  to  you  and  friendship, 
under  the  guarantee  of  the  MiOo^*>  hospitality. 
There  will  soon  be  threescore  and  ten  miles  of 
permanent  distanee  between  us;  and  now  that 
your  friendship  and  friendly  correspondence  is 
entwisted  with  the  heart-steings  of  my  enjoy- 
ment of  life,  I  must  indulge  myself  in  a  happy 
day  of  ««The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of 
souL"  B.  B. 


TO  MB.  JAMES  JOHNSON, 

BHOUATim. 

[Jsmai  Johaaon,  thongh  not  mi  ttafanenmi  nui, 
m— nly  ntumd  to  fire  a  copy  of  the  MoaiMl  Matwun  to 
BoiB^  who  itotired  to  bestow  it  on  ooe  to  whom  hit 
fwilfWMdMplf  iiitehled.  Thtawaa  te  tbo  laityMr 
or  the  poet>«  life,  aiid  after  the  MowniB  had  heaa  hrifh^ 
aaad  by  ao  mneh  of  hit  lyric  vane.] 

JfeeeUHM,  ifowsi&ar  Ibth,  1788. 
Mr  DUAn  Sib, 
I  RAvn  sent  you  two  more  songs.  If  you  have 

1  Hoifor. 
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got  any  tunes,  or  anything  to  oorreoti  please 
send  them  by  return  of  the  carrier. 

I  can  easily  see,  my  dear  fciend,  that  yon 
wiU  Teiy  probably  haye  four  Tolomes.  Perhaps 
you  may  not  find  your  account  luoratiTcly  in 
this  business ;  but  you  are  a  patriot  for  the 
music  of  your  country;  and  I  am  certain 
posterity  will  look  on  themselves  as  highly  in- 
debted to  your  public  spizit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry ; 
let  us  go  on  correctly,  and  your  name  shall  be 
ImmortaL 

I  am  preparing  a  flaming  preface  for  your 
third  Tolume.  I  see  every  day  new  musical 
publications  adTcrtised;  but  what  are  theyt 
Gaudy,  hunted  butterflies  of  a  day,  and  then 
Tanifih  for  eyer :  but  your  work  will  outliye  the 
momentary  neglects  of  idle  fashion,  and  defy 
the  teeth  of  Ume. 

Have  you  never  a  fur  goddess  that  leads  you 
a  wild-goose  chase  of  amorous  devotion  T  Let 
me  know  a  few  of  her  qualiUes,  such  as  whether 
she  be  rather  black,  or  fair ;  plump,  or  thin ; 
short,  or  tall,  &c. ;  and  choose  your  air,  and  I 
shall  task  my  muse  to  celebrate  her. 

E.B. 


•  OXIJ. 

TO  DR.  BLAGKLOCE. 

[Blacklock,  though  blind,  was  a  chesrfal  and  good 
man.  "  There  wae,  perhaps,  never  one  among  all  man- 
kind," eayi  Heron,  «  whom  yrm  might  mora  tnlj  have 
called  an  angel  opoa  earth .' ' J 

Mauehlmef  November  16cA,  1788. 

RKTKnSieD  AXU  DBAS  SiB, 

As  I  hear  nothing  of  your  motions,  but  that 
you  are,  or  were,  out  of  town,  I  do  not  know 
where  ^lis  may  find  you,  or  whether  it  will  find 
you  at  all.  I  vrrote  you  a  long  letter,  dated 
from  the  land  of  matiimony.  In  June ;  but  either 
it  had  not  found  you,  or,  what  I  dread  more,  it 
found  you  or  Mrs.  Blacklock  in  too  precarious 
a  state  of  health  and  spirits  to  take  notice  of 
an  idle  packet. 

I  have  done  many  little  things  for  Johnson, 
since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you ;  apd  I 
have  finished  one  piece,  in  the  way  of  Pope's 
''Moral  Epistles;"  but,  from  your  silence,  I 
have  everything  to  fear,  so  I  have  only  sent  you 
two  melancholy  things,  which  I  tremble  lest 
they  should  too  well  suit  the  tone  of  your  pre- 
sent feelings. 

In  a  fortnight  I  move,  bag  and  baggage,  to 


Nithsdale;  tiU  then,  i^y  directioa  is  at  this 
place ;  after  that  period,  it  will  be  at  £lliila&4 
near  Dumfries.  It  would  extremely  oblige  as, 
were  it  but  half  a  line,  to  let  me  know  how  yea 
are,  and  where  you  are.  Can  I  be  indilTereiit 
to  the  fate  of  a  man  to  whom  I  owe  so  muehS 
A  man  whom  I  not  only  esteem,  but  venerate. 

My  warmest  good  wishes  and  moat  reepeetfol 
compliments- to  Mrs.  Blacklock,  and  Miia  Jofaa* 
Bton,  if  she  b  with  you. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  telling  you  that  I 
am  more  and  more  pleased  with,  the  st^  I 
took  respecting  «  my  Jean."  Two  things^  froa 
my  happy  experience*  I  set  down  aa  apothegss 
in  life.  A  wife's  head  la  iaunaterial,  com- 
pared with  her  heart ;  and — "  Tirtae'a  (for  wis- 
dom what  poet  pretends  to  it?)  ways  are  ways 
of  pleasantnessi  and  all  her  paths  are  peace." 
Adieu!  B.  &  . 

(Ben  follow  «  The  M6tiiflr*i  LanntibriaeX^oaiar 

her  floo,"  and  the  wBg  begiaaiqg  "The  Jasy  aiat 
from  the  brow  of  the  hill."] 


CXUI. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  «  Anld  lang  lyee,"  which  Bana  here  iatmAsdee 
to  Mre.  Daalop  aa  aatraia  of  the  oldea  Ciaie,  taaa  ainlf 
hii  own  aa  Tam-o-Shanter.] 

mialandf  lltk  9§emher.  1789v 

Mt  DBAB  HOBOimBO  FniBBD, 

TouBS,  dated  Edinburgh,  which  I  have  just 
read,  makes  me  vezy  unhappy.    "  Abnoat  bUad 
and  wholly  deaf,"  are  melancholy  newi   of 
human  nature ;  but  when  told  of  a  oiacK4o(ved 
and  honoured  friend,  they  eany  mlaery  in  tiie 
sound.    Goodness  on  your  part»  and  gratitude 
on  mine,  began  a  tie  which  has  gradually  en- 
twisted  itself  among  the  dearest  eborda  of  my 
bosom,  and  I  tremble  at  the  omens  of  yoor  late 
and  present  ailing  habit  and  shattered  health. 
You  ndsoalculat^  matters  widely.  wh«a  you  tat^ 
bid  my  widting  on  yon,  lest  it  should  httvt  aiy 
worldly  concerns.    My  small  scale  of  fanning 
is  exceedingly  more  simple  and  easy  Iham  irhal 
you  have  lately  seen  at  Moreham  Maioa.     Bat, 
be  that  as  it  may,  the  heart  of  the  man  wnd  th» 
fancy  of  the  poet  are  the  two  grand  «<MiaidcEr»> 
tions  for  which  Ilive:  if  sury  ridges  aad  dirty 
dunghills  are  to  engross  the  beat  pmit  «>f  ihe 
fymetions  of  my  soul  immortal,  Xhad  b««ier  b«ia 
a  rook  or  a  magpie  at  once,  and  thea  I  ahoiil? 


««i» 
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not  liare  been  plagaed  nith  any  ideas  superior 
to  tireaking  of  clods  and  picking  up  grabs ;  not 
to  nontioB  barn-door  cooks  or  mallards,  crea- 
tarm  trith  irbich  I  could  almost  exchange  Utcs 
at  any  time.  If  you  eontinne  so  deaf^  I  am 
alMd  a  Tisitwill  be  no  great  pleasure  to  either 
of  ns ;  bat  if  I  hear  you  are  got  so  well  again 
as  to  be  able  to  relish  conrersation,  look  yoa 
to  it»  Uadam,  for  I  irill  make  my  threaten* 
Ings  good.  I  am  to  be  at  the  New-year-day 
fair  of  Ayr ;  and,  by  all  that  is  sacred  in  the 
world,  firiendy  I  will  come  and  see  yon* 

Tonr  meeting,  which  yon  so  well  describe, 
with  yovr  old  schoolfellow  and  Mend,  was 
tmly  interesting.  Ont  npon  the  ways  of  the 
world!— They  spoil  '(these  social  offiqprings  of 
the  hearf  Two  Tcterans  of  the  <<men  of  the 
worid"  wonld  hare  met  with  littie  more  heart- 
workinga  than  two  old  hacks  wopi  ont  on  the 
load.  Apropos,  is  not  the  Scotch  phrase,  '*Aold 
laa^  ^jne,**  exceedingly  expressiTe  T  There  is 
an  old  song  and  tone  which  has  often  thrilled 
throogh  my  sonl*  Ton  know  I  am  an  enthnsiast 
in  old  Scotch  songs.  I  shall  giye  yon  the  Tersea 
oa  the  other  sheet,  as  I  suppose  Mr.  Ker  will 
■avio  yon  the  postage. 

^  Shoold  anld  ■fqiwintonea  be  foiyot  !>*> 

light  be  the  tnrf  on  the  breast  of  the  heayen- 
insplred  poet  who  composed  this  glorions  frag- 
mtat,  There  is  more  of  the  lire  of  natire  genins 
in  it  than  in  half-a-dosen  of  modern  English 
Bacchanalians  I  Now  I  am  on  my  hobby-horse, 
I  cannot  help  inserting  two  other  old  stanxas, 
which  please  me  mightily:^ 


**  Oo  ftteh  to  ma  a  pint  of  wine.** 


B.B. 


CXUII. 

TO  MISS  DAYIES. 

\Jh9  LUrd  of  Otonriddel  ioToRMd  « the  charming, 
loflf  Davias*'  that  Boraa  waa  oompodnf  a  aong  la  bar 
pfaxaa.  Tba  poat  aetad  on  tlila,  and  aant  tha  aoif^,  an- 
tHomd  ie  tfcia  almnetarialie  latter.) 

December^  1788. 
Masam, 

I  mvinsTurft  my  Tcry  worthy  neighbonr, 
Mr.  Riddel,  has  informed  yon  that  I  have  made 
yo«  the  subject  of  some  Terses.  There  is  some- 
thing so  proToking  in  the  idea  of  being  the  bur- 
then of  a  ballad,  that  I  do  not  think  Job  or 
Mooee,  though  such  patterns  of  patience  and 


i8aa«loi«CCX. 
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meekness,  could  haTO  resisted  the  curiedty  to 
know  what  that  ballad  was:  so  my  worthy 
friend  has  done  me  a  mischief,  which  I  dare  say 
he  never  intended ;  and  reduced  me  to  the  un* 
fortunate  alternatiTc  of  learing  your  curiosity 
ungratified,  or  else  disgusting  you  with  foolish 
Tcrses,  the  unflnished  production  of  a  random 
moment,  and  neter  meant  to  hare  met  your 
ear.  I  haTo  heard  or  read  somewhere  of  a 
gentieman  who  had  some  genius,  much  eccen« 
tricity,  and  Tory  considerable  dexterity  with  his 
penciL  In  the  accidental  group  of  life  into 
which  one  is  thrown,  whererer  this  gentiemaar 
met  with  a  character  in  a  more  than  ordinary 
degree  congenial  to  his  heart,  he  used  to  steal 
a  sketch  of  the  face,  merely,  he  s^d,  as  a  nota 
hmif  to  point  out  the  agreeable  recollection  to 
his  memory.  What  this  gentieman's  pencil  waa 
to  him,  my  muse  is  to  me ;  and  the  Tcrses  I  do 
myself  the  honour  to  send  yon  are  a  memaUo 
exactiy  of  the  same  kind  that  he  indulged  in. 

It  may  be  more  owing  to  the  fastidiousness 
of  my  caprice  than  the  delicacy  of  my  taste ; 
but  I  am  so  often  tired,  disgusted  and  hurt  with 
insipidity,  affSsctation,  and  pride  of  mankind, 
that  when  I  meet  with  a  person  **  after  my  own 
heart,"  I  positiTely  feel  what  an  orthodox  Pro- 
testant would  call  a  species  of  idolatry,  wUoh 
acts  on  my  fancy  like  inspiration ;  and  I  can 
no  more  desist  rhyming  on  the  impulse,  than 
an  JBolian  harp  can  reftise  its  tones  to  the 
streaming  air,  A  distich  or  two  would  be  the 
consequence,  though*  the  otject  which  hit  my 
fancy  were  gray-bearded-age;  but  where  my 
theme  is  youth  and  beauty,  a  young  lady  whose 
personal  charms,  wit,  and  sentiment  are  equally 
striking  and  unaffected— by  heaTcnsI  though 
I  had  liTcd  three  score  years  a  married  man, 
and  three  score  years  before  I  was  a  mar- 
ried man,  my  imac^ation  would  hallow  the 
Tcry  idea:  and  I  am  truly  sony  that  the  in- 
closed stansas  hare  done  such  poor  justice  to 
such  a  subject.  B.  B. 


OXLIY. 
TO  MR.  JOHN  TENNANT. 

[Tha  null  of  John  Carria  atood  on  a  anall  atraam  whiok 
fad  tha  loeh  of  Friar*a  Caria  naar  tba  bonaa  of  tha  daflM 
of  whom  ha  aang,  «  8io  a  wifa  aa  WOlia  had."] 

Jkcmbm'  22, 1788. 
I TZSTXXDAT  tried  my  cask  of  whiskey  for  the 
Urst  time,  and  I  assure  you  it  does  you  great 
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wtdit  •  It irill  bear fiw w«Aera  Btrong;  orrix 
oyduMury  toddy*  Tli»  irbiskey  of  thk  oonati^ 
Is  a  aoit  nao«lly  liquor ;  and,  by  eoiMoqiieiioat 
col  J  dnugJi  by  the  moot  raaoally  part  of  tbe  ior- 
habitaatt.  I  am  porsaadody  if  you  once  get  a 
footlaft  bere»  you  mght  do  a  great  deal  of  bii8i<- 
aeifl»  in  the  way  ^  ooanunpt;  and  Bhonld  you 
oenia«ipe  diatiUev  9gp^  ^^  ^  ^^  naliTe 
barley  oooutcy*  I  •m  ignosant  ii;  in  your  pre- 
■ant  vay  of  dealings  yen  would  think  it  worth 
your  wi^e  to  eslond  your  buoineee  so  f ar  ae 
thia  oowtiy  Me»  I  write  you  tins  on  the 
aeeouai  of  an  aooident,  whieh  I  must  tain  the 
merit  of  hamg  partly  designed  tot»  ▲  neigh* 
hour  of  nlnei  a  John  Gurric^  miller  in  Gaiee- 
mill-*a  man  who  ia»  in  a  ward,  a  '<TBry"  good 
man,  eren  for  a  £600  bargain-*he  and  his  wilb 
were  in  my  house  the  time  I  broke  open  the 
eask.  They  keep  a  eenntiy  puUio-house  and 
sell  a  ipreat  deal  of  foreign  spirits,  but  all  along 
thought  that  whiskey  would  hare  degraded  this 
house.  Zhey  were  perfeetly  astonished  at  my 
whiskey,  both  for  its  taste  sad  strength;  and, 
by  their  desire,  I  write  you  to  know  if  you  oould 
supply  them  with  liquor  of  an  equal  quali^, 
and  what  priee.  Please  write  me  by  flrst  poet, 
and  direct  to  me  at  KlUaland,  near  Dumfries. 
If  you  oould  take  a  jaunt  this  mj  yourself  I 
hare  a  spare  spoon,  knife  and  fork  Tery  much  at 
your  serrioe.  Ity  oompliments  to  Mrs.  Te»- 
nant,  and  all  the  good  folks  in  Oleneonnel  and 
BarquharriiCu  S.  B. 


OXLV. 

TO  MRS.  DVNLOP. 

(The  fNUng  mood  of  aonl  rtltoetioa  exhibited  in  the 
following  latter,  wu  conunon  to  the  hooae  of  William 
Bnrai :  fa  a  letter  addzeued  by  Gilbert  to  Robert  of  this 
date»  the  poet  is  reminded  of  the  earlf  Tieiaaitadea  of 
their  nune,  and  deeiied  to  look  up,  aad  be  thaaUbl.] 

JSIUakmd^  Ntw-yeeoMUiy  Morning^  1789. 
This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes, 
and  would  to  God  that  I  came  under  the  apostle 
James's  description  f — Uu  prayer  of  a  riffkUoui 
man  avaOoh  much.  In  that  oase,  Madam,  you 
should  welcome  in  a  year  fViU  of  blessings: 
ererything  that  obBtructs  or  disturbs  tranquil- 
lity and  self-exjoyment,  should  be  remoTod, 
and  eyery  pleasure  that  frail  humanity  can 
taste,  should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  so  little 
a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approTO  of  set  times  and 
seasons  of  more  than  ordinazy  acts  of  deTotion» 


for  hrsalrinB  in  en  that  hahltaal  routitte  ef  Bl^ 
andthou^t,  whieh  is  so  ^  to  reduce  our  eaiU 
enoa  to  a  kind  of  instinot^  or  even  sometiau^ 
and  with  some  minds,  to  a  state  Teiy  litHa  le* 
perior  te  mere  maohinesy. 

This  dayi  the  ftrst-Sandiof  of  Mnj^  a  brsQf. 
biue<ekyed  noon  some  time  ahoni  thebegWa^ 
and  a  heaiy  morning  and  calm  Bvnny  day  abest 
the  end»  of  autumn;  theses  time  out  of  nihd, 
httfe  besn  with  me  a  kind  of  holidi^. 

I  biAieve  I  ewe  this  to  that  gforioue  pepsrii 
the  Bpeotatoiv  ««The  Yimon  of  Mirsai**  apiaea 
that  stsuek  my  young  Uaitf  before  I  was  cspar 
Ue  of  filing  an  idea  to  a  wwdof  three  ^llabtet: 
*«0u  the  6th  dey  of  the  UMon,  which,  seeordhk^ 
to  the  custom  of  teiy  forefhthers,  I  alwajs  h^ 
hoiy,  alter  haring  washed  myself  and  offned  op 
my  morning  derotioBs,  I  aaoended  the  high  MU 
of  Bagdat,  in^rder  to  pass  the  real  of  the  day 
in  meditation  and  prayer." 

We  know  nothing,  or  next  ta  nsthlafr  of  tbe 
sahetaaee  or  structure  of  cor  seals,  so  cannot 
aeoouni  for  thoee  seeming  cerises  in  them, 
thai  one  should  be  partioularly  pleased  wifth  this 
tldng^  or  struck  with  that,  which,  on  minds  of  a 
different  cast,  makes  no  extraerdinaiy  uiprm* 
don.    I  haye  some  farourite  fiowen  in  sfrisg, 
smongiduch  are  the  moutttainnlaisy,  the  hare- 
bell, the  fex-gloye,  the  wild  bries^roaei  the  bad* 
ding  birch,  and  the  hoaxy  hawthoxn^  that  I  ritv 
and  hang  oyer  with  particular  delight.  I  ncier 
hear  the  loud  aoUtary  whistle  of  the  eariewia 
a  anmmer  noon,  or  the  wild  mizSng  cadence  of 
a  troop  of  grey  ployers,  in  sa  antmnnal  mera* 
ing,  irithout  feeling  an  eleyatlon  of  aonl  like 
the  enthusiaam  of  deyotlon  or  poetry.    TeQ  m^ 
my  dear  Iriend,  to  what  can  this  be  owing  t  Are 
we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which,  like  the  iEe&aa 
harp,  passiye,  takes  tibe  impressloo  of  the  pasH 
ing  accident?     Or  do  these  workings  argee 
Bomething  within  na  aboye  the  trodden  clod!  I 
own  myself  partial  to  such  prooft  of  those  aw- 
fUl  and  important  realitiee-fHiQed  thatmedeaft 
things^man's  immaterial  and  iismevtal  natorc 
•-and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  beyond  death  sad 
the  c^aye.  B.  IL 


CXLVI. 
TO  DR.  MOOEB. 


[The  poet  aeema,  in  thia  letter,  to 
land  was  eoithe  batgaia  he  hadieekDaedlst  I 
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lo  aUrgmrat  ClwliMn.] 


■ooMtUiif  of  tto 


UDd 


SUUUmd,  M  Jun.  1789. 
81B, 

Ai  often  «•  I  think  of  mriting  to  yon,  wUoh 
hM  bton  throo  or  four  times  eyery  week  tliese 
six  moBtiiSt  it  gives  me  eomething  so  like  the 
iden  of  ea  ordiiuurj-eised  etatae  offering  at  a 
convcnadon  with  the  Bhodian  oolomu,  that  mj 
mind  miegiTee  me,  and  the  affair  always  mis« 
carriee  somewhere  between  purpose  and  resolre. 
I  hate  at  last  got  some  business  with  yoa,  and 
business  letters  are  written  by  the  stjlebook.  I 
aay  my  bnsiness  is  with  yon.  Sir,  for  yon  never 
haid  any  with  me,  ezeept  the  bnsiness  that  be* 
nerolence  has  in  the  msasion  of  poTsrfy. 

The  charaeter  and  employment  of  a  poet  were 
fiffmerlymy  pleasure,  but  are  now  my  pride.  I 
know  that  a  very  great  deal  of  my  late  edat 
was  owing  to  the  singularity  of  my  situation,  and 
the  honest  pr^ndiee  of  Seotsmen ;  but  still,  as 
I  n^Ji  in  the  prefiMe  to  my  first  ediUon,  I  do 
look  upon  myself  as  haring  some  pretensions 
fhxm  Kature  to  the  poetio  oharaeter.  Ihayenot 
n  donbt  but  the  knack,  the  aptitude,  to  learn 
the  muses*  trade,  is  a  gilt  bestowed  by  him 
*'  who  forms  the  secret  bias  of  the  soul ;" — ^but 
I  as  firmly  beUere,  that  ne$ttmc9  in  the  profes- 
sion is  the  firuit  of  industry,  labour,  attention, 
and  pains.  At  least  I  am  resoWed  to  try  my 
doctrine  by  the  test  of  experience.  Another 
sppearsnoe  from  the  press  I  put  off  to  a  Tsry 
distant  day,  a  day  that  may  nerer  arriTc — ^but 
poesy  I  am  determined  to  prosecute  with  all  my 
ngens.  Nature  has  g^Tsn  vexy  few,  if  any,  e4 
diie  proftisrion,  the  talents  of  shining  in  oTcry 
spedee  of  comporition.  I  shall  try  (for  until 
trial  it  is  impossible  to  know)  whether  she  has 
qiialified  me  to  shine  in  any  one.  The  worst  of 
it  is,  by  the  time  one  Jias  finished  a  piece,  it 
has  been  so  often  viewed  and  reviewed  before 
the  mental  eye,  that  one  loses,  in  a  good  mea- 
sure, the  '  powers  of  critical  discrimination. 
Here  the  best  criterion  I  know  is  a  friend— not 
only  of  abiliUes  to  Judge,  but  with  good-nature 
enough,  like  a  prudent  teacher  with  a  young 
learner,  to  pr^se  perhaps  a  little  more  than  is 
exactly  Just,  lest  the  thin-skinned  animal  fftll 
into  that  most  deplorable  of  all  poetic  diseases 
--^eart-breaking  despondency  of  himself.  Dare 
I,  Sir,  already  immensely  indebted  to  your  good- 
ness, ask  the  addifional  obligation  tf  your  being 
thai  friend  to  me  1 1  enclose  you  an  essay  of  mine 
la  n  walk  of  peeiy  to  me  entirely  new;  I  mean 


the  epistle  addressed  to  B.  O.  ,Esq.  or  |U>bttt 
Graham  of  Fintray,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  of  uncom* 
mon  worth,  to  whom  I  lie  under  yery  great  oXh 
ligations.  The  story  of  the  poem,  like  most  of 
my  poems,  is  connected  with  my  own  story,  and 
to  give  yon  the  one,  I  must  give  yon  something 
of  the  other.  I  cannot  boast  of  Mr.  Creech's 
ingenuous  fair  dealing  to  me.  He  kept  me 
having  about  Edinburgh  from  the  7th  August, 
1787,  unta  the  18th  April,  1788,  before  he 
would  oendeseend  to  give  me  a  statement  of 
affairs ;  nor  had  I  got  it  even  then,  but  for  an 
angiy  letter  I  wrote  Um,  which  irritated  his 
pride.  "I  could*'  not  a <«tale"  but  a  deteU 
« unfold,"  but  what  am  I  that  should  speak 
against  the  Lord's  anointed  Bailie  of  Edln* 
burgh  t 

I  believe  I  shall  in  the  whole,  10(K.  copy-right 
included,  clear  about  40QL  some  little  odds ;  and 
even  part  of  this  depends  upon  what  the  gentle- 
man has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  I  g^ve  you  this 
information,  because  yon  did  me  the  honour  to 
interest  yourself  much  in  my  welfbre.  I  g^ve 
you  this  information,  but  I  give  it  to  yourself 
only,  for  I  am  still  much  in  the  gentleman's 
merqr.  Perhape  I  injure  the  man  in  the  idea 
I  am  sometimes  tempted  to  have  of  him — God 
forbid  I  should !  AUttietimewill  try,  for  ina 
month  I  shall  go  to  town  to  wind  up  the  buri^ 
ness  if  possible. 

To  give  the  rest  of  my  story  in  brief,  I  have 
married  *<my  Jean,"  and  taken  afitfm:  with 
the  first  step  I  have  eveiy  day  more  and 
more  reason  to  be  satisfied :  with  the  last,  it  is 
rather  the  reverse.  I  have  a. younger  brother, 
who  supports  my  aged  mother;  another  still 
younger  brother,  and  three  risters,  in  a  farm. 
On  my  last  return  tnm  Edinburgh,  it  cost  me 
about  180/.  to  save  them  ttom  ruin.  Kot  that 
I  have  lost  so  much. — ^I  only  interpoeed  between 
my  brother  and  his  impending  Ihte  by  the  loan 
of  so  much.  I  ^ve  myself  no  iJrs  on  this,  for 
it  was  mere  selflshness  on  my  part:  I  was  con- 
scious that  tliS  wrong  scale  of  the  balance  was 
pretty  ^eavily  charged,  and  I  thought  that 
throwing  a  little  filial  piety  and  fraternal  affec- 
tion into  the  scale  in  my  favour,  might  help  to 
smooth  matters  at  the  pimd  nclcnmg.  There 
is  Btm  one  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  easy :  I  have  an  excise  officer's  commis- 
rion,  and  I  lite  in  the  midst  of  a  country  divi- 
sion. My  request  to  Mr.  Qrahsm,  who  is  one 
of  the  commissioners  of  excise,  was,  if  in  his 
power,  to  procure  me  that  division.    If  I  were 
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vwy^ADgvine,  I  might  hope  that  lome  of  my 
great  pafcrons  might  procure  me  a  Treesoiy 
waiTuit  for  Buperrieor,  rorreyor^enerel,  &e. 

Thus,  lecure  of  ft  liTeliliood,  '<to  thee,  sweet 
poetry,  delightM  maid,"  I  would  eonseerate 
ny  fatore  days.  R*  B. 


GXLYII. 
TO  MR.  BOBERT  AINSLIE. 

[The  ■ong  which  the  po«t  nyi  he  braihed  np  a  litUa 
ii  nowhere  mentioned:  he  wrote  one  handred,  and 
bmibed  np  more,  for  the  MnMum  of  Johnson.] 

MMand^  Jan.  6,  1789. 

Mavt  happy  returns  of  the  season  to  yon, 
my  dear  Sir !  May  you  be  comparatiTely  happy 
up  to  your  comparatire  worth  amonj^  the  sons 
of  men;  whieh  wish  would,  I  am  snre,  make 
yon  one  of  the  most  blest  of  the  human  raee. 

I  do  not  know  if  passing  a  **  Writer  to  the 
signet,"  be  a  trial  of  soientific  merit,  or  a  mere 
business  of  friends  and  interest.  Howerer  it 
be,  let  me  quote  you  my  two  fsTourite  passages, 
which,  though  I  hare  repeated  them  ten  thou- 
sand times,  still  they  rouse  my  manhood  and 
steel  my  resolution  like  inspiration. 

,  "  Ob  reeaoB  build  reeolve. 

That  colomn  of  true  majeity  in  men.'* 

YovRo.   NioBT  Thovobti. 

"Rear,  Al/Ved,  hero  of  the  ftate, 
Thy  genloa  heaven'f  high,  will  declare; 
The  triumph  of  the  tmlf  great, 
Ic  never,  never  to  deipair ! 
Is  Beyer  to  deipair  !'* 

Tboxioii.   Masqux  or  ALntiB. 

I  grant  you  enter  the  lists  of  life,  to  struggle 
for  bread,  business,  notice,  and  distinction,  in 
common  with  hundreds. — But  who  are  they? 
Men,  like  yourself,  and  of  that  aggregate  body 
your  compeers,  seyen-tenths  of  them  come  short 
of  your  adrantages  natural  and  aocidentsl; 
while  two  of  those  that  remain,  eiUier  neglect 
their  parts,  as  flowers  bloomin^ln  a  desert,  or 
mis-spend  their  strength,  Uke  a  bull  goring  a 
bramble-bush. 

But  to  change  the  theme ;  I  am  still  catering 

for  Johnson's  publication;  and  among  others, 

I  have  brushed  up  the  following  old  fayourite 

song  a  littie,  with  a  yiew  to  your  worship.    I 

have  only  sltered  a  word  here  and  there ;  but  if 

you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we  shall  think  of  a 

stansa  or  two  to  add  to  it 

R.B. 


CXLVnZ. 

TO  PROFESSOR  DUGALD  STEWART. 

[The  Iron  jnatice  to  whieh  the  poet  nlladea,  ia  thii)^ 
ter,  waa  exerelasd  bjrDr.  Ongoiyi  on  the  poeaef  (hi 
«WoBBdedBare.*>] 

JBStttoid;  20<&  Jen,  1769. 
8», 

Tbs  enclosed  seeled  packet  I  aent  to  Idln- 
burgh,  a  few  days  after  I  had  the  happinca  o( 
meeting  you  in  Ayrshire,  but  you  were  gone  for 
the  Continent.    I  have  now  added  a  few  murt  U 
my  productions,  those  for  whieh  I  am  isdebted 
to  the  Nithsdale  muses.    The  piece  inseiibed  to 
R.  G.  Esq.,  is  a  copy  of  Terses  I  sent  Sir.  Gri- 
ham,  of  Fintray,  accompanying  a  request  for  lua 
assistance  in  a  matter  to  me  of  yesy  greet  9»* 
ment.    To  that  gentieman  I  am  already  dcshly 
indebted,  for  deeds  of  kindness  of  serioiis  !»• 
port  to  taj  dearest  interests,  done  in  a  msnaer 
grateful  to  the  delicate  feeUngs  of  seaaihility. 
This  poem  is  a  species  of  composition  new  to 
me,  but  I  do  not  intend  it  shall  be  my  Isst  essay 
of  the  kind,  as  youwiU  see  by  the  <*Poei*s  Pro- 
gress."   These  fragments,  if  my  dedpi  succeed, 
are  but  a  small  pert  of  the  intended  whole.   I 
propose  it  shall  be  the  work  of  my  utmost  «x* 
ertions,  ripened  by  years ;  of  course  I  do  not 
wish  it  much  known.    The  fragment  beginiang 
«  A  littie,  upright,  pert,  tart»  &c,"  I  havB  not 
shown  to  man  liying,  till  I  now  send  it  yoo.    U 
forms  the  postulate,  the  axioms,  the  deiLoitHa 
of  a  character,  which,  if  it  appear  at  all,  shaU 
be  placed  in  a  variety  of  lights.    This  partics- 
lar  part  I  send  you  merely  as  a  sample  uf  vj 
^hand  at  portrait^etehing;  but,  lest  idle  cod* 
jecture  should  pretend  to  point  out  the  erigl- 
nsl,  please  to  let  it  be  for  your  nn^^  sole  In* 
spection. 

Need  I  make  any  apology  for  this  tronbl^  te 
a  gentieman  who  ha#  treated  mm  with  aoch 
msrked  benevolence  and  peonliar  klndnsa»- 
who  has  entered  into  my  interests  with  so  mneh 
seal,  and  on  whose  critical  decisions  I  eaa  is 
ttjJlj  depend!    A  poet  as  I  am  by  trade,  thcfs 
decisions  are  to  me  of  the  last  eoBaei|Ucaca 
My  late  transient  acquaintance  among  some  of 
the  mere  rank  and  file  of  greAnees,  I  reaiga 
with  ease ;  but  to  the  dlBtinguished  ehampinm 
of  genius  and  learning,  I  shall  be  ever  ambi- 
tious of  being  known.    The  native  c^aina  aad 
accurate  discernment  in  Mr.  fitewarfa  critics! 
stnctures  ;^e  justness  (iron  Justice^  for  he  ias 
no  bowels  of  compassion  for  a  poor  ppetie 
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r)  of  Dr.  Gregory's  remtrks,  and  the  delicacy 
of  Ftofesaor  Palsers  taste,  I  shall  erer  roTcre. 

I  shall  be  in  Ediaburgh  some  time  next 
nontha 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Tear  highly  obliged,  and  yery 

Humble  serrant^ 
R.B. 


CZLIZ. 
TO  BISHOP  GEBDES. 

[AitsuMlar  Geddei  was  a  eontrovenialiat  and  poet, 
■ad  a  bishop  of  tba  broken  remnant  of  the  Catholie 
Chareh  of  Scotland :  he  ii  known  ae  the  author  of  a 
vwy  kttlDoioaa  ballitf  called  *<  The  Wee  bit  WiSeUe," 
aadaethttfvaaiatorof  ooeof  thebooinof  the  Iliad,  ia 
oppoiitioB  to  Cowper.] 

SttiiUmd,  Zd  Ftb.  1789. 
YnrsxABLs  Fatrsb, 

As  I  am  conscious  that  whererer  I  am,  yon  do 
aie  the  honour  to  interest  yonrself  in  my  wel- 
fare, it  giTOS  me  pleasure  to  inform  yon  that  I 
ftm  here  at  last,  stationary  in  the  serions  busi- 
ncM  of  life,  and  haTo  now  not  only  the  retired 
leisure^  bat  the  hearty  inclination,  to  attend  to 
Ihoee  great  and  important  questions — what 
I  am  t  where  I  amt  and  for  what  I  am  des- 
Uaed? 

In  that  first  concern,  the  conduct  of  the  man, 
there  was  erer  but  one  side  on  which  I  was  ha- 
faltiially  blameable,  and  there  I  hare  secured 
myself  ia  the  way  pointed  out  by  Nature  and 
Kainre's  Oon.  I  was  sendble  that  to  so  help- 
len  a  creature  as  a  poor  poet,  a  wife  and 
fkmU^wcre  encumbrances,  which  a  species  of 
pradeaiee  would  bid  him  shun ;  but  when  the 
aUcmatiTe  was,  being  at  eternal  wSHare  with 
nysetf,  on  acoount  of  habitual  foUies,  to  give 
them  so  worse  name,  which  no  general  example, 
Bolietntious  wit,  no  sophistical  infidelity,  would, 
to  me,  erer  Justify,  I  must  hare  been  a  fool  to 
fcave  hesitated,  and  a  madman  to  hare  made 
aaoiher  choice.  Beddes,  I  had  in  "my  Jean'* 
» 1«og  and  much-loTod  fellow-creature's  happl* 
ttMs  or  mlseiy  among  my  hands,  and  who  could 
Irifte  with  such  a  deposit? 

In  the  affair  of  a  lirelihood,  I  think  myself 
totersUy  secure:  I  hare  good  hopes  of  my 
farm,  but  should  they  fail,  I  hare  an  excise  oom« 
mission,  which  on  my  simple  potion,  will,  at 
any  time,  procure  me  bread.  There  is  a  certain 
■tlgm*  aAxid  to  the  character  of  an  Excise 


officer,  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  borrow  honour 
from  my  profession ;  and  though  the  salary  be 
oomparatiToly  small,  it  is  luxury  to  anything 
that  the  first  twenty^fiTS  years  of  my  life  taught 
me  to  expect 

Thus,  with  a  rational  aim  and  method  in  life, 
you  may  easily  guess,  my  rererend  and  much- 
honoured  friend,  that  my  charaoteristical  trade 
is  not  forgotten.  I  am,  if  possible,  more  than 
oyer  an  enthusiast  to  the  muses.  I  am  deter* 
mined  to  study  man  and  nature,  and  in  that 
Tiew  incessantly ;  and  to  try  if  the  ripening  and 
corrections  of  years  can  enable  me  to  produce 
something  worth  preserring. 

Ton  will  see  in  your  book,  which  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  detaining  so  long,'  that  I  hare  been 
tuning  my  lyre  on  the  banks  of  Kith.  Some 
large  poetic  plans  that  are  floating  in  my  ima- 
gination, or  partly  put  in  execution,  I  shall  im* 
part  to  you  when  I  haTo  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing with  you ;  which,  if  you  are  then  in  Ediii* 
burgh,  I  shall  hare  about  tho  beginning  of  March. 

That  acquaintance,  wo^y  Sir,  with  which 
yon  were  pleased  to  honour  me,  yon  must  still 
allow  me  to  challenge;  for  with  whaterer  un- 
concern I  pre  up  my  transient  connexion  with 
the  merely  great,  those  self-important  beings 
whose  intrinsic  *  *  *  *  [con]cealed  under  the 
accidental  adrantages  of  their  •  *  *  *  I  cannot 
lose  the  patroniiing  notice  of  the  learned  and 

good,  without  the  bitterest  regret* 

B.B. 


OL. 
TO  MB.  JAMBS  BUBNESS. 

[FuBj  Bnnia  narrted  Adaa^Tmoar,  Mother  to  boa* 
Bis  Jeaa,  weat  wltli  Um  to  BCanehliae,  aad  bote  Um 
loai  and  daoighton.j  * 

HOitUmd,  9M  lU.  1789. 
Mt  dxae  Sis, 
WsT  I  did  not  write  to  you  long  ago,  is  what, 
eten  on  the  rack,  I  could  not  answer.  If  you 
can  in  your  mind  form  an  idea  of  indolence,  dis- 
sipation, hurry,  cares,  change  of  country,  enter- 
ing on  untried  scenes  of  life,  all  combined,  you 
will  saTs  me  the  trouble  of  a  blushing  apology. 
It  could  not  be  want  of  regard  for  a  man  fbr 
whom  I  had  a  high  esteem  before  I  knew  him— 
an  eeteem  which  has  much  increased  since  I  ^d 
know  him;  and  this  csTeat  entered,  I  shall 
plead  guilty  to  any  other  indictment  with  which 
you  shall  please  to  charge  me. 


4^ 


GENItfiAL  C0BBB8P0NDENGE 


After  I  had  parted  firam  yon  lor  naaj  montlM 
mj  life  was  oae  oontuuied  aoene  of  diadpatlan. 
Here  at  last  I  am  become  statiooaxy,  and  hara 
taken  a  farm  a&d — a  wife. 

The  farm  is  beanttftillj  situated  on  the  Nith, 
a  large  river  that  runs  by  Dnmfriesy  and  falls 
into  the  Solway  frith.  I  haye  gotten  a  lease  of 
my  farm  as  long  as  I  pleased:  bnt  how  it  may 
torn  out  is  Jnst  a  gneos,  it  is  yet  to  improve 
and  enclose,  kc ;  howerer,  I  hayc  good  hopee 
of  my  bargain  on  the  whole. 

My  wife  is  taj  Jean,  with  whose  story  yon  are 
partly  acquainted,  I  Crand  I  had  »mn«h-loTed 
fellow  creature's  happiness  or  misery  among  my 
hands,  and  I  dnrst  not  trifle  with  so  sacred  a 
deposit  Indeed  I  haTO  not  any  reason  to  re- 
pent the  step  I  have  taken,  as  I  have  attached 
myself  to  a  Tory  good  wife,  and  hare  shaken 
myself  loose  of  eteiy  bad  failiog. 

I  have  found  my  book  a  very  profitable  bn^- 
nees,  and  with  the  profits  of  it  I  hare  begun 
life  pretty  decently.  Should  fortune  not  faTour 
me  in  farming,  as  I  have  no  great  faith  in  her 
fickle  ladyship,  I  hare  provided  myself  in  an* 
other  resource,  which  however  some  folks  may 
affect  to  despise  it»  is  still  a  comfortable  shift 
in  the  day  of  misfortune.  In  the  heydi^  of  my 
fame,  a  gentleman  whose  name  at  least  I  dare 
say  you  know,  as  his  estate  lies  somewhere  near 
Dundee,  Mr.  Graham,  of  Fintray,  one  of  the 
commissioners  of  Excise,  offered  me  the  oommis* 
sion  of  an  Excise  officer.  I  thought  it  prudent 
to  accept  the  offer;  and  accordingly  I  took  my 
instructions,  and  have  my  commission  by  me. 
lIHiether  I  may  ever  do  duty,  or  be  a  penny  the 
better  for  it,  is  what  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  have 
the  comfortable  assurance,  that  come  whatever 
ill  fate  will,  1  can,  ffi  my  simple  petition  to  the 
Excise-board,  get  into  employ. 

Wtf  have  lost  poor  uncle  Bobert  this  winter. 
He  has  long  been  very  weak,  and  with  very  Ut- 
ile alteration  on  him,  he  expired  8d  Jan. 

His  son  William  has  been  with  me  this  winter, 
and  goes  in  May  to  be  an  apprentice  to  •  maeon. 
His  other  son,  the  eldest,  John,  oomes  to  me  I 
expect  in  summer.  They  are  both  remarkably 
stout  young  fellows,  and  promise  to  do  welL 
His  only  daughter,  Fanny,  has  been  with  me 
ever  since  her  father's  death,  and  I  purpose 
keeping  her  in  my  family  till  she  be  quite  woman 
grown,  and  fit  for  service.  She  is  one  of  the 
cleverest  girls,  and  has  one  of  the  most  amiable 
dispositions  I  have  ever  seen. 

All  friends  in  this  country  and  Ayrshire  are 


weil. 

My  wife  joins  met 

fruuly. 

lam 


to  aQ  Mends  In  Ibe  neiA* 
eomplimenteto  Mn.  K  nd 


ever,  my  dear  Gonmne 
Yours,  sinoer^, 
ILB. 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

(The  beantifBl  Ubm  witk  wUek  tUi  Uttor  eoadste, 
I  hAT0  reaaoa  to  bclisvi  weie  the  ptadaotion  of  IhsMf 
to  whom  the  epUtlo  it  addreMsd.] 


4a  JTiwvA,  1789L 
Hm  aa  I,  my  honoured  fticnd,  retensd 
safe  from  the  oapitaL  To  a  naa^  who  has  a 
home^  however  humble  or  remote— «f  that  hens 
is  like  mine,  the  scene  of  domeatio  ccmfott— ttt 
bustle  of  Edinburgh  wiU  soon  bo  n  bnsinflBB  cf 
gj^i^^pi^ig  disgust. 

(VtiapanpeadflorjofthiswQild,  Itessieal*  { 

When  I  must  akttlk  into  n  eoner,  Iset  (to  n(- 
tling  equipage  of  soma  gaping  btockhead  iftisM 
mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tenpM  to  tmlaim      i 
^'«  What  merits  has  he  had,  or  what  dsntiii      I 
have  I  had,  in  some  state  of  prti  STlstenr^  ihaA 
he  is  nsher«d  into  this  state  of  bei^  wllh  the 
sceptre  of  rale»  and  the  k^  of  riohes  Inldspuvy 
fist,  and  I  am  kicked  into  the  world,  the  sport 
of  folly,  or  the  victim  of  pride  t**     I  havarsad 
somewhere  of  a  monaroh  (in  Spain  I  lUak  it 
was),  who  was  so  oat  of  humour  with  the  Plole- 
mean  system  of  astronomy,  that  ha  ssU  had 
he  been  of  the  GnnASon's  eonaml,  be  aeold 
have  saved  him  a  great  deal  of  lahonr  and  ab> 
surdity.     I  wiU  not  defend  this  blaq^omoas 
speech ;  but  often,  as  I  have  glided  with  humbis 
stealth  through  the  pomp  cf  Maee^  stiaali  it 
has  suggested  itself  to  me,  aa  an  iaspvownsBt 
on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man  in  pM* 
portion  to  Ids  own  conceit  of  his  eoBoeqnaBeo  bk 
the  world,  oould  have  poshed  out  tha  loBgitode 
of  hia  oommon  else,  as  a  audi  pnshea  omt  h&s 
horns,  or,  aa  we  draw  out  a  penpaettva.    XUs 
trifling  alteratloa,  not  to  mentieothopagdigM* 
saving  it  would  be  in  the  tear  and  wear  of  the 
neck  and  limbHdnews  of  many  of  hia  najoa^'^ 
liege  sulijects,  in  the  way  of  tossSa^  tha  haad 
and  tiptoe  strutting^  would  evidently  torn  cnt  a 
vast  advantage,  in  enabling  oa  at  onoe  to  •4i^>>^ 
the  ceremonials  In  making  a  bow,  or  making 
way  ton  greatman,  and  that  too  within  a  ascjorad 
of  the  precise  spheiieal  angle  of  tevoiinm^^  «r 
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•a  inch  of  the  parttonlw  poini  of  reopeetftal  dlt- 
teaott,  vhicli  Uie  inportoat  ore»tiir«  itself  m- 
qiiii«8;  as  m  meMnrmg^lance  at  its  towar- 
iag  al^mda,  would  detamlaa  the  affair  like 


Ton  are  right.  Madam,  in  your  idea  of  poor 
]^lne*B  poem,  wliich  he  lias  addressed  to  me. 
The  piece  has  a  good  deal  of  merit,  but  it  has 
one  great  fault— it  is,  by  far,  too  long.  Besides, 
m  J  snocess  has  enconraged  snch  a  shoal  of  iU- 
spawncd  monsters  to  erawl  into  public  notice, 
mder  the  title  of  Scottish  Poets,  that  the  Tory 
tena  Scottish  Poetry  borders  on  the  burlesque. 
When  I  write  to  Mr.  Carfirae,  I  shall  adTise  him 
rather  to  try  one  of  his  deceased  friend's  English 
piecsiL  I  am  prodigiously  hurried  with  my  own 
matters,  else  I  would  haye  requested  a  perupal 
ef  an  Mylne's  poetic  performances ;  and  would 
haTe  offered  his  friends  my  assistance  in  either 
irieetiag  or  correcting  what  would  be  proper 
for  the  press.  What  it  is  that  occupies  me  so 
much,  and  periiaps  a  little  oppresses  my  pre* 
sent  spirits,  shall  fill  up  a  paragraph  in  some 
fotore  letter.  In  the  mean  time,  allow  me  to 
^oee  tUs  epistle  with  a  few  lines  done  by  a 
friend  of  mine  •«***,  I  ^yc  you  them,  that 
as  you  have  seen  the  original,  you  may  guess 
whether  one  or  two  alterations  I  haye  yentured 
to  make  in  them,  be  any  real  improyement 

'•  Uke  the  fair  plut  tbat  from  our  toneh  withdraw!, 
Shrinki  mildly  faarfol,  erta  from  mpplaiue, 
B«  all  m  moC]ier*«  fbadMt  liope  eaa  draun, 
Aid  all  yon  ax«,  my  cliarmiiig  .  .  .  .,  aaam. 
0tnight  aa  the  foz-gloya,  are  har  balla  diaeloaai 
MiU  aa  tha  maidaa-Uaahiag  hawthorn  blowi, 
Pair  aa  tha  fairaat  of  aach  loyaly  kiad, 
Your  form  ahall  ba  tha  imafa  of  your  mind ; 
Year  maanara  ihall  ao  traa  your  aool  axpraaa, 
That  all  ahall  long  to  know  tha  worth  thay  gnaaa : 
CoBfanial  haarta  ihall  gntt  with  kindrod  lova, 
AmA  cyan  aiek*Binff  aary  mnat  approya.*' 

K.  B. 


cm. 

TO  THB  BEY.  PETBB  CABFBAE. 

(ICylna  waa  a  worthy  and  a  OMAaat  man:  ha  died  of 
j  fafir  ia  tha  prima  of  Ufa.] 


1789. 
Bar.  Six, 

f  90  not  recollect  that  I  haye  oyer  felt  a  se- 
mer  pang  of  shame,  than  on  looking  at  the 
date  of  your  obliging  letter  which  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylne*8  poem. 

I  am  much  to  blame :  the  honour  Mr.  Mylne 


has  done  me,  greatly  enhanced  In  Its  yalue  by 
the  endearing,  though  melancholy  circumstance, 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  his  muse,  de- 
seryed  a  better  return. 

I  haye,  as  you  hint,  thought  of  sending  a 
copy  of  the  poem  to  some  periodical  publica- 
tion; but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  afraid,  that 
in  the  present  case,  it  would  be  an  improper 
step.  My  success,  perhaps  as  much  accidental 
as  merited,  has  brought  an  inundation  of  non- 
sense  under  the  name  of  Scottish  poetry.  Sub- 
seription-bills  for  Scottish  i>oems  haye  so  dun- 
ned, and  daily  do  dun  the  public,  that  the  yerj 
name  is  in  danger  of  contempt  For  theee  rea- 
sons, if  publishing  any  of  Ifr.  Mylne^s  poems  ia 
a  magasine,  &c.,  be  at  all  prudent,  in  my 
opinion  it  certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish 
poem.  The  profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of 
genius  are,  I  hope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits 
whateyer;  and  Ifr.  Mylne's  relations  are  most 
justly  entitled  to  that  honest  haryest,  which 
fate  has  denied  himself  to  reap.  But  let  the  ' 
friends  of  Mr.  Mylne's  fame  (among  whom  I 
eraye  the  honour  of  ranking  myself)  always 
keep  in  eye  his  respectability  as  a  man  and  as 
a  poet,  and  take  no  measure  that,  before  the 
world  knows  anything  about  him,  would  risk 
his  name  and  character  being  classed  with  the 
fools  of  the  times. 

I  haye,  Sir,  some  experience  of  publishing ; 
and  the  way  in  which  I  would  proceed  with  Mr. 
Mylne's  poem  is  this : — ^I  would  publish,  in  two  or 
three  English  and  Scottish  public  papers,  any 
one  of  his  English  poems  which  should,  by  pri- 
yate  judges,  be  thought  the  most  excellent,  and 
mention  it,  at  the  same  time,  as  one  of  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  Lothian  farmer,  of  respectable 
character,  lately  deceased,  whose  poems  his 
friends  had  it  in  idea  to  publish,  soon,  by  sub- 
scription, for  the  sake  of  his  numefons  fkmily : 
— not  ia  pity  to  that  tenify,  but  in  justice  to 
what  his  friends  think  the  poetic  merits  of  the 
deceased ;  and  to  secure,  hn  the  most  eifectual 
manner,  to  those  tender  connexions,  whose  right 
it  is,  the  pecuniary  reward  of  those  merits. 

B.B. 


CLXn. 

TO  DB.  MOOBE. 

[Edwud  Nialaon,  whom  Bana  here  Intwdncea  lo  Or. 
Moore,  was  miaialer  of  Kirkhaaa,  oa  the  flolwav-aiiei 
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h9  wu  a  iovial  mm,  and  kivvd  goo4  ebMr,  sad 
eomiMay.] 


Sib, 


mUtland,  2M  Jliarek,  1789. 


Ths  genUeman  who  will  deliver  you  thU  is  ft 
Mr.  Nielsen,  a  worthy  olergymaa  in  my  n«gh- 
bonrhood,  and  a  Tory  particvlar  aeqnaintanco 
of  mine.  As  I  hare  troubled  him  with  this 
packet,  I  must  turn  him  otos  to  your  goodness, 
to  recompense  him  for  it  in  a  way  in  which  he 
much  needs  your  assistance,  and  where  you  can 
effectually  serre  him : — Mr.  Nielson  is  on  his 
way  for  France,  to  wait  on  his  Grace  of  Queens* 
beny,  on  some  little  business  of  a  good  deal  of 
importance  to  him,  and  he  wishes  for  your  in- 
structions respecting  the  most  eligible  mode  of 
traTcUing,  &c*,  for  him,  when  he  has  crossed 
the  channel.  I  should  not  have  dared  to  take 
this  UbeHy  with  you,  but  that  I  am  tdldi  by 
those  who  have  the  honour  of  your  personal 
acquaintance,  that  to  be  a  poor  honest  Scotch- 
man is  a  letter  of  recommendation  to  you,  and 
that  to  have  it  in  your  power  to  senre  such  a 
character,  gives  you  much  pleasure. 

The  enclosed  ode  is  a  compliment  to  the  me- 
mory of  the  late  Mrs.  Oswald,  of  AuchencruiTC. 
You,  probably,  knew  her  personally,  an  honour 
of  which  I  cannot  boast;  but  I  spent  my  early 
years  in  her  neighbourhood,  and  among  her 
servants  and  tenants.  I  know  that  she  was  de- 
tested with  the  most  heart-felt  cordiality.  How- 
CTcr,  in  the  particular  part  oMier  conduct  which 
roused  my  poetic  wrath,  she  was  much  less 
blameable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Ayrshire,  I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  Wigham's  in 
Sanquhar,  the  only  tolerable  inn  in  the  place. 
The  frost  was  keen,  and  th*  grim  eyening  and 
howling  wind  were  ushering  in  a  night  of  snow 
and  drift  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fi^ 
tigued  with  the  labours  of  the  day,  and  just  as 
my  friend  the  Bailie  and  I  were  bidding  defiance 
to  the  storm,  oyer  a  smoking  bowl*  in  wheels 
the  Mineral  pageantry  of  the  late  great  Mrs. 
Oswald,  and  poor  I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the 
horrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade  my 
horse,  my  young  fayourite  horse,  whom  I  had 
just  christened  Pegasus,  twelve  miles  farther 
•en,  through  the  wildest  moors  and  hills  of  Ayr- 
ehire,  to  New  Cumnock^  the  next  inn.  The 
ipewers  of  poesy  and  prose  sink  under  me,  when 
I  would  describe  what  I  felt.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  when  a  good  fire  at  New  Cumnock  had  so 
far  recoyered  my  frosen  sinews,  I  sat  down  and 
srrote  the  anolosed  ode. 


I  was  at  Edinburgh  Utd/t  n^  sttiiedtaD^ 
with  Mr.  Creech ;  and  I  must  own,  that*  lilsi^ 
he  has  been  amicable  and  Uix  with  ue. 


CLiy. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  BURNS. 

[WilUain  Buiim  was  the  Tomgeit  brotfaet  of  tha  pHls 
ha  wa«  brad  a  ndlar;  waat  to  Lo^towa,  and  faiilf  !• 
London,  where  1m  died  early.] 

Ids,  Marek  26lA,  1789. 
Ihatu  stolen  ttom  my  comHwwing  this  mlnate 
to  write  a  line  to  acoompaay  your  ahirt  and  hsl» 
for  I  can  no  more.  Your  dster  Maria  snived 
yesternight,  and  begs  to  be  remensbertd  toysa* 
Write  me  every  opportunity,  never  mind  post* 
age.  My  head,  too,  is  as  addle  as  aa  cfi^  tUa 
mondng,  with,  dining  abroad  yesten^y,  I  rs> 
eeived  yours  by  the  mason.  Foiglve  me  tUi 
foolish-looking  scrawl  of  an  epistle^ 
I  am  ever. 

My  dear  William, 

Tours, 

R.B. 

P.  S.  If  you  are  not  then  gone  thnuLoogtomit 
ru  write  you  a  long  letter,  by  this  day  scTeir 
night.  If  you  should  not  succeed  is  your  tramps 
don't  be  d^eoted,  or  take  any  raah  step— !»> 
turn  to  us  in  that  case,  and  we  wiU  couii  ftf* 
tune's  better  humour.  Remember  this,  I  ehsifs 
you.  ^  B. 


CLV. 
TO  MR.  HILL. 


[The  Moaklaad  Book  Clab  azisitd  only  whala  Bohcrt 
Riddel,  of  tha  Friara-Carae,  lived,  or  Bant  had  Icusre 
to  attend:  meh  inatitatioM,  wbaa  wall  ccmdaetaA,  aie 
vary  banefieial,  whaa  notoppraMsd  by  divioUy  ma^  wtat, 
at  thay  ■omatimei  are.] 

EUidtmd,  2dJfiril^  1T$9. 

I  WILL  make  no  excuse,  my  dear  Bibliepetoi 
(Gon  forpve  me  for  murdering  languiasia !}  thai 
I  have  sat  down  to  write  yon  on  thia  vi]«  paper. 

It  is  economy.  Sir ;  it  is  that  cardinal  virtue^ 
prudence :  so  I  beg  you  will  sit  down,  and  ^tbcr 
compose  or  borrow  a  panegyric.  If  jou  ate 
going  to  borrow,  apply  to  *  *  *  *  to  conafioaej,  ev 
rather  to  compound,  something  very  elew  on 
my  remarkable  frugality;  that  I  write  ta  oas^  of 
my  most  esteemed  IHends  on  this  wratelic4 
paper,  which  was  originally  Intended  f««  tte 
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Tenal  fist  of  aome  drun1ce&  exciseman,  to  take 
dirty  notes  in  a  miserable  Tault  of  an  ale-cel- 
lar. 

0  Frugality  I  thou  mother  of  ten  thousand 
blessings — ^thou  eook  of  fat  beef  and  daintj 
greens ! — ^thou  manufacturer  of  warm  Shetland 
hose,  and  comfortable  surtouts ! — thou  old  house- 
wife, darning  thy  decayed  stockings  with  thy 
aneScnt  spectacles  on  thy  aged  nose ! — ^lead  me, 
hand  me  in  thy  clutching  palsied  fist,  up  those 
heights,  and  through  those  thickets,  hitherto  in- 
accessible, and  impervious  to  my  anxious,  weary 
ftet:»not  those  Parnassian  crags,  bleak  and 
barren,  where  the  hungry  worshippers  of  fame 
are  breathless,  clambering,  hanging  between 
heami  and  hell;  but  those  glittering  cliifs  of 
PotofI,  where  the  all-sufficient,  all  powerful 
deity.  Wealth,  holds  his  immediate  court  of  joys 
and  pleasures ;  where  the  sunny  exposure  of 
plenty,  and  the  hot  walls  of  provision,  produce 
those  blissful  fruits  of  luxury,  exotics  in  this 
world,  and  natires  of  paradise ! — ^Thou  withered 
siibyl,  my  sage  conductress,  usher  me  into  thy 
refulgent,  adored  presence ! — The  power,  splen- 
did and  potent  as  he  now  is,  was  once  the  puling 
nursling  of  thy  faithftd  care,  and  tender  arms! 
OsU  me  thy  son,  thy  cousin,  thy  kinsman,  or 
fhnmrite,  and  a<yure  the  god  by  the  scenes  of 
his  infant  years,  no  longer  to  repulse  me  as  a 
stranger,  or  an  alien,  but  to  faTour  me  with  his 
ptenlSar  countenance  and  protection  T — ^He  daily 
bcetows  his  greatest  kindness  on  the  undeserr- 
lag  and  the  worthless — assure  him,  that  I  bring 
ample  documents  of  meritorious  demerits  I 
Pledge  yourself  for  me,  that,  for  the  glorious 
cause  of  Lucrs,  I  will  do  anything,  be  anything 
-~b«t  the  horse-leech  of  private  oppression,  or 
the  vulture  of  public  robbery  I 

Bui  to  descend  from  heroics. 

1  want  a  Shakspeare;  I  want  likewise  an 
English  dictionary — Johnson's,  I  suppose,  is 
best  In  these  and  all  my  prose  commissions,  the 
ekeafest  is  always  the  best  for  me.  There  is  a 
email  debt  of  honour  that  I  owe  Ifr.  Robert 
Oegiboni,  in  Saughton  Mills,  my  worthy  friend, 
sad  your  well-wisher.  Please  give  him,  and 
vrge  him  to  take  it,  the  first  time  you  see  him, 
Um  sliilUngs  worth  of  anything  you  haTS  to  sell, 
amd  pUee  it  to  my  account 

The  Hbrary  sdieme  that  I  mentioned  to  you, 
H  already  begun,  under  the  direction  of  Captain 
>M<iel  There  ia  another  in  emulation  of  it 
gtAag  on  at  Cluaeliiii'niy  uilas  tb^m^ioesef  Mw* 
Monteith,  of  Closebum,  which  will  be  oft  « 


greater  scale  than  ours.  Capt.  Riddel  gave  hia 
infant  society  a  great  many  of  his  old  bookSi 
else  I  had  written  you  on  that  subject;  but 
one  of  these  days,  I  shall  trouble  you  with  a 
commisnon  for  **The  Monkland  Friendly  Socie- 
ty"— a  copy  of  The  Sj^eetator,  Mirror,  and 
Lounger,  Man  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  Worlds 
ChUkrie^e  Oeographieal  Grammar,  with  some  re- 
ligious pieces,  will  likely  be  our  first  order. 

When  I  grow  richer,  I  will  write  to  you  on 
gilt  post,  to  make  amends  for  this  sheet.  At 
present^  erery  guinea  Uk  a  fiye  guinea  errand 
with.  My  dear  Sir, 

Your  faithftil,  poor,  but  honesti  friend, 
e  KB. 


CLVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

[Sone  lines  which  extend,  but  fail  to  finlah  the  eketeh 
contained  in  this  letter,  will  be  found  elsewhere  la  this 
pablieation.] 

mUtland,  4lA  AprU,  1789. 

I  vo  sooner  hit  on  any  poetic  plan  or  fancy, 
but  I  wish  to  send  it  to  you :  and  if  knowing 
and  reading  these  giye  half  the  pleasure  to  you, 
that  communicating  them  to  you  giyes  to  me,  I 
am  satisfied. 

I  haye  a  poetic  whim  in  my  head,  which  I  at 
present  dedicate,  or  rather  inscribe  to  the  Right 
Hon.  Charles  James  Fox;  but  how  long  that 
fancy  may  hold,  I  cannot  say.  A  few  of  the 
first  lines,  I  haye  just  rough-sketched  as  fol- 
lows; 

s  K  s  T  0  H. 
How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite ; 
How  yirtue  and  rice  blend  their  black  and  their 

white; 
How  genius,  the  illustrious  father  of  fiction. 
Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  eontradio- 

tion-* 
I  sing:  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bue- 

tie, 
I  oare  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  go  whistie. 

But  now  for  a  patron,  whose  name  and  whose 
•   glory. 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits ; 
Tet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere 
lucky  hits ; 
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With  knoirledg9  so  yast,  and  with  judgment  so 

strong, 
No  man  irith  the  half  of  'em   e'er  went  far 

■wrong  J 
With  passion  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  ere  went  quite 

right; 
A  sorry,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  muses, 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuses. 

On  the  20th  current  I  hope  to  hare  the  ho- 
Aoor  of  assuring  you  in  jperson,  how  sincerely  I 

*  B.  B. 


CLVn. 
TO  MB.  WILLIAM  BUBNS, 

BADLKB, 
Ciai  OV  KB.  WBXOHT,  CABEin,  LOKaTOWN. 

["Never  to  daipair"  wai  a  faroarite  laying  with 
Bomi:  and  <'  firm  reaolya,"  he  held,  with  Yonzig.  to  be 
"  the  colttnm  of  tnie  majetty  in  man."] 

Isk,  ISthAprU,  1789. 
Mt  dxas  Wiluam, 

I  AX  extremely  sorry  at  the  misfortune  of  your 
legs ;  I  beg  you  will  nerer  let  any  worldly  con- 
cern interfere  with  the  more  serious  matter, 
the  safety  of  your  life  and  limbs.  I  hare  not 
time  in  these  hurried  days  to  write  you  any- 
thing other  than  a  mere  how  d'ye  letter.  I  will 
only  repeat  my  fayourite  quotation : — 

**  What  ptovB  the  hero  tmly  great 
It  D6Ter,  iMTer  to  deipair.'* 

My  house  shall  be  your  welcome  home ;  and  as 

I  know  your  prudence  (would  to  God  you  had 

retoluUon  equal  to  your  prudtncel)  if  anywhere 

at  a  distance  from  fHends,  you  should  need 

money,  you  know  my  direction  by  post. 

The  enclosed  is  from  Gilbert,  brought  by  your 

sister  Nanny.    It  was  unluckily  forgot.    Yours 

to  Gilbert  goes  by  post — ^I  heard  flrom  them 

yesterday,  they  are  all  welL 

Adieu. 

B.  B. 


OLvni. 

TO  MBS.  M'MUBDO, 

DEVlILAHBia 

(Of  thia  Yceompliihed  lady,  Mn.  M'Mardo,  of  Dram- 
.aarig,  and  her  daoghtert,  ■omethiag  has  been  raid  in  the 


notaa  on  the  soqga :  the  poem  alladed  to 
*'  Bonnie  Jean."] 

mUland,  2d  May,  1789. 

I  HAYB  finished  the  pieee  which  hftd  the  haeppy 
fortune  to  be  honoured  with  your  approbatioB; 
and  never  did  little  miss  with  more  sparkling 
pleasure  show  her  applauded  sampler  to  pertial 
mamma,  than  I  now  send  ny  poem  te  you  mmi 
Mr.  M'Murdo  if  he  is  returned  to  Dnunlenzig. 
You  cannot  easily  imi^gine  what 
animals — ^what  senaitiTe  plants  po(»r  poets 
How  do  we  shrink  into  the  embittered  ooteer  of 
self-abasement,  when  neglected  or  condemacd 
by  those  to  whom  we  look  up  1  and  how  do  ▼•» 
in  erect  importance,  add  another  eubit  to  oor 
stature  on  being  noticed  and  i^plauded  by  thoea 
whom  we  honour  and  respect !   My  late  visit  to 
Drumlanrig  has,  I  can  tell  yon.  Madam,  giveB 
me  a  balloon  waft  up  Parnassus,  wh«re  on  b^ 
fancied  eleyation  I  regard  my  poetio  mit  wilhao 
small  degree  of  complacency.    Surely  with  sll 
their  sins,  the  rhyming  tribe  are  not  nngzfttefel 
creatures. — I  recollect  your  goodness  to  yser 
humble  guest— I  see  Mr.  M'Murdo  adding  to  the 
politeness  of  the  gentleman,  the  kindness  of  a 
friend,  and  my  heart  swells  as  it  would  burst, 
with  warm  emotions  and  ardent  wishes !  It  msy 
be  it  is  not  gratitude — ^it  may  be  a  mixed  sen- 
sation.    That  strange,  shifting,  doubling  aai- 
mal  MAN  is  BO  generally,  at  beet,  butanegatire, 
often  a  worthless  creature,  that  we  eanaot  see 
real  goodness  and  native  worth  without  feeliag 
the  bosom  glow  with  sympathetic  approbation. 
With  eyety  sentiment  of  gratefU  reapec^ 
I  haye  the  honour  to  be, 
Madam, 

Tour  obliged  and  grateful  humble  serrant, 

B.B. 


CLIX. 
TO  MB.  GUKNINGHAM. 

[Honest  Jamie  Thomion,  who  shot  the  hate  beeaiae 
■he  .browaed  with  her  eompanioBa  oa  hia  Cither*! 
"  wheat-braird,"  had  no  idea  he  was  pnlliiv  down  each 
a  burst  of  indignation  on  hia  bead  as  this  letter  with  tlM 
poem  which  it  eaelosed  eipreeeei.] 

ElKiUmd,  Ath  May,  1789. 
Mt  dbab  SiBt 
TouB  duty'fre4  f ayonr  of  the  26t]i  April  I  re- 
ceired  two  days  a^o;  I  wUl  not  sajlpemsed  it 
with  pleaanre;  that  is  the  cold  eompQmeBt  of 
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Mramonj;  I  p«nis«d  it,  Sir,  irith  delicious  ba- 
tisfactio&; — ^in  short,  it  is  sach  a  letter,  that  not 
yoTif  nor  your  ftiend,  bnt  the  legislature,  by  ex- 
press proviso  in  their  postage  laws,  should  frank. 

A  letter  informed  with  the  sonl  of  friendship 
is  Meh  an  honour  to  hnman  nature,  that  thej 
should  order  it  ft«e  ingress  and  egress  to  and 
from  their  bags  and  mails,  as  an  encourage- 
nent  and  mark  of  distinction  to  snpereminent 
'virtne. 

I  have  Jnst  put  the  last  hand  to  a  littie  poem 
which  I  think  will  be  something  to  your  taste. 
One  morning  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early 
in  the  fields,  sowing  some  grass  seeds,  I  heard 
the  bortt  of  a  shot  frxim  a  neighbouring  planta- 
tion, and  presentiy  a  poor  litUe  wounded  hare 
cama  erippling  by  me.  Ton  will  guess  my  in- 
dignation at  the  inhuman  fellow  who  could  shoot 
s  hare  at  this  season,  when  all  of  them  have 
yonng  ones.  Indeed  there  is  something  in  that 
bosineis  of  destroying  for  our  sport  indiyiduals 
in  the  animal  creation  that  do  not  iigure  us  ma- 
t«rially«  which  I  eonld  ncTcr  reconcile  to  my 
ideas  of  Tirtne. 

Inhuman  man!  curse  on  thy  barVroua  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-idming  eye ! 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Kor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart  I 

&C«  fltc* 

Let  me  know  how  you  like  my  poem.  I  am 
doobtftil  whether  it  would  not  be  an  improve- 
ment to  keep  out  the  last  stansa  but  one  alto- 
gether. 

Crulkshank  is  a  glorious  production  of  the 
author  of  man.  Ton,  he,  and  the  noble  Colonel 
of  the  Crochallan  Fencibles  are  to  me 

**  Deer  u  the  ruddy  dropi  which  wana  my  heart.** 

I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on  yon 
all,  to  the  tune  of  *<  TkrM  gtUdfiUawM  ayoni  th§ 
ffUn."  R.  B. 


CLX. 

TO  MR.   SAMUEL  BROWN. 

ffltanael  Brown  waa  brother  to  the  poet*a  mother :  he 
eaaaoa  to  have  baan  a  joyoua  aoit  of  panon,  who  lovad  a 
^ha,  and  ondaratood  doabia  sManiofa] 

Mauffia,  4th  May,  1789. 

DSAJiUllOU, 

This,  I  hope,  will  find  you  and  your  coi^ugal 
ydka^aUoirlayowgoodoldway;  laa  impa- 


tient to  know  if  the  Ailsa  fowling  be  commenced 
for  this  season  yet,  as  I  want  three  or  four 
stones  of  feathers,  and  I  hope  you  will  bespeak 
them  for  me.  It  would  be  a  vain  attempt  for 
me  to  enumerate  the  various  transactions  I 
have  been  engaged  in  since  I  saw  you  last,  but 
this  know, — I  am  engaged  in  a  imuffffUn^  tro4$, 
and  Qod  knows  if  ever  any  poor  man  ezpa* 
rienced  better  returns,  two  for  one,  but  as  freight 
and  delivery  have  turned  out  so  dear,  I  am 
thinking  of  taking  out  a  license  and  beginning 
in  fair  trade.  I  have  taken  a  farm  on  the  bor* 
ders  of  the  Nith,  and  in  imitation  of  the  old 
Patriarchs,  get  men-servants  and  midd-ser- 
vants,  and.  flocks  and  herds,  and  beget  sons  and 
daughters. 

Your  obedient  nephew, 

B.B. 


CLXI. 
TO  RICHARD-BROWN. 


feraqgad  the 


[Bona  waa  naeh  attached  to  Browa ;  aad  oee 
that  aa  ineoaaidarata  word  ahoald  have  aa 
haofhty  tailor.] 

Maueklme,  2Ut  Majf,  1789. 
Mt  dbam  Fbisitd, 

I  WAS  in  the  country  by  accident,  and  hearing 
of  your  safe  arrival,  I  could  not  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  wishing  yon  joy  on  your  return,  wish- 
ing you  would  write  to  me  before  you  sail  ag^n, 
vrishing  yon  would  always  set  me  down  as  yonr 
bosom  friend,  wishing  you  long  life  and  pros- 
perity, and  that  every  good  thing  may  attend 
you,  wishing  Mrs.  Brown  and  your  Uttie  ones 
as  free  of  the  evils  of  this  world,  as  is  consistent 
with  humanity,  wishing  you  and  she  were  to 
make  two  at  the  ensuing  lying-in,  with  wUch 
Mrs.  B.  threatens  very  soon  to  favour  me,  wish- 
ing I  had  longer  time  to  write  to  you  at  pre- 
sent ;  and,  Anally,  wishing  that  if  there  is  to  be 
another  state  of  existence,  Mr.  B.,  Mrs.  B.,  our 
littie  ones,  and  both  families,  and  you  and  I, 
in  some  snug  retreat,  may  make  a  jovial  paity 
to  all  eternity  I 

My  direction  is  at  EUisland,  nesr  Dumfries 

Tours, 

B.B. 


^ 
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cLzn* 

TO  MB.  JAUES  HAMILTON. 

(JuBM  HunUtoBi  (TOOOT,  !■  GUi«ow,  iatanatwl  h^* 
Mir  Mrlj  in  tlM  fortuBM  of  Uo  poet.] 

JOUiUmd,  26a  Jfiiy,  1789. 

1 0B1IP  jou  by  JoliB  Glover,  emier,  tbe  m- 
€«iiiit  for  Mr.  Tinabiill,  m  I  si^pose  you  knew 
hisftddress* 

J  would  iiUli  o0ir,  ay  dtar  fiir»  »  word  of 
sympi^tliy  with  yoor  aiafortimes ;  but  it  ia  a 
(indir  itiiBg,  and  I  know  not  how  to  tonoh  it. 
U  if  otqr  to  flonriih  » tot  of  highblown  oonti- 
montf  on  the  eal^eeta  that  wonld  give  great 
•etiafeotion  to— «  breeet  quite  at  eaee ;  but  ee 
oin  obeerreSt  who  wee  TOfy  eeldom  mistaken  in 
the  theory  of  life,  "The  heart  knowethita  own 
eorrowi,  and  a  etranger  intermeddleth  not  there- 
with." 

•  Among  eome  diiUeaiftil  emergcndee  that  I 
hare  ezperieneed  in  lifs,  I  ever  Imd  this  down 
as  my  foundation  of  eomfort — 7%ai  he  who  ktu 

ifonldl^MMl/ 

With  every  irtsh  for  yonr  welfare  and  f atnnB 

euooeee, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Sinoerely  yonre, 

B.  B. 


ciixm. 

TO  WILLIAM  OBEEOH,  ESQ. 

[Ths  pMlie  eddrsM  to  tht  "  venonwd  gbug**  of  thd 
toothaohe  Menu  to  haw  eoms  into  txUteoea  abont  thi* 
tuns.] 


Sn, 


MMand,  ZOth  May,  1789. 


I  BAD  intended  to  have  troubled  you  with  a 
long  letter,  but  at  present  the  dollghtful  sensa- 
tions of  an  omnipotent  toothache  so  engross  all 
my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
even  to  write  nonsense.  However,  as  In  duty 
bound,  I  approach  my  bookseller  with  an  offer- 
ing in  my  hand — a  few  poeUo  clinches,  and  a 
tong:^To  expect  any  other  kind  of  offering 
fh>m  the  Bhyming  Tribe  would  be  to  know  them 
much  less  than  you  do.  I  do  not  pretend  that 
there  is  much  merit  in  these  moretaua^  but  I 
have  two  reaeons  for  sending  them ;  primo^  they 
are  most^  ill-natured,  ao  are  in  udson  with  my 
jweaant  ISseliogip  while  fd^  troops  of  iof enial 


qorita  are  driving  poet  from  ear  to  ear  alaqg 
my  Jaw-bones ;  and  ueondly^  they  are  ao  ahoct, 
that  you  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle,  and  m 
hurt  my  pride  in  the  idea  that  you  found  aay 
work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get  through. 

I  have  a  request  to  beg  of  yon,  and  I  not  only 
beg  of  yoUy  bnt  coigure  you,  by  all  your  wishes 
and  by  all  your  hopes,  that  the  mnae  will  qiare 
the  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of  yonr  foibles; 
that  she  will  warble  the  song  of  raptors  roand 
your  hymeneal  conch ;  and  that  she  will  shed 
on  your  turf  the  honest  tear  of  elegiao  grati- 
tude I  Grant  ngr  request  as  speedily  as  poasihle 
— send  me  by  the  veiy  first  fly  or  coaoh  for  this 
place  three  copies  of  the  last  edition  of  mj 
poems,  which  place  to  my  account 

Now  may  the  good  tiuugs  of  prose,  and  the 
good  things  of  verse,  come  among  tby  hands, 
until  they  be  filled  with  the  ^ootf  lkm§9  ^  tiu 
Itftf  prayeth  B.  B. 


CLXIV. 

TO  MB.  M'AULBT. 

[The  po«t  nade  tha  aoiiuaiataaca  at  Mr.  ICAalay,  of 
Doiabartoa,  in  oaa  of  itu  aorthem  toarar-^  was  iaUO" 
dnead  by  hia  frlaad  Kaaaady.] 

HUitland,  ^tk  June,  1789. 
DEAnSin, 

Thouqh  I  am  not  without  my  fears  respect- 
ia^  my  fate,  at  that  grand,  universal  inqnesl  of 
right  and  wrong,  commonly  called  TA#  LoHDaft 
yet  I  trust  there  is  one  sin,  which  that  aith- 
vagabond,  Satan,  who  I  understand,  is  to  be 
king's  evidence,  cannot  throw  in  my  tseth,  I 
mean  ingratitude.    There  is  a  certain  pretty 
large  quantum  of  kindness  for  which  I  remain, 
and  f^Nn  inability,  I  fear,  mnet  still  rsauin, 
your  debtor ;  but  though  unable  to  repay  the 
debt,  I  assure  you.  Sir,  I  ahali  ever  wannly 
remember  the  obligation.    It  gives  me  tha  mm^ 
oerest  pleasure  to  hear  by  my  old  ^i^"f*TitmnftT, 
Mr.  Kennedy,  that  you  are,  in  immortal  AIUa>s 
language,  **Hale^  and  weel,  and  living;**  and 
that  your  charming  fami^  are  well,  and  pso- 
mising  to  be  an  amiable  and  respeetabla  addi- 
tion to  the  oompsay  of  perfomen,  whoas  thm 
Great  Manager  of  the  Drama  of  Man  ia 
ing  into  action  for  the  succeeding  age. 

With  respect  to  my  welfhre,  n  sul^eot  ia  «U^ 
you  once  warmly  and  effectively  inisreattd^oaiw 
self,  I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  i>^i«Ww^  ^^^ 
plongh,  marking  the  growth  of  my  eon^  «r  Uia 
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haMktfttij  diit7;madtttti»w8M]iterisgbjr 
tlw  detightAd  vindiagB  of  tiwlHtli,  oalbftiBcr- 
gia  of  nhioh  I  hwn  built  mj  kottbU  doadtfle, 
pnqriog  fbr  Muonabla  ir««lh«r,  ot  boldlng  tn 
lAtrlgue  iritik  the  uniMe ;  the  only  gipales  inth 
irhom  I  hate  now  any  Inierooime.  As  I  am 
eatered  into  Ike  hd^  state  of  matrimonj,  I  trnst 
mj  face  Is  torned  oompletefyZion-ward;  and 
as  H  is  a  role  with  all  honest  fellows  to  repeat  no 
grievances,  I  hope  that  tiie  little  poetio  lieenses 
of  former  dijs  wQl  of  eonrse  ftJl  nader  the 
oblitionr  Inflneaee  of  some  good-natured  statate 
of  eelestial  preseriptlen.  la  my  family  dero- 
tioB,  whieh,  like  a  good  Presbyterian,  I  oooa- 
«ioaaIfy  giTo  tovQDgy  honsehold  folks,  I  am  ex- 
iMBwly  fond  of  that  poaha,  "  Iiot  not  the  errors 
of  my  youth,**  &e.,  and  that  other,  •*  Lo,  ohildren 
are  Qod*s  heritage,"  fte.,  in  whioh  last  Mrs. 
Boas,  irho  by  the  bye  lias  a  glorions  **wood- 
aote  wild"  at  either  old  song  or  psalmody,  joins 
me  with  the  palhee  of  Handel's  Messiah. 

B.B. 

CLXV. 

TO  MB.  BOBEBT  AINSLIB. 

rrbe  Mlowtag  bish<4iiiiited  letter  iMy  b«  ngUNM  as 
a  waram  on  dotrtie  noimlity  pfeaeh^d  by  oae  of  tk« 


1 

.    Jmaand,  Sth  June,  nS9. 

Ht  naAE  Faitn>,       * 

I  MM  perfsotly  ashamed  of  myself  when  I  look 

the  date  of  yoor  last   It  is  not  that  I  forget 

the  friend  of  my  heart  and  the  companion  of  my 

pengrinattoBS ;  bnt  I  haTO  been  oondenmed  to 

dradgevy  beyond  snlTeranee,  though  not,  thank 

God,  beyond  redemption.    I  hoTe  had  a  oolleo- 

ttea  of  poems  by  a  lady,  put  into  my  hands  to 

prepare  them  for  the  press ;  which  horrid  task, 

with  sowing  com  with  my  own  hand,  a  parcel 

of  masons,  Wrights,  plasterers,  Ac.,  to  attend  to, 

roaming  on  business  through  Ayrshire--all  this 

was  against  me,  and  the  Tory  first  dreadAil  ar- 

tieie  was  of  itself  too  much  for  me. 

13Ul.  I  haye  not  had  a  moment  to  spare  from 

incessant  toil  dnoe  the  6th.    life,  my  dear  Sir, 

is  a  serious  matter.    Yon  know  by  experience 

that  a  man's  indiridual  self  is  a  good  deal»  bnt 

beHcve  me,  a  wife  and  family  of  children,  when« 

erer  you  haye  the  honour  to  be  a  husband  and 

a  fiather,  wHl  show  you  that  your  present  and 

most  aaxions  hours  of  solitude  are  speat  oa 

trifles.    The  welfare  of  those  who  are  Tory  dear 

to  OS,  whose  only  support,  hope,  and  stay  wib 


are— this,  to  a  generous  mind,  is  anodier  sort 
of  more  important  olgect  of  care  than  any  con* 
oems  whaterer  whioh  centre  merely  in  the  indi- 
ipidnaL  On  the  other  hand,  let  no  young,  un- 
married, rakehelly  dog  among  you,  make  a 
song  of  his  pretended  liberty  and  freedom  fttim 
care.  If  the  relations  we  stand  in  to  king, 
eountiy,  kindred,  and  friends,  be  aaythii^  but 
the  risionary  fimoies  of  dreaming  metaplgwi- 
dans ;  if  religion,  rirtue,  magnanisBity,  gene- 
rosity, humanity  and  Justiee,  be  aught  bat  empty 
sounds ;  then  the  man  who  may  be  said  to  lira 
only  for  others,  for  the  belored,  honourable 
female,  whose  tender  faithfrd  embrace  cndean 
Itfe,  and  for  the  helpless  little  innocents  who  are 
to  Im  the  men  and  women,  the  worshippers  of 
his  Ck)d,  the  sutjeets  of  his  king,  and  the  sap- 
port,  n^  the  vety  tital  existence  of  hisooramT 
in  the  ensuing  age ; — eompare  sosh  a  man  with 
any  fellow  whatCTor,  who,  whether  he  busfle  and 
push  in  business  among  laboaren,  derks,  states- 
men ;  or  whether  he  roar  and  rant,  and  drink  and 
sing  in  taToms— -a  fellow  orer  iriiose  grate  no 
one  will  breathe  a  single  heigh-ho,  except  from 
the  cobweb-tie  of  what  is  called  good-fallow^ 
ship— -who  has  no  riew  nor  aim  but  what  ter- 
minates in  himself— if  there  be  any  grotelUng 
earthbom  wretch  of  our  species,  a  renegado  to 
common  sense,  who  would  fain  beUere  that  the 
noble  ereature  man,  is  no  better  than  a  sort  of 
Amgus,  generated  out  of  nothing,  nobody  knows 
how,  and  soon  disripAted  in  nothing,  nobody 
knows  where ;  such  a  stupid  beast,  such  a  crawl- 
ing reptile,  might  balance  the  foregoing  vnex- 
aggerated  comparison,  but  no  one  else  would 
haTO  the  patience. 

ForgiTO  me,  my  dear  Sir/ for  this  long  silence^ 
lb  make  yoa  amatdt,  I  shall  send  you  soon,  and 
more  encouraging  still,  without  any  postage^ 
one  or  two  rhymes  of  my  later  manufacture. 

B.B. 


CLXYI. 
TO  MB.  M'MUBDO. 

[Jolw  M*M«do  has  beM  mlnadx  mmHoned  m  cm  of 
B«na*g  InMit  Meada:  Ui  tetit  at  Drainluris  wm 
•twayifpiwdatllMpost'ieoaiiaff:  aorwaiitaaehMieS 
hf  the  prMtaee  of  Um  lady  of  Um  hosH  sad  her  dnifh- 
tort.] 

MOiMmi,  19a  June,  1789. 
Sn, 

A  roiT  and  a  beggar  are,  In  so  many  points 

of  idew,  aHke,  that  one  ndghttake  tiem  flor  the 
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tame  indlTidnal  ohanoter  under  different  de- 
dgnatioiis;  were  it  not  that  though,  with  a 
trifling  poetio  lioenee,  meet  poets  mi^  be  etyled 
beggars,  yet  the  converse  of  the  propontion 
does  not  hold,  that  eveiy  beggar  is  a  poet  In 
one  particular,  howeyer,  they  remarkably  i^gree ; 
if  yon  help  either  the  one  or  the  other  to  a  mog 
of  ale,  or  the  picking  of  a  bone,  they  will  vezy 
willingly  repay  yon  with  a  song.  This  occurs 
to  me  at  present,  as  I  have  just  despatched  a 
well-lined  rib  of  John  Kirkpatrick's  Highlander ; 
a  bargain  for  which  I  am  indebted  to  yon,  in 
the  style  of  our  ballad  printers,  ''Fire  excel- 
lent new  songe."  The  enclosed  is  neariy  my 
newest  song,  and  one  that  has  cost  me  some 
pains,  though  that  is  but  an  equiyocal  mfrk  of 
its  excellence.  Two  or  three  others,  which  I 
have  by  me,  shall  do  themseWes  the  honour  to 
wait  on  your,  after  leisure :  petitioners  for  ad- 
mittance into  favour  must  not  harass  the  con- 
descension of  their  benefactor. 

You  see,  Sir,  what  it  is  to  patnoize  a  poet. 
'Tis  like  being  a  magistrate  in  a  petty  borough ; 
you  do  them  the  favour  to  preside  in  their  coun- 
cil for  one  year,  and  your  name  bears  the  pre- 
fatory stigma  of  Bailie  for  life. 

Withy  not  the  compliments,  but  the  best 
wishes,  the  sincerest  prayers  of  the  season  for 
you*  that  you  may  see  many  and  happy  years 
with  Mrs.  M'Murdo,  and  your  family;^  two 
*  blessings  by  the  bye,  to  which  your  rank  does 
not,  by  any  means,  entitle  you;  a  loving  wife 
and  fine  family  being  almost  the  only  good 
things  of  this  life  to  which  the  farm-house  and 
oottage  have  an  exclusive  right, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
8ir, 
Tour  much  indebted  and  very  humble  servant, 

B.B. 


CLXYII. 

TO  MBS.  BUNLOP. 

[The  devil,  th«  pop«,  and  Ui«  Pratmider  dark«Dad  the 
■ennoBa,  fbr  more  tbaa  a  caatnnr,  of  many  aoaiid  dirinaa 
ia  tha  north.  Aa  a  JaeoUta,  Baraa  diilikad  to  hear 
Prinea  Charlai  eallad  tha  Praiaadari  and  aa  a  nan  of  a 
tolarant  natnra,  ha  dialikad  to  haar  tha  Popa  treatad  un- 
like a  faatlanan;  hia  notioBB  rafardiag  Satan  ara  ra- 
toidad  ia  hia  iaimitabia  addraaa.] 

XlUOtrnd,  2U  Jwu,  1789. 
Bbae  BCadam, 

Wxu  you  take  the  effusions,  the  miserable 

iAuiens  of  low  spirits.  Just  at  th^  flow  from 


th^  Uiier  apiingt  I  knew  aoi  ef  a^  pssti* 
oolar  eanse  lior  this  wont  ef  ill  uy  fees  besel 

ting  me;  but  for  some  time  my  soul  has  been 
beohmded  with  a  thiokenfag  atmosphere  ef  «vQ 
imaginations  and  gloomy  presages. 

Mondojf  JSvmtnf, 

I  have  just  heard  Mr.  Srkpatrick  preach  a 
sermon.  He  is  a  man  Sunous  for  his  benevo- 
lence, and  I  revere  Um ;  but  from  such  Ideu 
of  my  Creator,  good  Lord  d^ver  me!  Refic^on, 
my  honoured  friend,  is  surely  a  simple  business, 
as  it  equally  ooncens  the  ignorant  and  the 
learned,  the  poor  and  the  rich.  That  tlwre  b 
an  incomprehenrible  Great  Being,  to  n^om  X 
owe  ray  exSstenoe,  and  tiiat  be  must  bo  fafl- 
mately  acquainted  with  the  operations  and  pro- 
gress of  the  internal  machinefy,  and  consequent 
outward  deportment  ef  tide  creature  which  hi 
has  made;  these  are,  I  think,  self-eividcat  pr»> 
positions.  That  there  Is  a  real  and  •tsnal^»> 
tinotion  between  virtue  and  vice,  and  conse- 
quently, that  I  am  an  accountable  creature; 
that  from  the  seeming  nature  of  the  human 
mind,  as  well  as  from  the  evident  impeifection, 
nay,  positive  iijustice,  in  the  adndoiatrattan  of 
affairs,  both  in  the  natural  and  moral  wcrids, 
there  must  be  a  retributive  scene  of  existence 
beyond  the  grave;  must,  I  think,  be  aliewed 
by  every  one  who  vriU  give  himself  a  moment!! 
reflection.  I  wiU^go  farther,  and  afirm  that 
ftt>m  the  sublimity,  excellence,  and  purity  of  Us 
doctrine  and  precepts,  unparalleled  by  all  the 
aggregated  wisdom  and  learning  of  many  pre- 
ceding ages,  though,  fo  appearanee,  he  himself 
was  tiie  obscurest  and  most  illiterate  of  our 
species ;  therefore  Jesus  Christ  was  frvm  G^ 

Whatever  mitigates  the  woes,  or  inoreases 
the  happiness  of  others,  this  is  my  criterion  of 
goodness ;  and  whatever  iigures  society  at  large, 
or  any  indiridual  in  it,  this  is  my  measure  of 
Iniquity. 

What  think  you,  madam,  of  my  creed  t  T 
trust  that  I  have  said  nothing  that  will  lessen 
me  in  the  eye  of  one,  whose  good  opinion  I  va^oe 
almost  next  to  the  approbation  of  my  own  odnd. 

&.B. 


OLZYIII. 
TO  MR.  — 


[Tha  nana  of  tha  paraoa  to  whom  tha  following 
la  addraaaad  ia  naknown  t  ha  aaama,  Ihna  bia  Utaar 
Bmnt  to  have  baaa  lattiaato  with  the  aBfottai^Ma 
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Rob«ii  F«ifttnoB,  nvfio,  in  ridiaMt  of  aoavcnfttion  mtA 
ploaitttde  of  faacy,  nniaMi  ham,  1m  «dd|  of  Eobort 

IS  urns.  J 

•  1789. 
Mt  bbar  Sib, 

Thb  hniry  of  b  Ijumer  in  this  partioular  sea- 
0OD«  Bsd  the  indolenoe  of  %  poet  ai  all  times  and 
aeasoDB,  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  excuse  for  ne- 
glecting so  long  to  answer  your  obliging  letter 
of  the  6th  of  Angoat. 

That  yon  hare  done  well  in  quitting  your  la: 
borious  concern  in  *  *  *  *»  I  do  not  doubt ;  the 
weighty  reasons  you  mention,  were,  I  hope,  very, 
and  deserredly  indeed,  weighty  ones,  and  your 
health  is  a  matter  of  the  last  importance ;  but 
whether  the  remaining  prc^rielors  of  the  paper 
hare  also  done  well,  is  what  I  much  doubt. 
The  *  a  *  *,  so  fur  as  Iwas  areader,  exhiUted 
sudd  a  brillisjiey  of  point,  such  an  elegance  of 
paragraph,  and  such  a  Tariefy  of  intelligence, 
thai  I  can  hardly  conoeiTe  it  possible  to  con- 
tinue a  daily  paper  in  the  same  degree  of  excel- 
lenoe;  but  if  there  wis  a  man  who  had  abilities 
eqnal  to  the  task,  that  man's  assistance  the 
fvopiieiors  have  lost. 

Ifhcn  I  reoeiTed  your  letter  I  was  transcrib- 
»Mg  for  *  *  *  *,  my  letter  to  the  ma^strates  of 
the  Caaongate,  Edinburgh,  begging  their  per- 
miosLoo  to  place  a  tombstone  over  poor  Fergus- 
aooi,  and  their  edict  in  consequence  of  my  peti- 
tion, but  now  I  shsll  send  them  to  *****  *. 
Poor  Fefgttsaon  t  If  there  be  a  life  beyond  the 
gmfv^  whicb  I  trust  there  is ;  and  if  there  be  a 
good  God  presiding  orer  all  nature,  which  I  am 
tore  thes«  is ;  thou  art  now  enjoying  existence 
la  a  glorious  worid,  where  worth  of  the  heart 
alona  is  distinction  in  the  man ;  where  riches, 
deprired  of  all  their  pleasure-purchasing  powers, 
reioni  to  their  natiTO  sordid  matter;  where 
titles  and  honours  are  the  disregarded  rereries  of 
an  idle  dream;  and  where  that  heavy  virtue, 
wkieh  is  the  negatiTo  eonsequenoe  of  steady 
4«2aass,  and  those  thoughtless,  though  often 
deatmetiTe  foUiee  which  are  the  unaToidable 
al»etralioas  of  frail  human  nature,  will  be 
tkrownittto  equal  obliTion  as  if  they  had  nerer 


Aifion,  my  dear  Sir  t  So  soon  as  your  present 

riews  and  schemes  are  eonoentered  in  an  aim, 

I  ahall  be  glad  to  hoar  from  yon ;  as  your  wel- 

Cavo  and  happiness  Is  by  no  means  a  subject  in- 

dilTertntto 

Yours,  » 


CLXIX. 

TO  MISS  WILLIAMS. 

[H«lan  Alaria  Williami  acknowledged  this  letter,  with 
the  eritical  pencilling,  on  her  poem  on  the  Slave  Trade, 
whieh  it  enclosed :  the  agreed,  ihe  laid,  with  all  hii 
objections,  save  one,bat  ooaaldered  his  praise  too  high.] 

miitland,  1789. 
Madam, 

Or  the  many  problems  in  the  nature  of  that 
wonderM  creature,  man,  this  is  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary,  that  he  shall  go  on  fVom  day  to 
day,  from  week  to  week,  from  month  to  month, 
or  perhaps  firom  year  to  year,  sulTering  a  hun- 
dred times  more  in  an  hour  from  the  impotent 
consciousness  of  neglecting  what  he  onght  to  do, 
than  the  very  doing  of  it  would  cost  Mm.  I  am 
deeply  indebted  to  you,  first  for  a  most  elegant 
poetic  compliment ;  then  for  a  polite,  obliging 
letter;  and,  lastly,  for  your  excellent  poem  on 
the  Slave  Trade ;  and  yet,  wretch  that  I  am ! 
though  the  debts  were  debts  of  honour,  and  the 
creditor  a  lady,  I  hare  put  off  and  put  off  even 
the  rery  acknowledgment  of  the  obligation,  un- 
til you  must  indeed  be  the  Tcry  angel  I  take  you 
for,  if  you  can  forj^ve  me. 

Tour  poem  I  have  read  with  the  highest  plea- 
sure. I  have  a  way  whenever  I  read  a  book,  I 
mean  a  book  in  our  own  trade,  Madam,  a  poetic 
one,  and  when  it  is  my  own  property,  that  I  take 
a  pencil  and  mark  at  the  ends  of  verses,  or  note 
on  margins  and  odd  paper,  little  criticisms  of 
approbation  or  disapprobation  as  I  peruse  along. 
I  will  make  no  apology  for  presenting  you  with 
a  few  unconnected  thoughts  that  occurred  to  me 
in  my  repeated  perusals  of  your  poem.  I  want 
to  show  you  that  I  have  honesty  enough  to  tell 
you  what  I  take  to  be  truths,  even  when  they 
are  not  quite  on  the  side  of  approbation ;  and 
I  do  it  in  the  firm  faith  that  you  have  equal 
greatness  of  mind  to  hear  them  vrith  pleasure. 

I  had  lately  the  honour  of  a  letter  from  Dr. 
Moore,  where  he  tells  me  that  he  has  sent  mo 
some  books :  they  are  not  yet  come  to  hand,  bat 
I  hear  they  are  on  the  way.  • 

Wishing  you  all  success  in  your  progress  In 
the  path  of  fame ;  and  that  you  may  equally 
escape  the  danger  of  stumbling  through  incan* 
tious  speed,  or  losing  ground  through  loitering 
neglect  B.  B. 


Ill   tm 


ilO 


OENBBAL  COBBESPONDEKCE 


TO  MB.  JOHN  LOGAN. 

[The  KiTk'i  Alftnn,  to  vihieh  thii  letter  alludee,  ]m« 
Uttle  of  the  tpiril  of  ouUee  nd  droUerr,  eo  rife  la  bi4 
•erlier  eootrovenial  oompotitio— .•) 

EUi$land,  mar  Dumfiin,  7<A  Ang.  1789. 
Dbab  Sib, 
I  utnvDKo  to  hftye  written  you  long  ere  now, 
ftnd  u  I  told  yon,  I  had  gotten  tliree  etaniM  and 
a  half  on  my  way  in  a  poetic  ^iatle  to  yon ;  hnt 
that  old  enemy  of  all^woef  worA»,  the  deril,  threw 
me  into  a  prosaio  mire,  and  for  the  sonl  of  me  I 
eannot  get  ont  of  it  I  dare  not  write  yon  a 
long  letter,  as  I  am  going  to  intrude  on  your 
time  with  a  long  ballad.  I  have,  as  yon  will 
shortly  see,  finished  "The  Kirk's  Alarm;"  bnt 
now  that  it  is  done,  and  that  I  hare  laughed 
once  or  twice  at  the  conceits  in  some  of  the 
stanxas,  I  am  determined  not  to  let  it  get  into 
the  public ;  so  I  send  you  this  copy,  the  first 
that  I  have  sent  to  Ayrshire,  except  some  Um 
of  the  stansas,  which  I  wrote  off  in  embryo  for 
Gavin  Hamilton,  under  the  express  provision 
and  request  that  you  will  only  read  it  to  a  few 
of  us,  and  do  not  on  any  account  give,  or  permit 
to  be  taken,  any  copy  of  the  ballad.  If  I  could 
be  of  any  serYlce  to  Pr.  M'Gill,  I  would  do  it, 
though  it  should  be  at  a  much  greater  expense 
than  irritating  a  few  bigoted  priests,  but  I  am 
afraid  serving  him  in  his  present  embamu  is  a 
task  too  hard  for  me.  I  have  enemies  enow, 
God  knows,  though  I  do  not  wantonly  add  to  the 
number.  Still  as  I  think  there  is  some  merit  in 
two  or  three  of  the  thoughts,  I^end  it  to  you  as 
a  small,  but  sincere  testimony  how  much,  and 
with  what  respectful  esteem, 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 
Tour  obliged  humble  senrant, 


TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[The  poetic  epistle  of  woribyjeiiet  Little  wm  of  eniall 
aceoant :  nor  wu  the  adrioe  of  Dr.  Moore,  to  «lNiadoii 
the  Scottish  stanza  and  dialeet,  and  adopt  the  measure 
and  language  of  modem  English  poetry,  better  inspired 
than  the  strains  of  the  milkmaid,  for  anch  was  Jenay 
Little.] 

EUuUmdy  6<A  Sept^  1780. 
DsAB  Madam, 

I  HATS  mentioned  ii|  my  last  my  appointment 
to  the  Excise,  and  the  birth  of  little  Frank; 
who,  by  the  bye,  I  trust  will  be  no  discredit  to 


the  honourable  nana  af  WaSaee,  as  te  has  a 
fine  manly  eoontenance,  and  a  figore  that  miglit 
do  credit  to  a  little  fellow  two  aionUui  alder; 
and  likewise  an  excellent  good  tamper,  thsn|1> 
when  he  pleases  he  has  a  plpa,  only  siot  qfvits 
■0  lend  as  the  horn  Ibst  hinimmnrtal  namrantu 
blew  as  a  signal  to  taka  «nt  tha  pin  «r  0tiilfl« 


I  had  some  tine  ago  an  apiatle,  past 
and  part  prosaio,  firom  ysvr 
Little,  a  ivj  ingwioas,  hut  b< 
I  should  have  written  her  as 
for  the  huo7  of  this  new  bosiness.  I 
of  her  and  her  compesltioas  Sn  tUa 
and  I  am  happy  to  add,  always  to  the  honoor  of 
her  character.  eThe  &et  is,  I  know  not  well  hem 
to  write  to  her :  I  ahonld  rit  devB  to  n  shaat  of 
piqMr  that  I  know  not  how  to  stain.  I  am  as 
dab  at  finenlrawn  lirttiii  'willlag;  and,  saiipt 
when  prompted  by  fcieadahlp  or  giatitnds^  ar« 
which  happens  axtrsBMigmr^yv  iasplpsd  l^^ths 
muse  (I  know  not  her  asaae)  tibat 
apistdlary  writing, 
to  writs,  as  I  woidd  sit  down,  to  haat 

Some  parts  of  your  letlar  of  thaSOth  Mgaail» 
stnisk  me  with  the  most  melaiicholy 
lor  the  state  of  your  nuad  atpKiBnt. 

Wimld  I  eonld  write  ywtn  latter  af 
I  would  sit  down  to  U  irith  aa 
as  I  would  to  write  an  e|^  poem  of  a^ 
eompceition  that  should  aqval  the  JMmL 
gion,  my  dear  firind,  la  the  tsna  eoniivtl  A 
strong  petsuaaion  inaftiiittaitata<tf  aitialii; 
a  preporition  so  obrionsly  ptei»abl%  4hat»  sil- 
ting rarelattoa  arida,  trvyaathni  anipaoiAi^ 
so  fhr  as  inTSSttgatiMt  baa  raaohad,  f^  at 
nearfenr  thousand  years,  httvs,  in 
or  other,  fiim}y  baltevad  it  In  ante  wnidd  we 
reason  and  pretend  to  doubt  I  have  myself 
done  so  to  a  very  daring  ptteh;  bnt^whanlra* 
fleeted,  thai  I  was  eppoabig  tihe  meat  aadent 
wishes,  and  the  moat  darting  b^ea  of  good  «•% 
and  flying  in  tiia  Ihee  of  aU  huaan  heKai;  in 
an  ages,  I  was  shocked  at  nj  asm  eoodBot 

I  know  not  lAether  I  have  arar  sent  yon  the 
following  lines,  or  if  you  have  erer  seen  them; 
bnt  it  is  one  of  my  favourite  quotations,  which 
I  keep  constsntly  by  me  in  ao^  progren  thnmgh 
life,  in  the  language  of  the  book  af  Job, 

"  Against  the  day  of  battle  aad  of  var*^— 

spoken  of  religion : 

« 'Tis  thiM,  my  friead,  that  streaki  oar  aioinl^g  bfighC, 
»Tis  ihUt  that  gilda  the  honot  ofear  n%hL 


h       I 


^^ 


^ 
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WkM  friendM  are  faitiilaw,  or  wk«n  fMt  pana* ; 
TU  this  that  wardi  th«  blow,  or  ■tills  the  nmrt, 
PiMfAt  aflietioB,  or  topolt  his  dart ; 
WithiB  tho  InMSI  MOs  porosl  imptaros  rist, 
Bid*  «itUi«  ooMeiMMO  ipiMd  htr  oloadloti  sUm.*' 

I  kttft  btin  baiy  with  JMiieo.  Th«Poetorifl 
flo«faligiiigJuilorM|Mit»j  opinion  of  it;  uid 
I  havo  boon  rofolving  io  aqr  mind  aoao  kind  of 
eritloiims  on  novoi-vxitiiif,  Irai  it  iondopthbo- 
jcftd  » J  Mioonoh.  I  ih*U  howorv  digost  mj 
tho^ilKtsonthomljoetftsirollMiIoaa.  2irfwo 
So  n  aooiottfling  porfbmuioo. 

B.B. 


OLXXII. 
TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL, 

OABSB. 

fTlio  WUstto  altodod  to  la  this  lottor  was  wmtradod  for 
OB  tbo  lOtb  of  October,  1790— tho  sneeossful  eompotitor, 
F«if«M0B,of  Ciaigdanoek,  was  kttlod  bjr  a  fall  ftom  bja 
horaoy  MM  tiflMalUr  Iho  «  jovial  eoatast."] 

XlUOand,  16(A  Oct.,  1789. 

610  with  Iho  idoft  of  this  importont  doj  ot 
Ikini»^ono,  I  hoTO  watehod  tho  olomonto  and 
•hioo  in  tho  lUl  portnadon  that  tho j  would  an- 
noaaco  it  to  tho  aotoniohed  world  bj  lomo  pho- 
noBMna  of  tonriflo  portont^Tootondght  nntil  a 
Tory  lata  hour  did  I  wait  with  anziono  horror» 
lor  tho  appoaranoo  of  iomo  ooaet  firing  half  tho 
akj ;  or  aorial  annios  of  oangiiinary  Soandina- 
^iaaa,  darting  athwart  tho  ttartlod  heaTons, 
tapid  aa  tho  raggod  lightning,  and  horrid  as 
thooo  ooBTolsioiis  of  natoro  that  huxj  natf ons. 

Tho  oknonts,  howoTor,  soem  to  tako  tho  mat- 
ter Torj  qoiotlj :  they  did  not  eron  usher  in  this 
Komiag  with  triple  sons  and  a  shower  of  blood, 
qrmbolical  of  the  three  potent  heroes,  and  the 
adghty  olaret-shod  of  tho  day. — ^For  mo,  as 
Thomson  in  his  IH^ter  says  of  the  storm— I 
sliall  **  Hoar  astonished,  and  astonished  sing" 

Tbc  whistle  and  the  man;  I  sing 
The  man  thai  won  the  whistle,  &o. 

Hero  are  we  met,  three  meny  boys. 
Three  menry  boys  I  trow  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  wo'to  menry  been, 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be. 

irha  first  shall  liae  to  gang  awa, 
A  otMhold  ooward  loon  is  ho : 


Wha  lati  besido  his  ohair  shall  fa', 
He  is  tho  king  amang  ns  three. 

To  leoTo  the  heights  of  Parnassus  and  oome  to 
the  hnmble  Tale  of  proee. — ^I  hoTO  some  misglT- 
ings  that  I  take  too  mneh  npon  me,  when  I  co« 
quest  yon  to  get  yovr  gnost,  Sir  Robert  Lowrie, 
to  firank  the  two  enolosed  eoTsn  for  me,  tho 
one  of  them  to  Sir  William  Canningham,  of 
Bobortland,  Bart,  at  Kilmamook,— tho  other  to 
Ur.  Allan  Masterton,  Writiag-liaster,  Kdin- 
burgh.  The  first  has  a  kindred  olaim  on  Sir 
Robert,  aa  being  a  brother  Baronet,  and  likewise 
a  keen  fozite ;  the  other  is  one  of  the  worthiest 
men  in  the  world,  and  a  man  of  real  genius;  so, 
allow  me  to  say,  he  has  a  firatemal  olaim  on  yoa. 
I  want  them  franked  fbr  to-morrow,  as  I  cannot 
get  them  to  tho  post  to-night. — ^I  shall  send  a 
serrant  agun  for  them  in  the  orening.  Wishii|g 
that  your  head  may  be  erowned  with  laurels  to- 
and  froe  fr<nn  aches  tonnorrow, 
I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 
Your  doep\7  indebted  humble  Serrant, 

R.B. 


TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL. 

IRobtrt  BUdoI  kept  oae  of  thoat  pieavM  poali  M 
aociatj-^  alhnm  into  wbieh  Buraa  oopiad  tho  Ttna 
on  tha  HanrnfeBga,  and  the  Wouadad  Hara.] 

miiaUmd,  1789. 
Sib, 

I  WISH  from  my  inmost  soul  it  were  in  my 
power  to  giTo  you  a  more  substantial  gratifica- 
tion and  return  for  all  the  goodness  to  the  poet, 
than  transcribing  a  few  of  his  Idle  rhymes. — 
Howerer,  "  an  old  song,"  though  to  a  proTcrb 
an  instance  of  insignificance,  is  generally  the 
only  ooin  a  poet  has  to  pay  with. 

If  my  poems  which  I  hsTO  transcribed,  and 
mean  still  to  transcribe  into  your  bool^  were 
equal  to  the  gratefU  respect  and  high  esteem  I 
bear  for  the  gentieman  to  whom  I  present  them, 
they  would  be  the  finest  poems  in  the  language^ 
—As  they  are,  they  will  at  least  be  a  testimony 
with  what  sinoerity  I  hoTO  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir, 
Tour  devoted  humble  Serrant, 

R.B. 
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CLxxrv. 

TO  MB.  BOBEBT  AINSLIE. 

[The  ignominy  of  a  poet  becoming  n  ganger  eeemi  ever 
to  havB  been  present  to  tlte  mind  of  Bum*— bnt  thoee 
moTing  thing!  ee'd  wives  end  weans  have  a  strong  in- 
flaenee  on  the  actions  of  man.l 

EOMond,  IH  Nov.  1789. 
Mt  diab  Fsixm), 

I  HAS  written  70a  long  ere  now,  oonld  I  liaTe 
gaessed  where  to  find  yon,  for  I  un  enre  yon 
hftTO  more  good  sense  than  to  waste  the  precious 
days  of  raoation  time  in  the  dirt  of  business 
and  Edinburgh. — ^Whereyer  you  are,  God  bless 
you,  and  lead  you  not  into  temptation,  but  de- 
liver you  from  evil ! 

I  do  not  know  if  I  have  informed  you  that  I 
am  now  appointed  to  an  excise  division,  in  the 
middle  of  which  my  house  and  farm  lie.  In 
this  I  was  extremely  lucky.  Without  ever  hav- 
ing been  an  expectant,  as  they  call  their  jour- 
neymen excisemen,  I  was  directly  planted  down 
to  all  intents  and  purposes  an  officer  of  excise ; 
there  to  flourish  and  bring  forth  fruits— worthy 
of  repentance. 

I  know  not  how  the  word  exciseman,  or  still 
more  opprobrious,  ganger,  will  sound  in  your 
ears.  I  too  have  seen  the  day  when  my  auditory 
nerves  would  have  felt  very  delicately  on  this 
subject;  but  a  wife  and  chUdren  are  things 
which  hare  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  these 
kind  of  sensations.  Fifty  pound^  a  year  for 
life,  and  a  provision  for  widows  and  orphans, 
you  will  allow  is  no  bad  settlement  for  a  poet. 
For  the  ignominy  of  the  profession,  I  have  the 
encouragement  which  I  once  heard  a  recruiting 
sergeant  give  to  a  numerous,  if  not  a  respect- 
able audience,  in  the  streets  of  Kilmarnock. — 
« Gentlemen,  for  your  further  and  better  en- 
couragement, I  can  Assure  you  that  our  regi- 
ment is  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the 
crown,  and  consequently  with  us  an  honest  fel- 
low has  the  surest  chance  for  preferment.^ 

You  need  not  doubt  that  I  find  several  very 
unpleasant  and  disagreeable  circumstances  in 
my  business ;  but  I  am  tired  with  and  disgusted 
at  the  language  of  complaint  against  the  evils 
of  life.  Human  existence  in  the  most  favourable 
situations  does  not  abound  with  pleasures,  and 
has  its  inconveniences  and  lUs;  capricious  fool- 
ish man  mistakes  these  inconveniences  and 
ills  as  if  they  were  the  peculiar  property  of  his 
particular  situation;  and  hence  that  eternal 
fickleness,  that  love  of  change,  which  has  mined, 


and  daily  does  nuA  maay  «4im  fellow,  afvfl 
as  many  a  blockhead,  and  it  almost,  withost 
exception,  a  oonataat  souree  of  diaappoiatBisl 
andmiaeiy. 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  how  you  go  00— obI 
BO  much  in  bnainess  aa  In  life^  Areyospitciy 
well  satisfied  with  your  own  oxertaon^  and  t^ 
lerably  at  ease  in  your  intenud  xvAfctiow! 
'OKb  much  to  be  a  great  chanwtor  as  s  laayv, 
but  beyond  oomparison  more  to  be  a  grttt 
oharaoter  as  a  man.  ThatyouBiajbebolhilif 
one  and  the  other  is  tf&o  eaisMt  wish^  and  Ikit 
you  wjU  be  both  is  the  finn  pcnnadon  d^ 

My  dear  Sir,  &6. 


TO  MB.  EIGHARD  BBOWN. 

[With  this  letter  cloeee  tbe  ooneipoBdaiee  of  Aobm 
Borai  and  Riduud  BroWB.] 

EUkUsnd^  4M  K^ukJht^  1789. 
I HATB  been  so  hurried,  my  ever  dear  friend, 
that  though  I  got  both  your  letters,  I  have  not 
been  able  to  command  an  hour  to  answer  them 
as  I  wished ;  and  even  now,  you  are  to  look  on 
this  as  merely  confessing  debt,  and  craving  days. 
Few  things  could  have  given  me  so  much  plea- 
sure as  the  news^that  yoa  were  onoe  more  9M^ 
and  sotmd  on  terra  firma,  and  happy  in  tiut 
place  where  happiness  is  alone  to  be  found,  la 
the  fireside  circle.    Hay  the  benevolent  Diree- 
tor  of -all  things  peculiarly  bless  you  In  all  those 
endearing  connexions  consequent  on  the  tender 
and  venerable  names  of  husband  and  father!  I 
have  indeed  been  extremely  lucky  in  getting  ssa 
additional  income  of  £60  a  year,  while,  ct  tko 
same  time,  the  appointment  will  not  cost  mo 
above  £10  or  £12  per  annom  of  expenaes  mere 
than  I  must  have  ineritably  ]nourr«>d.     T^e 
worst  circumstance  is,  that  the  exdse  ^Hticc 
which  I  have  got  is  so  extensive,  no  less  thaa 
ten  parishes  to  ride  over;  and  it  abound*  be- 
sides with  so  much  businen,  that  I  caa  acarecly 
steal  a  spare  moment.  However,  labour  end«ftn 
rest,  and  both  together  are  absolutelj 
sary  for  the  proper  ei^oyment  of  bumaki  ci 
tenee.    X  cannot  meet  you  anywhere.     Ko  Ibm 
than  an  order  from  Uie  Board  of  Bxelse^  ai 
Edinburgh,  is  necessary  before  I  ean  liAvr  fj 
much  time  as  to  meet  you  in  Ayrahireu    Bat  dQ 
you  oome,  and  see  me.    We  mutt  hatra  %  aociat 
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dft7«  anil  perh^ia  leagtlieii  it  oat  with  half  the 
nighty  before  you  go  again  to  sea.  Ton  are  the 
aarUeit  friend  I  now  JiaTe  on  earth,  mj  brothers 
excepted;  and  is  not  that  an  endearing  oircun- 
atencef  When  jren  and  I  first  met,  we  were  at 
the  green  period  of  hnman  life.  The  twig  would 
•aaU  J  take  a  bent,  but  wonld  as  easily  setom 
to  ita  fonner  state.  Yon  and  I  not  only  took  a 
mntaal  bent,  bnt  by  the  melancholy,  though 
■Crong  infloence  of  being  both  of  the  family  of 
the  mlbrtnnaie,  we  were  entwined  with  one 
another  in  onr  growth  towards  advanced  age ; 
and  blasted  be  the  sacrilegioas  hand  that  shaU 
attempt  to  nndo  the  nnion  I  You  and  I  mnst 
hava  one  bnmper  to  my  faTonrite  toast,  <'  May 
the  companions  of  onr  youth  be  the  friends  of 
onr  old  age  1"  Come  and  see  me  one  year ;  I 
shall  see  you  at  Port  Glasgow  the  next,  and  if 
we  can  contriye  to  have  a  gossiping  between 
onr  twe  bed-fellows,  it  will  be  so  much  addi- 
tional pleasure.  Mrs.  Bums  joins  me  in  kind 
compliments  to  you  and  Mrs.  Brown.  Adieu  I 
I  am  CTer,  my  dear  Sir,  yours, 

B.  B. 


OLZXYI. 
TO  B.  GBAHAM,  ESQ. 

11^  poet  eoekwed  ia  thii  letter  to  hie  patron  in  the 
Bbbciee  Che  clever  vereei  on  Captain  GroM,  the  Kirk*i 
▲Una,  end  the  firtt  ballad  on  Captain  MiUer'a  eleetion-l 


BlM^ 


9(A  Iheember,  1789. 


I  UAXu  a  good  while  had  a  wish  to  trouble 
yna  with  a  letter,  and  had  certainly  done  it  long 
era  now— but  for  a  humiliating  something  that 
throwa  cold  water  on  the  resolution,  as  if  one 
thonld  say,  "You  have  found  Mr.  Graham  .a 
mj  powerful  and  kind  friend  indeed,  and  that 
latereat  he  is  so  kindly  taking  in  your  concerns, 
jott  ongbt  by  eveiything  in  your  power  to  keep 
alltre  and  cherish."   Now  though  since  God  has 
thought  proper  to  make  one  powerM  and  an- 
other helpless,  the  connexion  of  obligor  and 
obliged  is  all  fair ;  and  though  my  being  under 
yoor  patronage  is  to  me  highly  honourable,  yet, 
8ir,  allow  me  to  flatter  myself,  that,  aa  a  poet 
nnd  ma  honest  man  yon  first  interested  yourself 
ta  my  welfare,  and  principally  as  such,  still  ^ofi 
pcnait  ne  to  approach  you. 

I  hjkre  found  the  excise  business  go  on  a  great 
daal  ABOOthcr  with  me  than  I  expected;  owing 


a  good  deal  to  the  generoua  friendship  of  Mr. 
Mitchel,  my  collector,  and  the  kind  asnstanoe 
of  Mr.  Rndlater,  my  supervisor.  I  dare  to  be^ 
honest,  and  I  fear  no  labour.  Nor  do  I  find  my 
hurried  life  greatly  inimicsl  to  my  correspon- 
dence with  the  muses.  Their  visits  to  me, 
indeed,  and  I  believe  to  most  of  their  acquain- 
tance, like  the  visits  of  good  angels,  are  short 
and  far  between:  but  I  meet  them  now  and 
then  as  I  jog  through  the  hills  of  Nithsdale, 
Just  as  I  used  to  do  on  the  banks  of  Ayr.  I 
take  the  liberty  to  enclose  you  a  few  bagatelles, 
all  of  them  the  productions  of  my  leisure 
thoughts  in  my  excise  rides. 

If  you  know  or  have  ever  seen  Captain  Grose, 
the  anUquarian,  you  will  enter  into  any  humour 
that  is  in  the  verses  on  him.  Perhaps  you 
have  seen  them  before,  as  I  sent  thorn  to  a  Lon- 
don newspaper.  Though  I  dare  say  you  have* 
none  of  the  solemn-league-and-covenant  fire, 
which  shone  so  conspicuous  in  Lord  George 
Gordon,  and  the  Eilmamock  weavers,  yet  I 
think  you  must  have  heard  of  Dr.  M'Gill,  one 
of  the  clergymen  of  Ayr,  and  his  heretical 
book.  God  help  him,  poor  man  I  Though  he 
is  one  of  the  worthiest,  as  well  as  one  of  the 
ablest  of  the  whole  priesthood  of  the  Kirk  of 
Scotland,  in  every  sense  of  that  ambiguous 
term,  yet  the  poor  Doctor  and  his  numerous 
family  are  in  imminent  danger  of  being  thrown 
out  to  the  mercy  of  the  winter-winds.  The  en- 
closed ballad  on  that  business  is,  I  confess,  too 
local,  bnt  I  laughed  myself  at  some  conceits 
in  it,  though  I  am  convinced  in  my  conscience 
that  there  are  a  good  many  heavy  stansas  in  it 
too. 

The  election  ballad,  as  you  will  see,  alludes 
to  the  present  canvass  in  our  string  of  boroughs. 
I  do  not  believe  there  will  be  such  a  hard-run 
match  in  the  whole  general  election. 

I  am  too  little  a  man  to,  have  any  political  at- 
tachments ;  I  am  deeply  indebted  to,  and  have  the 
warmest  veneration  for,  individuals  of  both  par- 
ties ;  but  a  man  who  has  it  in  his  power  to  be 
the  father  of  his  country,  and  who  *«««*, 
is  a  character  that  one  cannot  speak  of  with 
patience.  * 

Sir  J.  J.  does  *'  what  man  can  do,"  but  yet  I 
doubt  his  fate. 
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TO  HB^S.  DUNLOP. 

[Bumt  vm9  ofWft  a  pivylo  luwmf  ipfritst  at  ttu 
■onM  daU  oMn  bsv*  nuvvvllad;  bat  the  doll  l»v«  no 
miflgivii^ :  thitf  go  blindly  and  ttapidlfOD,  lUra  a  bona 
in  a  mill,  and  biiTO  noM  of  tba  aorrowa  or  Joya  wbieh 
ganioi  ia  bair  to.] 

JBtUdand^  IZth  December,  1789. 
Many  thanks,  dear  Madam,  for  your  aheet- 
fall  of  rhymes.  Though  at  present  I  am  below 
the  Teriest  prose,  jet  from  you  eTerything 
pleases.  I  am  groaning  under  the  miseries  of 
a  diseased  nerrous  system ;  a  system,  the  state 
of  which  is  most  eonducire  to  our  happiness— or 
the  most  productire  of  our  misery.  For  now 
near  three  weeks  I  hare  been  so  HI  with  a  nerr- 
ous head-ache,  that  I  have  been  obliged  for  a 
i\pte  to  give  up  my  excise-books,  being  scarce 
able  to  lift  my  head,  much  less  to  ride  once  a 
week  oTer  ten  muir  parishes.  What  is  man? — 
To-day  in  the  luxuriance  of  health,  exulting  in 
the  enjoyment  of  existence ;  in  a  few  days,  per- 
haps in  a  few  hours,  loaded  with  conscious  pain- 
ful being,  counting  the  tardy  pace  of  the  linger- 
ing moments  by  the  repercussions  of  anguish, 
and  reusing  or  denied  a  comforter.  Day  fol- 
lows night,  and  night  comes  after  day,  only  to 
curse  him  with  life  which  gives  him  no  plea- 
sure ;  and  yet  the  awful,  dark  termination  of 
that  life  is  something  at  which  he  recoils. 

«  Tall  at,  ya  daad ;  will  none  of  yon  in  pity 

Difcloaa  tba  laerat 

Fihol  Uis  fou  wtf  and  I0«  must  shortlf  U  f 

*tia  no  mattar : 
A  little  time  will  make  nt  laara'd  as  yon  ara.'*i 

Can  it  be  possible,  that  when  I  resign  this 
frail,  fererish  being,  I  shaU  still  find  myself  in 
conscious  existence  t  When  the  last  gasp  of 
agony  has  announced  that  I  am  no  more  to  those 
that  knew  me,  and  the  few  who  loved  me ;  when 
the  cold,  stiffened,  unconscious,  *ghastiy  corse  is 
resigned  into  the  earth,  to  be  the  prey  of  un- 
sightiy  reptiles,  and  to  become  in  time  a  trodden 
clod,  shall  I  be  yet  warm  in  life,  seeing  and  seen, 
ei^oying  and  ei^yed  ?  Te  Tenerable  sages  and 
holy  flamens,  is  there  probability  in  your  conjeo- 
tures,  ti%th  in  your  stories,  of  another  world 
beyond  death ;  or  are  they  all  alike,  baseless 
visions,  and  fabricated  fables  ?  If  there  is  an- 
otiier  life.  It  must  be  only  for  ^he  just,  the  bene- 
volent, the  amiable,  and  the  humane ;  what  a 
flattering  idea,  then,  is  a  world  to  come !  Would 

I  Blair's  Oiave. 


to  Qod  I  as  firmly  believed  it,  aslardentifyiriil 
it!  There  I  should  meet  as  aged  pavent,  aev 
at  T«8t  from  the  many  buffetimgs  of  an  cnl 
world,  against  which  he  so  long  and  so  branly 
struggled.  There  should  I  meet  the  friend,  t&r 
disinterested  friend  of  my  early  life ;  the  nsa 
who  rejoiced  to  see  me,  because  he  lored  ttt 
and  could  serve  me. — Muir,  thy  weaknesses  were 
the  aberrations  of  human  nature,  but  Ihy  hesH 
glowed  with  everything  generous,  maaAy  sal 
noble ;  and  if  ever  emanation  from  the  ASl^gocd 
Being  animated  a  human  form,  it  was  thiB«I 
There  should  I,  witii  speechless  aguny  of  rap> 
ture,  again  recognise  my  lost,  ny  ever  deir 
Mary!  whose  bosom  was  fivug^t  with  truth, 
honour,  constancy,  and  love. 
'*  Mhf  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  I 

Where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest  t 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laidt 

Hesr'st  thou  the  groans  that  rsad  his  braastf  * 

Jesus  Christ,  thou  amiablestof  ckanciant  1 
trust  thou  art  no  impostor,  and  thai  tkj  rvre* 
lation  of  blissfrd  scenes  of  eristeftf  beyond 
death  and  the  grave,  is  not  one  of  th«  naay 
impositions  which  time  after  time  liave  Veea 
palmed  on  credulous  mankind.  I  trust  tfasit  ia 
thee  *' shall  all  the  fiuniUee  of  the  earth  be 
blessed,"  by  being  yet  eonneeted  tegetliv  in  a 
better  world,  where  every  tie  that  bomnl  iicaTt 
to  heart,  in  this  state  of  existence,  shall  hsv  fl^ 
beyond  our  present  conceptions,  mere  eadeatiB^ 

I  am  a  good  deal  inclined  to  think  with  ti^oee 
who  maintain,  that  what  are  eaUed  Bcrvoua  af- 
fections are  in  fact  diseases  of  the  mind.  leaa- 
not  reason,  I  cannot  think ;  and  but  to  yea  I 
would  not  venture  to  writa  anything  above  an 
order  to  a  cobbler.  Ton  have  fslt  too  much  c^ 
the  ills  of  life  not  to  sympathise  with  a  diteaeed 
wretch,  who  has  impaired  more  than  half  of  aay 
faculties  he  possessed.  Tour  goodness  wriU 
excuse  this  distracted  scrawl,  which  the  writer 
dare  scarcely  read,  and  which  he  would  throw 
into  the  fire,  were  he  able  to  wyitis  aayt&ing 
better,  or  indeed  anything  at  all. 

Humour  told  me  something  of  a  eon  of  youit* 
who  was  returned  from  the  East  or  West  Ia£«s. 
If  you  have  gotten  news  from  James  or 
thony,  it  was  cruel  in  you  not  to  let  me 
as  I  promise  you  on  the  slnoerity  of  a  ttseo,  ifho 
is  weary  of  one  world,  and  anxious  about  oair 
other,  that  scarce  anything  could  gtr^  mo  eo 
much  pleasure  as  to  hear  of  any  good 
falling  my  honoured  friend. 
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H  y^^  h«r«  m  ndmito'a  laisore,  tBk«  up  yont 
ftm  ia  pify  to  Upwim  mimrMt, 

R.B. 


CLXxvni* 


TO  LADT  W[INIFBED]  M[AXWELL] 
G0K8TABLB. 

lTh«  ladf  Wiaifriil  BCtucw»ll,  the  lut  of  th«  oM  Um 
at  Nitbidato,  wm  gmaddaoghter  of  that  Earl  wlio»  ia 
1715«  na4«  an  alaost  minicoloiia  aaeapa  rrora  death, 
thrpogh  tha  qnrit  aad  fortitudaof  hia  coimtaM,  a  lady  of 
tha  aobla  fitnilf  of  Powii.] 

EUiOimd,  \^lh  Deember,  1789. 

la  TiialiliaTe  I  ftrom  daj  to  day  expected  to 
liear  firoa  Mrs.  Tonng,  u  she  promised  me  at 
Dalswi&ton  that  eke  would  do  me  tiie  honour  to 
introdooe  me  ai  Ttmrald ;  and  it  was  impoetible, 
not  from  your  ladyriiip's  aoceenbility,  but  from 
my  own  feelings,  that  I  could  go  alone.  Lately 
indaedy  Mr.  Maxw^  of  Camchen,  in  his  nsaal 
goodness,  offered  to  accompany  me,  whew  ani 
ttnhwl^  indisposition  on  my  part  hindered  my 
emhradng  the  opportonity.  To  court  the  notice 
or  the  tables  of  the  great,  except  where  I  eome- 
tifflSB  have  had  a  little  matter  to  ask  of  them, 
er  more  ofliA  the  pleasanter  task  of  witnessing 
my  gratilode  to  them,  is  what  I  neyer  haTo 
dans,  and  I  tmst  nerer  shall  do.  Bat  with  yovr 
ladlyshlp  I  hare  the  honour  to  be  connected  by 
one  ot  the  strongest  and  most  endearing  ties  in 
the  whole  moral  world.  Common  sufferers,  in 
a  eiMsa  where  even  to  be  nnfbrtonate  is  glorions, 
the  eanse  of  heroio  loyalty  I  Though  my  fathers 
had  not  illustrioas  honours  and  Test  properties 
to  hasaid  in  tha  contest,  though  they  left  their 
humble  cottages  only  to  add  so  many  units 
mora  to  the  unnoted  crowd  that  followed  their 
leaders,  yet  what  they  could  they  did,  and  what 
th^  had  they  lost ;  with  unshaken  firmness  and 
oneenoealed  political  attachments,  they  shook 
hands  with  ruin  for  what  they  esteemed  the  cause 
eX  their  king  and  their  country.  The  language 
and  the  enclosed  Terses  are  for  your  ladyship's 
ey*  alone.  Poets  are  not  Tcry  famous  for  their 
prudence ;  but  as  I  can  do  nothing  for  a  cause 
whlelh  is  now  nearly  no  more,  I  do  not  wish  to 
bast  aiysslf. 

I  hare  the  honour  to  be. 

My  lady, 
Tonr  ladyship's  obliged  and  obedient 

Humble  serrant, 
B.B. 


CLXXIX. 
TO  PROVOST  MAXWBLL, 

ot  LOOHXABBV. 

[Of  LoehmabaB,  tha  "  Marjory  of  tha  moay  Locha**  of 
tha  alaetion  ballads,  Maxwell  waa  at  this  time  provoat, 
a  poft  mora  of  honoor  than  of  laboar.] 

EllUland,  20rA  December^  1789. 

DlAB  PROTOST, 

As  my  friend  Mr.  Graham  goes  for  your  good 
town  to-morrow,  I  cannot  resist  the  temptation 
to  send  yotf  a  few  lines,  and  as  I  hare  nothing 
to  say  I  haTO  chosen  this  sheet  of  foolscap,  and 
begun  as  you  see  at  the  top  of  the  first  fktge, 
because  I  hsTc  ever  obserred,  that  when  onoe 
people  haye  fairly  set  out  they  know  not  where 
to  stop.  Now  that  my  first  sentence  is  conclud- 
ed, I  hsTO  nothing  to  do  but  to  pray  heaven  to 
help  me  on  to  another.  Shall  I  write  yon  oa 
Politics  or  Beligion,  two  master  subjects  for 
your  sayers  of  nothing.  Of  the  first  I  dare  say 
by  this  time  you  are  nearly  surfeited ;  and  for 
the  last,  whaterer  they  may  tA  of  it,  who 
make  it  a  kind  of  company  concern,  I  nerer 
could  endure  it  beyond  a  soliloquy.  I  might 
write  you  on  farming,  on  building,  or  market* 
ing,  but  my  poor  distracted  mind  is  so  torn,  so 
Jaded,  so  racked  and  bedireled  with  the  task  of 
the  superlatiTe  damned  to  make  ons  fftrinea  d$ 
th$  butimtt  of  three,  that  I  detest,  abhor,  and 
swoon  at  the  Tcry  word  business,  though  no  less 
than  four  letters  of  my  Tcry  short  nmame  are 
in  it 

Well,  to  make  the  matter  short,  I  shall  be- 
take myself  to  a  subject  erer  fruitfiil  of  themes ; 
a  subject  the  turtle-feast  of  ikt  sons  of  Satan, 
and  the  delicious  secret  sugar-plum  of  the  babes 
of  grace — a  subject  sparkling  with  all  the  Jewels 
that  wit  can  find  in  the  mines  of  genius :  and 
pregnant  with  all  the  stores  of  learning  from 
Moses  and  Confucius  to  Franklin  and  Priestley 
— ^in  short,  may  it  please  your  Lordship,  I  intend 
to  write  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

ISere  tk4  Poei  interted  a  nng  wkUk  tanmljfU 
9m0  ctHmm  wkm  thejpunehrbingl  hoe  doiu  iU  dii^ 
tuid  wHd  wit  u  eeifree.'] 

If  at  any  time  you  expect  a  field-day  in  your 
town,  a  day  when  Dukes,  Earls,  and  Knights 
pay  Uieir  court  to  wesTcrs,  tailors,  and  cobblers, 
I  should  like  to  know  of  it  tw#  or  three  days  be- 
forehand. It  is  not  that  I  care  three  skips  of  a 
cur  dog  for  the  politics,  but  I  should  like  to 
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sach  sa  exhibition  of  human  nature.  If  yon 
meet  with  that  worthy  old  reteran  in  religion 
and  good-fellowahip,  Mr.  Jeffrey,  or  any  of  his 
amiable  family,  I  beg  yon  will  give  them  my  beet 
oompliments.  B.  B. 


CLZXX. 

TO  SIB  JOHN  SINCLAIB. 

[Of  the  Monldaiid  Book-Clnb  alladed  to  in  thli  letter, 
tbt  slerfyinaB  hid  omitted  ell  mention  In  hie  aeeount  of 
the  Perish  of  DnnecoT*,  pnblidiiid  In  Sir  John  Binelair'e 
work :  ■ome  of  the  booke  which  the  poet  introdaced  were 
etigmadBed  oi  vain  and  frivoloae.] 

1790. 

Sin, 

Thi  following  circiunstanee  has,  I  believe, 
been  oommitted  in  the  statistical  account,  trans- 
mitted to  you  of  the  parish  of  ^punscore,  in 
Nithsdale.  I  beg  leave  to  send  it  to  yon  because 
it  is  new,  and  may  be  useful.  How  far  it  is  de- 
serring  of  a  place  in  your  patriotic  publication, 
you  are  the  beg^  judge. 

To  store  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  with 
useful  knowledge,  is  certainly  of  yery  great  im- 
portance, both  to  them  as  indiriduals  and  to 
society  at  large.  Giying  them  a  turn  for  read- 
ing and  reflection,  is  giving  them  a  source  of  in- 
nocent and  laudable  amusement ;  and  besides, 
raises  them  to  a  more  dignified  degree  in  the 
scale  of  rationality.  Impressed  with  this  idea, 
'  a  gentlemf^  in  this  parish,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq., 
of  Glenriddel,  set  on  foot  a  species  of  circulat- 
ing library,  on  a  plan  so  simple  as  to  be  practi- 
oable  in  any  corner  of  the  country;  and  so 
useful,  as  to  desewe  the  notice  of  every  country 
gentleman,  who  thinks  the  improvement  of  that 
part  of  his  own  species,  whom  chance  has 
thrown  into  the  humble  walks  of  the  peasant 
and  the  artisan,  a  matter  worthy  of  his  atten- 
tion. 

Mr.  Biddel  got  a  number  of  his  own  tenants, 
and  farming  neighbours,  to  form  themselves  into 
a  society  for  the  purpose  of  having  a  library 
among  themselves.  They  entered  into  a  legal 
engagement  to  abide  by  it  for  three  yean ;  with 
a  saving  clause  or  two  in  ease  of  a  removal  to  a 
distance,  or  death.  Eaoh  member,  at  his  entry, 
paid  five  shillings ;  and  at  each  of  their  meetings, 
wliieh  were  held  every  fourth  Saturday,  six- 
pence more.  Withitheir  entry-money,  and  the 
credit  which  they  took  on  the  fidth  of  their 
future  funds,  they  laid  in  a  tolerable  stock  of 


books  at  the  commencement    Ifhat  aothon 
they  were  to  purchase,  was  always  dedded  by 
the  mijoii^.  At  eveiy  meetinf^  all  the  books, 
under  certain  fines  and  forfeitorea,  by  wi^  of 
penalty,  were  to  be  prodnoed ;  and  the  meia* 
bers  had  their  choice  of  the  volumes  in  rotaCioa. 
He  whose  name  stood  for  tliat  night  tet  m 
the  list|  had  his  choice  of  what  volome  he 
pleased  in  the  whole  ooUection ;  the  second  had 
his  choice  after  the  first;  the  third  alter  the 
second,  and  so  on  to  the  last.   At  next  ueetingc 
he  who  had  been  first  on  the  list  at  the  pre«ei!- 
ing  meeting,  was  last  at  this ;  he  who  had  been 
second  was  first;  and  so  on  throogh  the  whole 
three  years.    At  the  expiration  of  t^  ^ngtkgjt^ 
ment  the  books  were  sold  by  anotioofk^i  only 
among  the  members  themselves ;  each  man  had 
his  share  of  the  common  stock,  in  money  or  in 
books,  as  he  chose  to  be  a  pvrohaaer  or  not.  . 

At  the  breaking  np  of  this  little  sodc^,  which 
was  formed  under  Mr.  Biddel's  patronage^  what 
with  benefactions  of  books  from  hiat*  and  what 
with  their  own  purchases,  they  had  aoIlMled  t»> 
gether  upwards  of  one  hundred  and  filly  eolanica. 
It  will  easily  be  gnessed,  that  a  good  deal  «f  tnsb 
would  be  bought    Among  the  bookti  hawtnt* 
of  this  littie  library,  were,  flow's  8trmcn$^  £»• 
berUofCi  EUioty  cf  SeoOoM^  Hum^M  ifirtspy  rf 
the  Suwarttf  Th»  S^Mctator^  Idkr^  Adwrntmer^ 
MtrraTf  Lounger^  OUtrver,  Mam  ^  Jbrfeiy, 
0/  ihA  Warldf  Chrytal^  J)<m  QmxoU^  Jo&^ 
dnmi^  &o.    A  peasant  who  can  rend,  and  cajox 
such  books,  is  certainly  a  much  soperior  basic 
to  his  neighbour,  who  perhaps  stalks  beaide  Ina 
team,  very  litUe  removed,  except  in  sh^c^ 
the  brutes  he  drives. 

Wishing  your  patriotic  exertions 
merited  snocess, 

I  am.  Sir, 

Tour  humble 

APBafltfs. 


TO  CHARLES  SHABFS.  ESQ., 
or  Monnaii. 


[The  famitf  of  Hoddam  U  of  old  ^^^^  xa  ? 
It  has  minified  blood  with  eone  of  tke  aoble«i 
namei;  not  ii  it  unknown  eitlierialasloqr  or  It 
— the  fierce  knight  of  Cloeehnra,  who  m  the 
tween  Brace  and  Comyae  drew  Us  award 
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"  aiekOT,**  tad  wj  ftimd  Clwrlts  KirkpatriekSliaTpei  an 
Dot  fte  toart  dUtiufvlxhod  of  iU  mamb«ra.] 

[1790.] 
It  Ib  true,  Sir,  yea  are  a  gentleman  of  rank 
and  fortune,  and  I  am  a  poor  devil :  yon  are  a 
feather  in  the  cap  of  society,  and  I  am  a  Tery 
hobnail  in  his  shoes ;  yet  I  have  the  honour  to 
belong  to  the  same  family  with  you,  and  on  that 
score  I  now  address  you.    You  will  perhaps 
•uspect  that  I  am  going  to  claim  affinity  with 
the  ancient  and  honourable  house  of  Kirhpa- 
triek.    No,  no,  Sir :  I  cannot  indeed  be  properly 
said  to  belong  to  any  house,  or  eren  any  proTince 
or  kingdom;  as  my  mother,  who,  for  many  years 
was  spouse  to  a  marching  regiment,  gare  me  into 
this  bad^orld,  aboard  the  packet-boat,  some- 
where between  Donaghadee  and  Portpatriok. 
Bjy  our  common  family,  I  mean.  Sir,  the  family 
of  the  muses.    I  am  a  fiddler  and  a  poet ;  and 
you,  I  am  told,  play  an  exquisite  Tiolin,  and  hare 
a  staadard  taste  in  the  Belles  Lettres.    The 
other  day,  a  brother  catgut  gaje  me  a  oharming 
BeolB  air  of  your  eomposition.    If  I  was  pleased 
with  the  tune,  I  was  in  raptures  with  the  title 
yon  hs?e  giTon  it;  and  taking  up  the  ideal 
haft  spun  it  into  the  three  stansas  enclosed. 
Win  jtn  allow  me.  Sir,  to  present  you  them,  as 
the  dearest  offering  that  a  misbegotten  son  of 
porerfy  and  rhyme  has  to  giro  ?  I  hare  a  long- 
ing te  take  you  by  the  hand  and  unburthen  my 
heart  by  saying,  **  Sir,  I  honour  you  as  a  man 
wlio  snpports  the  digidty  of  human  nature,  amid 
aa  age  when  fHTolity  and  ayarice  haye,  between 
tb«n^  debased  us  below  the  brutes  that  perish  I** 
Bvty  alas.  Sir  t  to  me  yon  are  unapproachable. 
It  Is  true,  the  muses  baptised  me  in  Castalian 
streams,  but  the  thoughtless  gipdes  forgot  to 
^ve  me  a  name.    As  the  sex  haye  senred 
manj  a  good  fellow,  the  Nine  haye  giyen  me  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure,  but,  bewitching  jades  t 
they  have  beggared  me.   Would  they  but  spare 
me  a  Bitle  of  their  cast-linen  1  Were  it  only  in 
my  power  to  say  that  I  haye  a  shirt  on  my 
back!  but  the  idle  wenches,  like  Solomon's 
lilies^  "  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin ;"  so 
I  most  e*ea  continue  to  tie  my  remnant  of  a 
eravat,  like  the  hangman's  rope,  round  my 
naked,  throat,  and  coax  my  galligaskins  to  keep 
together  their  many-coloured  fragments.    As 
to  the  aifair  of  shoes^  I  haye  giyen  that  up. 
My  pilgrimages  in  my  ballad-trade,  fironr  town 
id  tows,  and  on  your  stony-hearted  tunpikes 
tto,  are  what  not  eyea  the  hide  of  Job's  Behe- 
moth eould  bear.    The  coat  on  my  back  Is  no 


more:  I  shall  not  speak  eyil  of  the  dead.  It 
would  be  equally  unhandsome  and  ungrateM 
to  find  fault  with  my  old  surtout,  which  so 
kindly  suj^Ues.and  oonceals  the  want  of  thai 
coat  My  hat  indeed  is  a  great  fayourite ;  and 
though  I  got  it  literally  for  an  old  song,  I  would 
not  exchange  it  for  the  best  beayer  in  Britain. 
I  was,  during  seyeral  years,  a  kind  of  f ao-totum 
seryant  to  a  country  clergyman,  where  I  pickt 
up  a  good  many  scraps  of  learning,  particularly 
in,  some  branches  of  the  mathematics.  When- 
eyer  I  feel  inclined  to  rest  myself  on  my  way, 
I  take  my  seat  under  a  hedge,  laying  my  poetio 
wallet  on  the  one  ride,  and  my  fiddle-case  on 
the  other,  and  placing  my  hat  between  my  legs^ 
I  can,  by  means  of  its  brim,  or  rather  brims, 
go  through  the  whole  doctrine  of  the  conle 
sections. 

Howeyer,  Sir,  don't  let  me  mislead  you,  as 
if  I  would  interest  your  pity.  Fortune  has  so 
much  forsaken  me,  that  she  has  taught  me  to 
liye  without  her ;  and  amid  all  my  rags  and 
poyerty,  I  am  as  Independent,  and  much  more 
happy,  than  a  monarch  of  the  world.  Accord- 
ing to  the  hackneyed  metaphor,  I  yalue  the 
seyeral  actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life,  simply 
as  they  act  their  parts.  I  can  look  on  a  worth- 
less fellow  of  a  duke  with  unqualified  contempt, 
and  can  regard  an  honest  scayenger  with  sin- 
cere respect  As  you.  Sir,  go  through  your 
role  with  such  distinguished  merit,  permit  me 
to  make  one  in  the  chorus  of  uniyersal  applause, 
and  assure  you  that  with  the  highest  respect, 
I  haye  the  honour  to  be,  &c., 

JoHnrr  Paa. 


TO  MB.  GILBEBT  BUBNS. 

[In  the  few  fteree  woida  of  this  Itttar  the  poet  bids 
adim  to  ill  hopM  of  wealth  ftom  ElUiland.] 

SUiiUnd,  nth  Jmrnm^^  1700. 
Dba»  BaonRBy 
Imxav  to  take  adyantage  of  the  frank,  thom^ 
I  haye  not,  in  my  present  f^ame  of  mind,  much 
appetite  for  exertion  In  writing.  Myneryesait 
in  a  cursed  state.  I  feel  that  horrid  hypochon- 
dria peryading  eyery  atom  of  both  bo^y  Mid 
soul.  This  farm  has  undone  my  enjoyment  of 
myself.    It  is  a  ruinous  aifalr  oa  aQ  haada 
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But  let  it  go  to  hen  I  1*11  fight  it  out  flfiid  be  off 
inthit. 

We  have  gotten  a  set  of  Tory  decent  plejen 
here  Just  nov.  I  h«Te  seen  thtai  an  ereniBg  or 
two.  BaTid  Campbell,  in  Ayr,  wrote  to  me  bj 
themanlger  of  the  oompany,  a  Mr.  Svtherland, 
who  18  a  man  of  apparent  worth.  On  New- 
year-daj  oTening  I  gaye  him  the  following  pro- 
logue, which  he  eponted  to  hie  awdienee  with 
applauae. 

Ko  song  nor  dance  I  bring  firom  yon  great  citj, 
That  queens  it  o'er  onr  taite— the  more'a  the 

pl^: 
The'*  by  the  bye,  abroad  why  will  yon  xoantt 
0ood  MDse  and  taste  are  natives  htn  at  home. 

I  can  no  more. — ^If  once  I  was  clear  of  this 
cnrsed  fann,  I  should  respire  more  at  ease. 

B.B. 


GLXXXm. 


TO  HB.  StJTHEBLAKD, 

PLATSB. 
BiroLoiziro  ▲  pBOLoavi. 

(Wben  the  hxm  failed,  tlie  poet  aoug kt  pleMmre  in  the 
playhottM  t  h«  tried  to  ratire  from  hii  own  hnratiiag  re» 
flectioni,  into  a  world  created  hj  other  minda.] 

Mondaif  Mommff* 
I  WAS  much  disappointed,  my  dear  Sir,  in 
wanting  your  most  agreeable  company  yester- 
day. HoweTcr,  I  heartily  pray  for  good  wea- 
ther next  Sunday ;  and  whatcTcr  aerial  Being 
has  the  guidance  of  the  elements,  may  take  any 
other  half-^osen  of  Sundays  he  pleases,  and 
clothe  them  with 

**  Vaponrs  and  clonds,  and  itorma, 
UntU  he  terrify  himielf 
At  combuition  of  hia  own  raxauf  .*> 

I  shall  see  you  on  Wednesday  forenoon.  In 
the  greatest  hun^,  B.  B. 


OLXXXIV. 
fO  WILLIAM  BUNBAB,  W.  S. 

{Thia  letter  waa  ilrat  pnbliahed  bj  the  Ettriek  Shep- 
l»rd|  in  hia  edition  of  Bama:  it  ia  remarkable  for  thia 
■enfienee,  "  I  am  reiolyed  never  to  breed  vp  a  eon  of 
mine  to  any  of  the  learned  profeaaiona  t  I  know  the  valne 
•f  independence,  and  since  I  cannot  giro  my  aona  an  inde- 
pesdent  fortune,  I  ahaU  giye  them  an  udependent  line  of 


Uh.*^   WeaHyl9oki«aBdfleeaduiqei«e«hi0hiMM 

life  the  poet  oonld  poeaibiy  mean.] 

JffUid&nd,  14M  Januurjf^  1790« 
Soros  we  are  here  creatures  of  a  day,  bum 
**  a  few  summer  days,  and  a  few  winter  aigbti» 
and  the  life  of  man  is  at  an  end,"  why,  my  dsir 
much-esteemed  Sir,  should  you  and  I  lei  nc^*^ 
gent  indolence^  for  I  know  it  is  notluag  voniv 
step  in  between  us  and  bar  the  enjoyment  ef  a 
mutual  oorreepondeneeT  We  are  not  tTiifm 
out  of  the  common,  heavy,  methodical  eLpiia  tiit 
elemental  stuif  of  the  plodding  aelllsh  zac^  Ihs 
sons  of  Arithmetic  and  Prudence ;  our  UtSap 
and  Itearts  are  not  bcnaabed  and  poisoasd  b| 
the  cursed  influence  of  riches,  whicii,  whatmr 
blessing  they  may  be  in  other  respects,  are  so 
friends  to  the  nobler  qualitiee  of  the  hesrt:  ia 
the  name  of  random  sensibility,  then,  let  wms 
the  moon  change  on  our  Silence  any  mon.  I 
haye  had  a  tract  of  bad  health  most  part  of  tUi 
winter,  else  you  had  heard  from  me  long  ete 
now.  Thank  Hearen,  I  am  now  got  so  muak 
better  as  to  be  able  to  partake  a  little  in  the  ca- 
Joyments  of  life. 

Our  friend  Cunningham  wiU,  perhaps,  have 
told  you  of  my  going  into  the  Exdae.  The  truth 
is,  I  found  it  a  yery  convenient  business  to  hs;fe 
£60  per  annum,  nor  haye  I  yet  felt  any  of  those 
mortifying  circumstances  in  it  that  I  waa  led  to 
fear. 

I  haye  not,  for  sheer  hurry  of  butfnett,  becB 
able  to  spare  five  minutes  to  iinish  my  Utter. 
Besides  my  farm  business,  I  ride  on  my  Excise 
matters  at  least  two  hundred  miles  every  week. 
I  have  not  by  any  means  pven  up  the  musee^ 
Tou  will  see  in  the  8d  yoL  of  Johnson*s  Scots 
songs  that  I  have  contributed  my  mite  there. 

But,  my  dear  Sir,  little  ones  that  look  rsp  to 
you  for  paternal  protection  are  aa  importaat 
charge.    I  have  already  two  fine,  heaitlgr,  ttffut 
little  fellows,  and  I  wish  to  throw  soma  lijht 
upon  them.    I  haye  a  thonsaad  reyaxtae  and 
schemes  about  them,  and  their  future  daatai^. 
Not  that  I  am  a  Utopian  prq}ecior  in  iham 
things.    I  am  resolved  neter  to  breed  vp  a  aoa 
of  mine  to  any  of  the  learned  protaa&oas.    I 
know  the  value  of  independence;  and  MBoa  I 
cannot  ^ye  my  sons  an  independent  foUrtaae,  I 
shall  give  them  an  independent  line  (tf  lif^ 
What  a  chaos  of  huny,  chance,  and 
this  world,  when  one  sits  soberly  dovm  to 
on  it  I    To  a  father,  who  hinisflilf  kn 
world,  the  thought  that  he  shall  hare   sosn  %a\ 
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a&lier  Into  it  miiflt  All  him  with  dread ;  but  if  he 
have  daaghten,  the  prospect  in  a  thoughtful 
moment  in  apt  to  shock  him. 

I  hope  MxiB.  Fordyee  And  the  ^projonng  ladies 
are  welL  Do  let  me  finrget  that  thej  are  nieces 
of  yoors,  and  lei  me  say  that  I  neyer  saw  a  more 
inter««ting,  sweeter  pair  of  maters  in  my  life. 
I  am  the  fool  of  m/  feeiings  and  attachments. 
I  often  take  np  arolnme  of  mj Spenser  to  realise 
jon  to  my  imagination,  and  think  orer  the  so- 
cial seenes  we  hare  had  together.  God  grant 
that  there  may  be  another  world  more  congenial 
to  honest  feUows  beyond  this.  A  world  where 
these  robs  and  plagues  of  absence,  distance,  mis- 
fortnnes,  ill-health,  &c.,  shall  no  more  damp 
hilarity  and  divide  firiendship.  This  I  know  is 
your  throng  season,  bnt  half  a  page  wiU  much 

•bUgCb 

My  dear  Sir, 

Yovrs  nnoerely, 

B.B. 


CLXXXV. 
TO  UBS.  DUKLOP. 

(Faleoaer,  tha  poet,  whom  Banu  mantioM  bar«,  par> 
iabad  io  tha  Aoxora,  ia  whiehha  aetad  at  panar :  ha  waa 
a  Mtiriit  of  no  maan  powar,  and  wrote  that  naarul  work, 
tha  Maitea  Dietioaanr :  hot  hia  foaa  dapandaupoa  **  Tha 
Sfaipwfvek,'*  oaa  of  tha  moat  original  and  monmfnl 
Id  tfw  laagnaga.] 


EOUlani,  26(A  January,  1790. 

It  has  been  owing  to  nnremitting  hurry  of 
bttiiness  that  I  haye  not  written  to  yon.  Madam, 
lung  ere  now.  My  health  is  greatly  better, 
^and  I  now  beipn  once  more  to  share  in  ^tis- 
faction  and  enjoyment  with  the  rest  of  my  fellow- 
creatores. 

Many  thanks,  my  much-esteemed  fHend,  for 
your  kind  letters;  bnt  why  will  you  make  me 
ma  the  risk  of  being  contemptible  and  merce- 
nary in  my  own  eyes  ?  When  I  pique  myself  on 
toy  Independent  spirit,  I  hope  it  is  neither  poetic 
liccBsa,  nor  poetic  rtnt;  and  I  am  so  flattered 
with  the  honour  you  haye  done  me,  in  «aifii^g 
me  your  compeer  in  fHendship  and  fHendly  cor- 
respondence, that  I  cannot  without  pain,  and  a 
degree  of  mortiflcation,  be  reminded  of  tiie  real 
Inequalify  between  our  situations. 

Most  sincerely  do  I  njoice  with  you,  dear 
Madam,  in  the  good  news  of  Anthony.     Not 


>  TheballadialathelCiBitreliyofthaBeottiih Bolder, 
Lin8,vol.iU.p.aM. 


only  your  anxiety  about  his  fate,  but  my  own 
esteem  for  such  a  noble,  warm-hearted,  manly 
young  fellow,  in  the  little  I  had  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, has  interested  me  deeply  in  his 
fortunes. 

Falconer,  the  unfortunate  author  of  the  "Ship- 
wreck," which  you  so  much  admire,  is  no  more. 
After  witnessing  the  dreadfiil  catastrophe  he  so 
feelingty  describes  in  his  poem,  and  after  wea- 
thering many  hard  gales  of  fortune,  he  went  to 
the  bottom  with  the  Aurora  frigate ! 

I  forget  what  part  of  Scotland  had  the  honour 
of  giting  him  birth ;  but  he  was  the  son  of  ob- 
scurity and  misfortune.  He  was  one  of  those 
daring  adyenturous  spirits,  which  Scotland,  be- 
yond any  other  country,  is  remarkable  for  pro- 
ducing. Little  does  the  fbnd  mother  think,  as 
she  hangs  delighted  oyer  the  sweet  little  leech 
at  her  bosom,  where  the  poor  fellow  may  here- 
after wander,  and  what  may  be  his  fate.  I  re- 
member a  stansa  in  an  old  Scottish  ballad, 
which,  notwithstanding  its  rude  simplicity, 
speaks  feelingly  to  the  heart : 

**  Idttla  did  my  mothar  thJnk^ 

That  day  aha  cradlad  ma, 
What  land  I  wma  to  trayal  in, 

Or  what  death  I  ihoold  dia  !>M 

Old  Scottish  song  are,  you  know,  a  faTomrite 
study  and  pursuit  of  mine,  and  now  I  am  on 
that  subject,  allow  me  to  give  you  two  stansas 
of  another  old  simple  ballad,  which  I  am  sure 
will  please  you.  Th^  catastrophe  of  the  piece 
is  a  poor  ruined  female,  lamenting  her  late. 
She  concludes  with  this  pathetic  wish : — 

**  O  that  my  ihthar  li«i  na*ar  on  ma  onilM ; 

O  that  my  mothar  had  na*ar  to  ma  auagi 
O  that  my  ccadla  had  nayar  baan  roeJi'd ; 

Bat  that  I  had  diad  whan  I  wma  yoiu« ! 

O  that  tha  gniTa  it  wara  my  bad ; 

My  blaakata  wara  my  wiadiog  thaat ; 
Tha  eloefca  and  tha  worma  ray  badfaUowt  •*; 

And  O  aha  aonad  aa  I  ahonld  alaap  !*> 

I  do  not  remember  in  all  my  reading,  to  have 
met  with  anything  more  truly  the  language  of 
miseiy,  than  the  exclamation  in  the  last  line. 
Misery  is  like  loye ;  to  speak  its  language  truly, 
the  author  must  haye  felt  it. 

I  am  eyery  day  expecting  the  doctor  to  giye 
your  little  godson'  the  small-poz.  They  ai« 
rife  in  the  country,  and  I  tremble  for  his  fhte. 
By  the  way,  I  cannot  help  congratulating  yon 
on  his  looks  and  spirit.   Eyeiy  person  who  seei 

'  Tha  bard*B  aaooad  aoa,  Fraaeia. 
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liiiii,  acknowledges  him  to  be  the  finest,  hand- 
•omest  child  he  has  erer  seen.  I  am  myself  de- 
lighted with  the  manly  swell  of  his  little  chest, 
and  a  certain  miniature  dignity  in  the  carriage 
of  his  head,  and  the  glance  of  his  fine  black  eye, 
which  promise  the  undaunted  gallantry  of  an 
Independent  mind. 

I  thought  to  haTC  sent  you  some  rhymes,  but 
time  forbids.  I  promise  you  poetry  until  you 
■re  tired  of  it,  next  time  I  hate  the  honour  of 
Mtuzing  you  how  truly  I  am,  &o. 

B.  B. 


OLXXXVI. 
TO    MR.  PETER  HILL, 

BOOKSBLLIB,   BDUrBUBGH. 

tThe  HademoiMlIe  Banii  whom  the  poet  inqnirsi 
■boot,  wu  one  of  the  "  Udiei  of  the  Canongato,'*  who 
dMirwl  to  intiodoeo  freo  trade  in  bar  profearion  into  a 
doae  borough :  thia  waa  refaied  by  the  magiatmtea  of 
Edinburgh,  thoagh  advocated  with  mach  eloqaence  and 
hamonr  in  a  letter  by  her  namesake— it  la  coloared  too 
strongly  with  her  calling  to  be  publiahed.] 

EUuland,  2d  Feb.,  1790. 
No !  I  win  not  say  one  word  about  apologies 
or  excuses  for  not  writing. — ^I  am  a  poor,  ras- 
cally ganger,  condemned  to  gallop  at  least  200 
miles  erery  week  to  inspect  dirty  ponds  and 
yeasty  barrels,  and  where  can  I  find  time  to 
write  to,  or  importance  to  interest  anybody  T 
the  upbraidings  of  my  conscience,  nay  the  up- 
braidings  of  my  wife,  have  persecuted  me  on 
your  account  these  two  or  three  months  past— 
I  wish  to  God  I  was  a  great  man,  that  my  cor» 
despondence  might  throw  light  upon  you,  to  let 
the  world  see  what  you  really  are :  and  then  I 
would  make  your  fortune  without  putting  my 
hand  in  my  pocket  for  you,  whicli,  like  aU  other 
great  men,  I  suppose  I  would  ayoid  as  much  as 
possible.  What  are  you  doing,  and  how  are 
you  doing  ?  Have  you  lately  seen  any  of  my  few 
friends  t  What  is  become  of  the  bobough  bb- 
roBX,  or  how  is  the  fate  of  my  poor  namesake. 
Mademoiselle  Bums,  decided  ?  0  man  t  but  for 
thee  and  thy  selfish  appetites,  and  dishonest 
artifices,  that  beauteous  form,  and  that  once 
innocent  and  still  ingenuous  mind,  might  haye 
shone  conspicuous  and  loyely  in  the  faithftil 
wife,  and  the  affectionate  mother;  and  shall 
the  unfortunate  sacrifice  to  thy  pleasures  have 
no  claim  on  thy  humanity ! 


I  saw  lately  in  a  Review,  eome  extraeta  froai 
a  new  poem,  called  thi  Tillage  Curata ;  Mad  It 
me.  I  want  likewise  a  cheap  copy  of  Ihe 
World.  Mr.  .^mstrong,  the  young  poet^  who 
does  me  the  honour  to  mention  me  so  kindly  in 
his  works,  please  giye  him  my  best  thaoka  for  the 
copy  of  his  book— I  shall  write  him,  »y  fint 
leisure  hour.  I  like  his  poetry  much,  \M  I 
think  his  style  in  prose  quite  astonishing. 

Your  book  oame  safe,  and  I  am  going  ta 
trouble  you  with  fiirther  oommissionB.  I  call  it 
troubling  you, — because  I  want  on^,  booes: 
the  cheapest  way,  the  best ;  so  you  may  hmy« 
to  hunt  for  them  in  the  erening  anctiona.  1 
waift  SmoUette's  works,  for  the  sake  of  Ma  in* 
comparable  humour.  I  haye  already  Bodoid 
Random,  and  Humphrey  Cliaker.— Peregrins 
Pickle,  Launoelot  Greayes,  and  FerdiBaad 
Count  Fathom,  I  still  want;  but  aa  I  a^  the 
yeriest  ordinary  copies  will  sem  bm.  I  sol 
nice  only  in  the  appearance  of  ny  poeta.  I 
forget  the  price  of  Cowper^s  Poem,  bat,  I  ba> 
lieye,  I  must  haye  them«  I  saw  the  other  di^, 
proposals  for  a  pnblioadon,  entitled  ^^BaakB*! 
new  and  complete  Chrisdan's  Faai^  Bible," 
printed  for  G.  Cooke,  Patemoster-row»  Lendco. 
—He  promises  at  least,  to  giye  in  tha  woric,  I 
think  it  is  three  hundred  and  odd  eagraylags,  to 
which  he  has  put  the  names  of  the  tret  eiilsti 
in  London.— Yon  will  know  the  eharaeter  of  the 
performance,  as  some  numbers  of  It  are  pnh^ 
lished;  and  if  it  is  reaUy  what  it  pretoads  tv 
be,  set  me  down  as  a  subscrilxar,  and  send  me 
the  published  numbers. 

Let  me  hear  from  yon,  your  firsi  Zeianra 
minute,  and  trust  me  you  shall  in  Mare  haye  a» 
reason  to  complain  of  my  silenoe.  Ihe  danling 
perplexity  of  noyelty  will  dissipate  and  leay« 
me  to  pursue  my  ooniee  in  the  quiei  path  of 
methodical  routine.  IL  B 


CLZXZVII. 
TO  MR.  W.  NICOL. 

[The  poet  hu  recorded  thii  onlooked-fiM'  deeiii  oC 
Dominie'i  mare  in  eome  haety  yereae,  whicb  aiv 
nmeh  i&perior  to  the  sDbieet.] 

mUland,  FA.  9(A,  17SO. 
Mr  DBAB  Sib, 
TaAsd-mned  mare  of  yours  Is  dead.  Iv>»uld 
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frMlj  hvt9  given  lier  price  to  Jiaye  eaTed  her ; 
•he  has  Texed  me  bijond  desoription.  Indebted 
as  I  was  to  your  goodness  b^ond  what  I  can 
evor  repay,  I  eager]/  grasped  at  yonr  offer  to 
have  the  mare  with  me.  That  I  might  at  least 
show  my  readiness  in  wishing  to  be  grateAily  I 
took  every  oare  of  her  in  my  power.  She  was 
never  crossed  for  riding  above  half  a  score  of 
times  by  me  or  in  my  keeping.  I  drew  her  in 
the  plough*  one  of  three,  for  one  poor  week.  I 
relViaed  fil^-ftve  shillings  for  her,  which  was 
the  highest  bode  I  eonld  sqneese  for  her.  I  fed 
her  up  and  had  her  in  fine  order  for  DomfHes 
fair;  when  fonr  or  five  days  before  the  fair, 
she  was  seised  with  an  nnaoconntable  disorder 
in  the  sinews,  or  somewhere  in  the  bones  of  the 
sack ;  with  a  weakness  or  total  want  of  power 
in  her  fillets,  and  in  short  the  whole  vertebra 
of  her  epine  seemed  to  be  diseased  and  nn- 
hinged,  and  in  eight-and-forty  honrs,  in  spite 
of  the  two  best  farriers  in  tiie  eonntry,  she  died 
and  be  dnnned  to  her  1  The  farriers  said  that 
sho  had  been  quite  strained  in  the  fillets  be- 
yond enre  before  yon  had  bought  her ;  and  that 
the  poor  devil,  though  she  might  keep  a  little 
flesh,  had  been  Jaded  and  quite  worn  out  with 
filtigue  and  oppression.  While  she  was  with  me, 
she  was  under  my  own  eye,  and  I  assure  you, 
my  much  valued  friend,  everything  was  done 
for  her  that  could  be  done;  and  the  accident 
has  vexed  me  to  the  heart  In  fact  I  could  not 
plock  up  spirits  to  write  to  you,  on  account  of 
lh%  unfortunate  business. 

There  is  little  new  in  this  country.  Our  the- 
•Irieal  company,  of  which  you  must  have  heard, 
leave  us  this  week. — ^Iheir  merit  and  character 
Of*  indeed  very  great,  both  on  the  stage  and  in 
private  life ;  not  a  worthless  creature  among 
them ;  and  their  encouragement  has  been  ac- 
eordia^y.  Their  usual  run  is  from  eighteen  to 
tweDty-fiye  pounds  a  night:  seldom  less  than 
the  one,  and  the  house  will  hold  no  more  than 
the  other.  There  have  been  repeated  instances 
of  sending  away  six,  and  eight,  and  ten  pounds 
n  night  for  want  of  room.  A  new  theatre  is  to 
be  built  by  subscription ;  the  first  stone  is  to  be 
laid  on  Friday  first  to  come.  Three  hundred 
guineas  have  been  raised  by  thirty  subscribers, 
nnd  thirty  more  might  have  been  got  if  wanted. 
The  manager,  Mr.  Sutherland,  was  introduced 
to  me  1j)r  a  friend  from  Ayr;  and  a  worthier  or 
cleverer  fellow  I  have  rarely  met  with.  Some 
of  our  clergy  have  slipt  in  by  stealth  now  and 


then ;  but  they  have  got  up  a  farce  of  their  own. 
You  must  have  heard  how  the  Rev.  B(r.  Lawson 
of  Eirkmahoe,  seconded  by  the  Bev.  Bfr.  Kirk* 
Patrick  of  Dunscore,  and  the  rest  of  that  fac- 
tion, have  accused  in  formal  process,  the  un- 
fortunate and  Rev.  Mr.  Heron,  of  Kirkgonseon, 
that  in  ordaining  Mr.  Nielsen  to  the  cure  of 
souls  in  Kirkbean,  he,  the  said  Heron,  feloni« 
ously  and  treasonably  bound  the  sidd  Nielson  to 
the  confession  of  faith,  «o  far  at  it  wot  ojfreeabk 
to  reason  and  the  word  of  Oodt 

Mrs.  B.  begs  to  be  remembered  most  grate- 
tvllj  to  you.  Little  Bobby  and  Frank  are 
charmingly  well  and  healthy.  I  am  jaded  to 
death  with  fatigue.  For  these  two  or  three 
months,  on  an  average,  I  have  not  ridden  less 
than  two  hundred  miles  per  week.  I  have  done 
little  in  the  poetic  way.  I  have  given  Sir. 
Sutherland  two  Prologues ;  one  of  which  was 
delivered  last  week.  I  have  likewise  strung 
four  or  five  barbarous  stansas,  to  the  tune  of 
Chevy  Chase,  by  way  of  Elegy  on  your  poor  un- 
fortunate mare,  beginning  (the  name  she  got 
here  was  Peg  Nicholson) 

<*  Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare. 
As  ever  trod  on  aim ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn." 

My  best  compliments  to  Mrs.  Nicol,  and  little 
Neddy,  and  all  the  family ;  I  hope  Ned  is  a  good 
scholar,  and  will  come  out  to  gather  nuts  and 
apples  with  me  next  harvest.  B.  B. 


OLXXXYin. 


TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 


[Barai  loolu  Iwek  with  niMtliliif  of  rafratto  tho  days 
of  rich  dinners  and  flowiog  wiae-cnps  which  h«  axptii* 
•need  in  Edinborgh.  Alexander  Cnnnlnyham  and  hia 
vahappy  Iotm  are  raeorded  in  that  fin*  ao«f ,  "  Bad  I  a 
c«Ta  OB  aoma  wild  diataat  ahora.'*! 

EOitland,  18(4  F$hnutr^^  1790. 
I  Bso  your  pardon,  my  dear  and  much  valued 
friend,  Tor  writing  to  you  on  this  very  unfashion- 
able, unsightly  sheet — 

**  Mj  poyarty  bat  not  mj  wilt  eonaanta.** 
But  to  make  amends,  since  of  modish  post  I 
have  none,  except  one  poor  widowed  half-sheet 
of  gilt,  which  lies  in  my  drawer  among  my  ple- 
beian foors>cap  pages,  like  the  widf*w  ef  a  man 


ef  ftshioiiy  whom  that  nnpolite  scoundrel,  Ke- 
c^BAtff  hfts  diiTen  from  Burgondy  and  Pine- 
apple, to  a  dish  of  Bohea,  with  the  scandal- 
bearing  help-mate  of  a  Tillage-priest;  or  a  glass 
of  whiskj-toddj,  witE  a  roby-nosed  yoke-fellow 
of  a  foot-padding  ezdsemaa— -I  make  a  tow  to 
endlose  this  sheet-ftiU  of  epistolary  fragments 
in  that  my  only  scrap  of  g^t  paper. 

I  am  indeed  yimr  nnworthy  debtor  fbr  three 
friendly  letters.  I  on^^t  to  haTO  written  to 
you  long  ere  now,  bat  it  is  a  litersl  fact,  I  haTe 
scarcely  a  spare  moment.  It  is  not  that  I  wfU 
not  write  to  yon ;  Miss  Burnet  is  not  more  dear 
to  her  gnardiaa  angel,  nor  his  grace  the  Bake 
of  Qneensbm7  to  the  powers  of  darkness,  than 
my  fHend  Conningham  to  me.  It  is  not  that  I 
emnot  write  to  yon ;  shoald  yoa  doabt  it,  take 
the  following  fragment,  which  was  intended  for 
yoa  some  time  ago,  and  be  oonTinoed  that  I 
can  aniUhenwe  sentiment,  and  dreumvoluts  pe- 
riods»  as  well  as  aayooinef  of  phrase  in  the 
rsf^dur  of  philology. 

Decmber^  1789. 
Mt  vmam,  CmnmraHAX, 

yfvEXM  are  yoa  T  And  what  are  yoa  doing  f 
Can  yoa  be  that  son  of  lenty,  who  takes  ap  a 
friendship  as  he  takes  ap  a  fashion ;  or  are  yoa, 
like  some  other  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the 
world,  the  rictim  of  Wolence,  laden  with  frt- 
ters  of  erer-inereasing  weight  t 

What  strange  beings  we  are  I  Since  we  haTe 
a  portion  of  consoioas  existence,  equally  capable 
of  ex\joying  pleasnre,  happiness,  and  rapture, 
•  or  of  suffering  pain,  wretchedness,  and  misery, 
it  is  surely  worthy  of  an  inquiry,  whether  there 
be  not  such  a  thing  as  a  science  of  life ;  whether 
method,  economy,  and  fertility  of  expedients  be 
not  applicable  to  enjoyment,  and  whether  there 
be  not  a  want  of  dexterity  in  pleasure,  which 
renders  our  Kttie  scantling  of  happiness  still 
less ;  and  a  profuseness,  an  intoxication  in  bliss, 
which  leads  to  satiety,  disgust,  and  self-abhor- 
rence. There  is  not  a  doubt  but  that  health, 
talents,  character,  decent  competency,  respec- 
table friends,  are  real  substantial  blessings; 
and  yet  do  we  not  daily  see  those  who  ezjoy 
many  or  all  of  these  good  things  oontriTs  not- 
withstanding to  be  as  unhappy  as  others  to 
whose  lot  few  of  them  haTe  fallen?  I  belicTe 
one  great  source  of  this  mistake  or  misconduct 
is  owing  to  a  certidn  stimulus,  with  us  called 
ambition,  which  goads  us  up  the  hill  of  life,  not 
as  we  ascend  other  eminences,  for  the  laudable 


euriosity  of  Tiewing  an  extended  landscspi^     I 
but  ratiker  fbr  the  flBsheneat  prida  of  look* 
ing  down  on  others  of  our  feUow-eraatsrci^ 
seemingly  diminatiTe  in  humbler  atAdoao,  9» 

Sund^^  14M  Fehruarff  17^ 
Qoo  help  me !  I  am  now  obliged  to 
**  Join  night  to  dnj,  nnd  Sondny  to  the  wwtkJ^ 
IS  there  be  any  truth  in  the  orthodox  faith  of 
these  churches,  I  am  d-mned  past  rodemptiodB, 
and  what  is  worse,  d~mned  to  all  etendly.    I 
am  deeply  read  in  Boston's  Pour-fold  Htatc, 
Marshal  on  Sanctification,  Oatfarie^s  Trial  of  a 
Saring  Interest,  ftc. ;  but  *<  there  is  no  balm  xa 
Qilead,  there  is  no  physician  there,**  for  me ;  so 
I  shall  e'en  turn  Arminian,  and  trosl  to  '*rin- 
cere  though  imperfect  obedience." 

Luckily  for  me,  I  was  preTented  ttom  the  dis- 
cussion of  the  knotty  point  at  which  I  bad  just 
made  a  fViU  stop.    All  my  fears  and  care  are 
of  this  world:  if  there  is  another,  an  honest 
man  has  nothing  to  fear  from  it.    I  hate  a  man 
that  wishes  to  be  a  Beist :  but  I  fear,  arary  fair, 
unprejudiced  inquirer  must  in  some  degree  be 
a  sceptic.  It  is  not  that  there  are  a^y  Toy  stag- 
gering arguments  against  the  immortality  sf 
man;  but  like  electricity,  phlogiston*  ftc,  the 
subject  is  so  iuTolTed  in  daricnesa,  fSbmt  wt  wast 
daU  to  go  upon.  One  thing  frightens  bm  aach : 
that  we  are  to  Uto  for  oTer,  seems  loo  jeW  eatv 
to  ho  tru€^    That  we  are  to  enter  into  a  new 
scene  of  existence,  where,  exempt  fr«m  want 
and  pitin,  we  shall  enjoy  oorsehw  end  our 
friends  without  satiety  or  separation— larwrnadb 
should  I  be  indebted  to  any  one  who  owM  taUf 
assure  me  that  this  was  certain! 

My  time  is  once  more  expired.  I  iriU  irrite 
to  Mr.  Olei^om  soon.  God  bless  him  and  all 
his  eottcems!  And  may  all  ti>e  powers  that 
preside  OTer  oonririality  and  frieadsMp,  ba  pm- 
sent  with  all  their  kindest  influenee,  when  the 
bearer  of  this,  Mr.  Syme,  and  yoa  meet  I  I  wiak 
I  oould  also  make  one. 

Finally,   brethren,    flureweU!     WkalBoerver 
things  are  loTdy,  whatsooTer  things  ai«  gai^le, 
whatsoeTor  things  are  charitable^  wbataovvee 
things  are  kind,  think  on  these  tldnga*  eind 
think  on  B.  B. 


1  Totu^.    SaHn  p»  Wis 
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TO  MB.  PETEB  HILL. 

.  ITbal  Bum  tamad  «t  this  tinM  hii  tlioi^ta  ob  ll» 
dfmm,  tiii«  ofd«r  to  hi*  bookiellw  for  dnnwlie  world, 
M  w«U  M  his  attmduoe  t  ths  Dvnfrisi  thMtro,  aflbid 
proof.] 

misiand,  2d  March,  1790. 

At  %  Ut«  meeting  of  the  Monkland  Friendlj 
Sodety,  it  was  resolyed  to  augment  their  library 
1^  the  followiiig  books,  which  yon  are  to  send 
us  as  Boon  aa  possible:  —  The  Mirror,  The 
Loottger,  Man  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  World, 
(these,  for  mj  own  sake,  I  wish  to  haye  by  the 
first  carrier),  Knox's  History  of  the  Reforma- 
tion; Rae's  History  of  the  Rebellion  in  1715 ; 
any  good  history  of  the  rebellion  in  1745;  A 
Display  of  the  Secession  Act  and  Testimony,  by 
Mr.  Oibb;  Herrey's  Meditations;  BoTeridge's 
Thonghts ;  and  another  copy  of  Watson's  Body 
of  Dtrinity. 

I  wrote  to  Mr.  A.  Masterton  three  or  fonr 
months  ago,  to  pay  some  money  he  owed  me  into 
X<mr  hands,  and  lately  I  wrote  to  you  to  the  same 
purpose,  but  I  haTe  heard  from  neither  one  or 
other  of  yon. 

In  addition  to  the  books  I  eommisaioned  in 
my  last,  I  want  Tery  mnoh  An  Index  to  the  Ex- 
dae  Laws,  or  an  Abridgment  of  all  the  Statutes 
BOW  in  force  relatiTe  to  the  Excise,  by  JelUnger 
Bymons;  I  want  three  copies  of  this  book:  if  it 
Is  now  to  be  had,  cheap  or  dear,  get  it  for  me. 
An  honest  country  neighbour  of  mine  wants  too 
ft  Family  Bible,  the  larger  the  better;  but 
second-handed,  for  he  does  not  choose  to  giro 
abore  ten  shilUngs  for  the  book.  I  want  like* 
wtae  ftfT  myself,  as  you  can  pick  them  up,  second- 
handed  or  cheap,  copies  of  Otway's  Dramatis 
Works,  Ben  Jonson's,  Diyden's,  Congrsre's, 
Wycheriey's,  Vanbrugh's,  Gibber's,  or  any  dra- 
matic works  of  the  more  modem,  Macklin,  Gar- 
rick,  Foote,  Colman,  or  Sheridan.  A  good  copy 
too  of  Moliere,  in  French,  I  much  want.  Any 
other  good  dramatic  authors  in  that  language  I 
want  also ;  but  comio  authors,  chiefly,  though  I 
should  wish  to  have  Baeine,  Comeille,  and  Vol- 
tairt  too.  I  am  in  no  hurry  for  all,  or  any  of 
these,  but  if  you  aecidsntally  meet  with  them 
T«ry  cheap,  get  them  for  me. 

And  now  to  quit  ths  dry  walk  of  business,  how 
do  you  do,  my  dear  friend?  and  how  la  Mrs. 
Hill  T  I  trust,  if  now  and  then  not  so  Ui^antfy 
hjandsome,  at  least  as  amiable,  and  sings  as 
dErindy  as  STsr.    My  good  wife  too  has  a 


charming:  *< wood-note  wild;"  now  oould  ws 
four 

I  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this  rile  world, 
for  one  thing.  Mankind  are  by  nature  benero- 
lent  creatures,  except  in  a  few  scoundrelly  in- 
stances. I  do  not  think  that  ayarice  of  the  good 
tliingB  ws  chance  to  haye,  is  bom  with  us ;  but 
we  are  plaoed  here  amid  so  much  nakedness,  and 
hunger,  andpoTcrty,  and  want,  that  we  are  under 
ft  cursed  necessity  of  studying  selfishness,  in 
order  that  we  may  exist  I  Still  there  are,  ia 
OTOfy  age,  a  few  souls,  that  all  the  wants  and 
woes  of  life  cannot  debase  to  selfishness,  or  cTcn 
to  the  necessary  alloy  of  caution  and  pradenoe. 
If  STor  I  am  in  danger  of  ranity,  it  is  when  I 
contemplate  myself  on  this  aide  of  my  disposition 
and  character.  Qod  knows  I  am  no  saint ;  I 
hftTS  ft  whole  host  of  follies  and  sin,  to  answer 
for ;  but  if  I  could,  and  I  belicTc  I  do  it  as  far 
as  I  can,  I  would  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 
eyes. 

Adieu  I 

B.  B 


0X0. 
TO  MBdl  DUNLOP. 

(It  ii  BOt  alittla  BiBffoUr  that  Bans  nyi,  ia  tUa  IsMw, 
he  had  Joit  mat  with  the  Mirror  and  Loaagar  for  tha  first 
tima :  it  will  ba  ramambarad  that  a  faw  yaaia  bafora  a 
f aaaroiui  article  waa  dadieatad  by  Bfaekansiai  tha  aditor, 
to  tiia  Foama  of  Bnrna,  aad  to  this  tha  poet  oflan  allndaa 
ia  his  eoiraapoadaaca.] 


r,  lOM  Apra,  1790. 
I  KATn  Just  now,  my  oyer  honoured  friend, 
enjoyed  a  yeiy  high  luxury,  in  reading  a  paper 
of  the  Lounger.  Ton  know  my  national  preju- 
dices. I  had  often  read  and  admired  the  Spec- 
tator, Adyentnrer,  Bambler,  and  World;  but 
still  with  a  certain  regret,  that  they  were  so 
thoroughly  and  entirely  English.  Alas !  haye  I 
often  said  to  myself,  what  are  all  the  boasted 
adyantages  which  my  country  re^w  frx>m  ths 
union,  that  can  counterbalance  the  annihilation 
of  her  independence,  and  eyen  her  yery  name ! 
I  often  repeat  that  couplet  of  ngr  flayourite  poet, 
Ooldsmith— 


<(. 


-States  of  nattra  liberty  poaaaat, 


Tho>  Tary  poor,  nay  yat  ba  vary  blaat." 
Nothing  can  reconcile  me  to  the  common 
terms,  '*Xnglish  ambassador,  English  court," 
&e.   And  I  am  out  of  all  patience  to  see  that 
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•quiToeal  ehftraoier,  Hastings^  inpeftehed  by 
«the  CommonB  of  England."    TeU  me,  mj 
friend,  is  tius  weak  prejndioe  ?    I  believe  in  mj 
conscience  such  ideas  as  **  mj  oountiy ;  her  in- 
dependence ;  her  honour ;  the  iUnstrioos  names 
that  mark  the  history  of  my  nattre  land ;"  ftc. 
•^I  belieye  these,  among  yonr  mm  of  (he  worlds 
men  who  in  fact  guide  for  the  most  part  and 
goTem  our  world,  are  looked  on  as  so  many  mo« 
difications  of  wrongheadedness.     They  know 
the  use  of  bawling  out  such  terms,'  to  rouse  or 
lead  TBI  RABBLi ;  but  for  their  own  private  use, 
with  ahnost  all  the  able  iUUetmm  that  erer 
existed,  or  now  exist,  when  they  talk  of  right 
and  wrong,  they  only  mean  proper  and  im- 
proper ;  and  their  measure  of  conduct  is,  not 
what  they  OUGHT, 'but  what  they  dakb.    For 
the  truth  of  this  I  shall  not  ransack  the  history 
of  nations,  but  appeal  to  one  of  the  ablest 
Judges  of  men  that  erer  liyed— the  celebrated 
Earl  of  Chesterfield.    In  fact,  a  man  who  could 
thoroughly  control  his  vices  whenever  th^  in- 
terfered with  his  interests,  and  who  could  com- 
pletely put  on  the  appearance  of  every  virtue 
as  often  as  it  suited  his  purposes,  is,  on  the 
Stanhopean  plan,  the  perfect  man ;  a  man  to 
lead  nations.    But  are  great  abilities,  complete 
without  a  flaw,  and  polished  without  a  blemish, 
the  standard  of  human  excellence  f    This  is 
certainly  the  staunch  opiniouof  men  of  the  world; 
but  I  call  on  honour,  virtue,  and  worth,  to  give 
the  Stygian  doctrine  a  loud  negative  I    How- 
ever, this  must  be  allowed,  that,  if  you  abstract 
from  man  the  idea  of  an  existence  beyond  the 
grave,  thm  the  true  measure  of  human  conduct 
is,  proper  and  im^proper :  virtue  and  vice,  as  dis- 
positions of  the  heart,  are,  in  that  case,  of  scarce- 
ly the  same  import  and  value  to  the  world  at 
large,  as  harmony  and  discord  in  the  modifica- 
tions of  sound ;  and  a  delicate  sense  of  honour, 
like  a  nice  ear  far  music,  though  it  may  some- 
timea  give  the  possessor  an  ecstasy  unknown  to 
the  coarser  organs  of  the  herd,  yet,  considering 
the  harsh  gratings,  and  inharmonic  jars,  in  this 
ill-tuned  state  of  being,  it  is  odds  but  the  indi- 
vidual would  be  as  happy,  and  certainly  would 
be  as  much  Respected  by  the  true  Judges  of 
society  as  it  would  then  stand,  without  uther  a 
good  ear  or  a  good  heart 

Tou  must  know  I  have  Just  met  with  the 
ICrror  and  Lounger  for  the  first  time,  and  I  am 
quite  in  raptures  with  them ;  I  should  be  glad 
Is  have  yonr  opinion  of  some  of  the  papers. 


The  dhe  I  have  Just  read,  Lounger,  Ko.  61,  hai 
coet  me  more  honest  tears  than  anything  I  hxn 
read  of  a  long  time.  Ifaekentle  has  beea  ciUei 
the  Addison  of  the  Scots,  and  in  my  opiaioa, 
Addison  would  not  be  hurt  at  the  compstisoo. 
If  he  has  not  Addison's  exquisite  humour,  ht  fs 
certainly  outdoee  him  in  the  tender  and  lh«|»» 
thetic.  His  Man  of  Feeling  (but  I  an  iMl 
counsel  learned  in  the  laws  of  eritloism)  I  ttHi- 
mate  as  the  first  perfiirmaaoe  in  Its  kind  I  ever 
saw.  From  what  boole,  moral  or  even  puu, 
wilTthe  susceptible  young  mind  reoeive  initfte- 
sions  more  congenial  to  humanity  and  kindncaai 
generosity  and  benevolence ;  In  short,  more  of 
all  tliat  ennobles  the  soul  to  herself,  or  eadean 
her  to  others— than  firom  tha  simple  aJieeting 
tale  of  poor  Harley  T 

Btill,  with  all  my  admiration  of  Maok<niie*4 
writings,  I  do  not  know  if  they  are  the  fiOctt 
reading  for  a  young  man  who  is  about  to  act 
out,  as  the  phrase  is,  to  make  his  way  into  lila 
Do  not  you  think,  Madam,  that  among  the  few 
favoured  of  heaven  in  ^e  structure  of  thtir 
minds  (for  such  there  certainly  are)  there  may 
be  a  purity,  a  tenderness,  a  dignity,  an  elegance 
of  soul,  which  are  of  no  use,  nay,  in  some  degree 
absolutely  disqualifying  for  the  truly  importi&t 
business  of  making  a  man's  way  into  life  f  If  1 
am  not  much  mistaken,  my  gallant  young  frieod, 
A**»»**,  is  very  much  under  these  di«- 
qualifications ;  and  for  the  young  females  of  a 
family  I  could  mention,  well  may  they  excite 
parental  solicitude,  for  I,  a  common  acquaint- 
ance,  or  as  my  vanity  will  have  it,  an  humble 
friend,  have  often  trembled  for  a  turn  of  mlad 
which  may  render  them  eminently  happy-^or 
peculiarly  miserable  I 

I  have  been  manufacturing  some  verses  late- 
ly ;  but  when  I  have  got  the  most  hurried  sea- 
son of  excise  business  over,  I  hope  to  have  morn 
leisure  to  transcribe  anything  that  mi^  s^kim 
how  much  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Madam, 

Tours,  &c. 

R.iL 

OXGI. 

TO  COLLECTOR  MITCHBIrU 

[Ootlectnr  Mitchell  wai  a  kind  and  eon>id«rat«  gr«tti3« 
nan:  to  hit  gvsadoon,  BCr.  John  C«mpb«n,  aar^eoa,  i] 
Abatdaen,  I  owb  this  ebaractsrlslie  ietfer,] 

mitland,  ITOO. 
StB, 

I  SBALL  not  fUl  to  wait  on  Captain  BIddd 
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liMught— I  wiah  vad  prsy  thfti  the  goddess  of 
jufltieo  herself  would  eppe«r  to-monrow  unong 
our  hon«  geatlemen,  merely  to  giTo  them  »  word 
in  their  eer  thai  merey  to  the  thief  is  iajnstiee 
to  the  honest  man.  For  my  part  I  hare  gal- 
loped orer  my  ten  parishes  these  fomr  days, 
■ntil  this  moment  that  I  am  Just  alighted,  or 
rather*  that  my  poor  jaekass-skeleton  of  a 
herM  has  let  me  down ;  for  the  miserable  deril 
has  been  on  his  knees  half  a  soore  of  times 
Within  the  last  twenty  miles,  telling  me  in  his 
own  way,  *  Behold,  am  not  I  thy  faithftil  Jade 
of  a  h<n«e,  on  whieh  thou  hast  ridden  these 
many  years !' 

In  riiort.  Sir,  I  haTe  broke  my  horse's  wind, 
and  almost  broke  my  own  neck,  besides  some 
iignzies  in  a  part  that  shall  be  nameless,  owing 
to  a  hard-hearted  stone  for  a  saddle.  I  find 
that  erery  offender  has  so  many  great  men  to 
espouse  his  eaose,  that  I  shall  not  be  snxprised 
if  I  am  oommitted  to  the  strong  hold  of  the 
law  to-morrow  for  insolenoe  to  the  dear  finends 
of  the  gentlemen  of  the  eountry, 
I  haTO  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Your  obliged  and  obedient  humble 

B.  B. 


CXdl. 


TO  BB.  MOOBE. 


fne  sobmCi  alloded  to  by  Qprai  were  thoM  of  Char- 
loct»  amitfe !  the  pMt't  copy  b  now  before  me,  with  a 
bw  flBBike  of  kit  pea  OB  the  miif  iu.] 


JhimfiieB,  ExeUe-Offiee,  lith  July,  1790. 
Sim, 
CoMixo  into  town  this  morning,  to  attend  my 
daty  in  this  office,  it  being  collection-day,  I  met 
with  a  gentleman  who  tells  me  he  is  on  his  way 
to  London ;  so  I  take  the  opportonity  of  writing 
to  you,  as  franking  is  at  present  under  a  tem- 
porary death.  I  shall  haye  some  snatches  of 
leisure  through  the  day,  amid  our  horrid  bud- 
aesB  and  bustle,  and  I  diall  improTe  them  as 
weQ  as  I  can;  but  let  my  letter  be  as  stopid  as 
•***•**•*,  as  miscellaneous  as  a  news- 
paper, as  short  as  a  hungry  grace-before-meat, 
or  as  long  as  a  law-paper  in  the  Bouglas  cause ; 
as  ni-spelt  as  country  John's  blUet-doui,  or  as  un- 
sigbtly  a  scrawl  as  Betty  Byre-Macker's  answer 
to  It;  I  hope,  considering  circumstances,  you 
win  forglTe  it;  and  as  it  will  put  you  to  no 
cvpense  of  postage,  I  shall  haye  the  less  reflec- 
tioo  about  it 


I  am  sadly  ungrateful  in  not  returning  you 
my  thanks  for  your  most  yaluable  present,  Z^ 
Iveo.  In  fact,  you  are  in  some  degree  blameable 
for  my  neglect.  Tou  were  pleased  to  express  a 
wish  for  my  opinion  of  the  work,  which  so  flat- 
tered me,  that  nothing  less  would  serre  my 
oyerweening  fancy,  than  a  formal  criticism  on 
t^  book.  In  fact,  I  haye  gravely  planned  a 
comparatiye  yiew  of  you,  Fielding,  lUchardsoB, 
and  Smollett,  in  your  dlffinrent  qualities  and 
merits  as  noyel-writers.  -  This,  I  own,  betrays 
my  ridicnlons  yani^,  and  I  may  probably  neyer 
bring  the  business  to  bear;  and  I  am  fond  of 
the  spirit  young  EBhu  shows  in  the  book  of 
Job — '*ABd  I  said,  I  will  also  declare  my  opi- 
nion," I  haye  quite  disflgmred  my  copy  of  the 
book  with  my  annotations.  I  neyer  take  it  up 
without  at  the  same  time  taking  my  pencil,  and 
marking  with  asterisms;  parentheses,  &c.,  whe^ 
erer  I  meet  with  an  original  thoaght,  a  neryous 
remark  on  life  and  manners,  a  remarkable  well- 
tnmed  period,  or  a  character  sketched  with  un- 
common precision. 

Though  I  should  hardly  think  of  ^irly  wri* 
ting  out  my  **  Comparatiye  View,"  I  shall  cer- 
tainly trouble  you  with  my  remarks,  such  as 
they  are. 

I  haye  Just  reo^yed  from  my  gentleman  that 
horrid  summons  in  the  book  9t  Beyelatiott»— 
"  That  time  shall  be  no  more !" 

The  littie  collection  of  sonnets  haye  some 
charming  poetry  in  them.  If  mdeed  I  am  in- 
debted to  the  fair  author  for  the  book,  and  not, 
as  I  rather  suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  of 
the  other  sex,  I  should  certainly  haye  written  to 
the  lady,  with  my  grateful  ackaowledgmenta* 
and  my  own  ideas  of  the  comparatiye  excellence 
of  her  pieces.  I  would  do  this  last,  not  Irom 
any  yanity  of  thinking  that  my  remarks  could 
be  of  much  consequence  to  Mrs.  Smith,  but 
merely  from  my  own  feelings  as  an  author,  doing 
as  I  would  be  done  by.  B.  B. 


ozom. 

TO  MB.  MUBDOCH, 
TiAOHsa  or  rnxircB,  londoh. 

[The  aceouiit  of  hinuelf,  promlMd  to  Mordoeh  by 
Bum,  wai  neyer  wricten.] 

JEllitland,  July  \(S,  1700. 
Mr  DKAU  Sib,  ' 

I  rnxonyxn  a  letter  from  you  a  long  time  ago, 
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but  unfortnnatelj,  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  my 
peregrinations  and  Jonmeyings  throngh  Scot- 
land, I  mislaid  or  lost  it»  and  1^  oonsequenoe 
your  direction  along  with  it.  Lnckily  my  good 
star  brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr.  Kennedy, 
who,  I  understand,  is  an  aoqnaintanoe  of  yours : 
and  by  his  means  and  mediation  I  hope  to  re- 
place that  link  which  my  unfortunate  ne^geny 
had  so  unluckily  broke  in  the  ohun  of  our  cor^ 
respondenoe.  I  was  the  more  Taxed  at  the  vile 
aecident,  as  my  brother  William,  a  journeyman 
saddler,  has  been  for  some  time  in  London ;  sad 
wished  abore  all  things  for  your  direction,  that 
he  might  have  paid  his  rejects  to  his  father's 
friend. 

His  last  address  he  sent  me  was,  <'  Wm.  Bums, 
at  Mr.  Barber*s,  saddler.  No.  181,  Strand.''  1 
writ  him  by  Mr.  Kenne4y>  but  neglected  to  ask 
him  for  your  address ;  so,  if  you  find  a  spare 
half-minute,  please  let  my  brother  know  by  a 
card  where  and  when  he  will  find  you,  and  the 
poor  fellow  will  joyfully  wait  on  you,  as  one  of 
the  few  BurriTlng  Mends  of  the  man  whose 
name,  an^Christian  name  too,  he  has  the  honour 
to  bear. 

The  next  letter  I  write  you  shall  be  a  long 
one.  I  haTC  much  to  tell  you  of  <*  hair-breadth 
'scapes  in  th'  imminent  deadly  breach,"  with 
all  the  CTontAil  history  of  a  life,  the  eariy  years 
of  which  owed  so  much  to  your  kind  tutorage ; 
but  this  at  an  hour  of  leisure.  My  kindest  com- 
pliments to  Mrs.  Murdoch  and  family. 
I  am  erer,  my  dear  Sir, 

Tour  obliged  friend, 

'R.B. 


OXOIV. 

TO  MB.  M'MUBDO. 

[Thii  hasty  note  wm  aeoompuii^dby  the  iplradid  elefy 
on  Matthew  Henderton,  and  no  one  ooold  better  feel  than 
lI'Mardo,  to  whom  it  U  addreaeed,  the  difference  between 
the  nraiie  of  verae  end  the  clangour  of  politici.] 


JSlUdand,  2dAugua,  1790. 


Sir, 


Now  that  you  are  oyer  with  the  sirens  of  Flat- 
tery, the  harpies  of  Corruption,  and  the  furies 
)f  Ambition,  these  infernal  deities,  that  on  all 
aides,  and  in  all  parties,  preside  over  the  yilla- 
nous  business  of  politics,  permit  a  rustic  muse  of 
*your  acquaintance  tr  do  her  best  to  soothe  you 
wiih  a  song.— 


Ton  knew  Henderson-^I  hnva  not  flsticnd 
his  memory. 

I  haTC  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Tour  obliged  homble  Mrvaat, 

&.B. 


oxov. 

TO  MBa  BUNLOP. 

[Inqnirlei  hare  been  made  In  vain  after  the  auoi  of 
Bnnis*a  ci-devant  friend,  y^ho  had  ao  deeply  wtmarfad  kit 
feelinga.l 

8(A  Augwi,  1790. 
DiAn  Mapax, 

Arm  a  long  day's  toil,  plague^  and  etre,  I 
sit  down  to  write  to  you.  Ask  me  not  irb;  I 
have  delayed  it  so  long  I  It  was  owing  to  hunj, 
indolence,  and  fifty  other  things ;  in  short  to  any 
thing — ^but  forgetftilsess  of  la  pbu  tdmcUt  de  w% 
$exe.  By  the  bye,  you  are  indebted  yoor  best 
courtesy  to  me  for  this  last  complinefit;  as  I 
pay  it  from  my  sincere  conTietion  of  its  traih— 
a  quality  rather  rare  in  compliments  of  these 
grinning,  bowing,  scraping  times. 

Well,  I  hope  writing  to  yov  will  ease  a  little 
my  troubled  souL  Sorely  has  it  been  bnuscd 
to-day  I  A  ci-derant  friend  of  mine,  and  la 
intimate  acquaintance  of  yours,  has  giren  my 
feelings  a  wound  tha|  I  percttre  will  gsngms 
dangerously  ere  it  cure.  He  has  bounded  my 
pride  I  B.  B. 


OXCYI. 
TO  MB.  OUNNIKGHAM. 

[«  The  atrain  of  inveetiTO,**  aaya  the  Jodieions  CvtrU 
of  thia  letter,  «<  goee  on  aone  time  longer  in  the  atyto  i 
which  onr  baid  was  too  apt  to  indnlge,  aad  of  which  a 
render  baa  already  aeen  no  aaeh.**] 

JBZNttad;  8dk  Atigmi^  1790. 

FoBorm  me,  my  once  dear,  and  ever  d« 
friend,  my  seeming  negligence*  Ton  cannot  i 
down  and  fancy  the  busy  life  I  lead. 

1  laid  down  my  goose-feather  to  bent  a 
brains  for  an  apt  simile,  and  had  some  theng^ 
of  a  country  grannum  at  a  family  ehristenx^ 
a  bride  on  the  market-day  before  hernmrriag 
or  a  taTom-keeper  at  an  election-dinner ;  ^ 
the  resemblance  that  hits  my  ftnoy  beat  is,  t| 
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Uaekfoaid  jahemAi,  Satftn,  irho  roams  about 
Hke  a  roaring  lion,  seeldng,  iwrchmff  whom  he 
may  dcroor.  Hoir«r«r,  tosied  abont  at  I  am,  if 
I  ohoooe  (and  irho  voold  not  ehoooe)  to  bind 
down  with  the  erampeta  of  attention  the  braien 
f onndataon  of  integritj,  I  may  rear  up  the  snpcr- 
rtraeture  of  Independenee,  and  from  ita  daring 
tmreta  Ud  deianee  to  the  atoRna  of  fhte.  And 
ia  not  thia  %  *' coasnauBatioa  derontlj  to  be 
wiihedr 

*'Th7  tplrit,  iBdepeadraeB)  let  ne  that*; 

Lord  of  the  Uoa-h— rt,  and  eegle-eye  I 
1%7  ftcps  I  followwith  mj  boiom  bue. 

Nor  hMd  the  itona  that  howla  alofla  the  akj !" 

Are  not  these  noble  Terses  t  They  are  the 
introdnetion  of  Smollett's  Ode  to  Independence: 
if  yon  haTO  not  seen  the  poem,  I  will  send  it  to 
yon. — How  wretched  is  the  man  that  hangs  on 
by  the  fkToars  of  the  great  I  To  shrink  from 
erexy  dignity  of  man,  at  the  approach  of  a  lordly 
piece  of  self-consequenee,  who,  amid  aSl  his 
tinsd  glitter,  and  stately  hauteur,  is  but  a 
creature  formed  as  thou  art— and  perhaps  not 
so  well  formed  as  thou  art— came  into  the  world 
a  puling  infant  as  thou  didst,  and  must  go  out 
of  it,  as  all  men  must,  a  naked  corse. 

ILB. 


OXOVJUL. 
TO  DR.  ANBEBSOK. 

fThe  fentlMDU  to  whom  thia  imperfeet  note  ia  ad* 
draaMd  waa  Dr.  Jaaaea  Aadaraon,  a  wall-kiiowii  agri- 
ealtaral  aad  iniaeallaiiaoaa  writar,  aad  tha  editor  of  a 
weahtf  fluiaeellaoj  called  the  Bee.] 

8a, 

I  AM  much  indebted  to  my  worthy  friend.  Dr. 
Bladdook,  fpr  Introducing  me  to  a  gentleman  of 
Dr.  Anderson's  celebrity ;  but  when  you  do  me 
the  honour  to  ask  my  assistance  in  your  proposed 
publieation,  alas,  Sir  1  you  might  aa  well  think 
to  cheapen  a  little  honesty  at  the  sign  of  an 
adTMatVa  wig,  tut  humility  under  the  Qenera 
band.  I  am  a  miserable  hurried  deril,  worn  to 
the  marrow  in  the  friction  of  holding  the  noses 
of  the  poor  publioans  to  the  grindstone  of  the 
escisel  and,  like  Milton's  Satan,  for  prirate 
tea*ens,  am  forced 

*<To  do  what  yat  thoofh  daiaB*d  I  woald  abhor." 

■  and,  except  a  couplet  or  two  of  honest  exe- 
cration ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

R.B. 


oxovm. 

TO  WILLIAM  TTTLSB,  BSa* 

or    W00DH017SILXX. 

[William  TjUar  was  the  "revered  deTaader  of  the 

hoamtaoiia  Stuart"— a  man  of  gaaius  aad  a  gfatianaa.} 


Lawn  Marktip  AtiguMt,  1790. 


Bn, 


Evoiosnn  I  hate  sent  you  asample  of  tiie  old 
pieces  that  are  stiU  to  be  fovnd  among  ourpe*- 
santiyin  the  west  I  had  enee  a  greatmany  of 
these  fragments,  and  some  of  theee  here,  entire ; 
but  as  I  had  no  idea  then  that  anybody  cared 
for  them,  I  have  forgotten  them.  I  iuTariably 
hold  it  saeiflege  to  add  anything  of  my  own  to 
help  out  with  the  shattered  wrecks  of  these 
Tenerable  old  compoeitiens ;  but  they  haTc  many 
▼arious  readings.  If  yon  hare  not  seen  these 
before,  I  know  they  will  flatter  your  true  old- 
style  Caledonian  feelings ;  at  any  rate  I  am  truly 
happy  to  haTC  an  opportunity  of  assuring  yon 
how  sincerely  I  am,  rerered  Sir, 

Tour  grateftilly  indebted  humble  serrant, 

B.B. 


OZOIZ. 
TO  CBAUFOBD  TAIT,  ESa, 

BDIHBUBOH. 

[Maifarat  Ghaiman  had  aow,  It  appaera  bj  thii  latter, 
haeomaMn.  Lafwia  Hay :  har  Maad,  CharlotU  Hamilton, 
had  baan  for  lonia  tinw  Mn.  Adair,  of  Bearborooch : 
MiM  Nimmo  waa  tha  lady  who  iatrodaead  Baraa  to  the 
fkr-fkmad  Claiiada.] 

£llitLmd,  IM  October,  1790. 
DxAnSn, 

Allow  me  to  introduce  to7our  acquaintanoe 
the  bearer,  Mr.  Wm.  Duncan,  a  Mend  of  mine, 
whom  I  haTC  long  known  and  long  loTcd.  His 
father,  whose  only  son  he  is,  has  a  decent  little 
property  in  Ayrshire,  and  has  bred  the  young 
man  to  the  law,  in  which  department  he  eomea 
up  an  adTcnturer  to  your  good  town.  I  shall 
giTc  you  my  friend's  character  in  two  words : 
aa  to  his  head,  he  has  talenta  enough,  and  more 
than  enough  for  common  lifB ;  as  to  his  hearty 
when  nature  had  kneaded  the  kindly  clay  that 
composes  it,  she  said,  "  I  can  no  more." 

Tou,  my  good  Sir,  were  bom  under  kindet 
stars ;  but  your  fraternal  sympathy,  I  well  know 
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osn  enter  into  the  feelings  of  the  young  mftn» 
who  goes  into  life  with  the  laudable  ambition  to 
do  sometliing,  and  to  be  something  among  his 
fellow-oreatures ;  ,bat  whom  the  oonsoionsness 
of  friendless  obscurity  presses  to  the  earth,  and 
wounds  to  the  soul  I 

Even  the  fairest  of  liis  virtues  are  against 
him.  That  independent  spirit,  and  that  ingenu- 
ous modesty,  qualities  inseparable  from  a  noble 
mind,  are,  with  the  million,  circumstances  not 
a  little  disqualifying.  What  pleasure  is  in  the 
power  of  the  fortonate  and  the  happy,  by  their 
notice  and  patronage,  to  brighten  the  counte- 
nance and  glad  the  heart  of  such  depressed 
youth  I  I  am  not  so  angry  with  manldnd  for 
their  deaf  economy  of  the  purse : — ^the  goods  of 
this  world  cannot  be  divided  without  being  les- 
sened— ^but  why  be  a  niggard  of  that  wliich 
bestows  bliss  on  a  fellow-creature,  yet  takes  no- 
thing from  oor  own  means  of  eigoyment?  We 
wrap  ourselres  up  in  the  cloak  of  our  own 
better  fortone,  and  turn  away  oor  eyes,  lest  the 
wants  and  woes  of  our  brother-mortals  should 
disturb  the  selfish  apathy  of  our  souls  1 

I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world  at  asking  a 
fayour.  That  indirect  address,  that  inmuating 
implication,  which,  without  any  positiYe  request, 
plainly  expresses  your  wish,  is  a  talent  not  to 
be  acquired  at  a  plough-tail.  Tell  me  then,  for 
you  can,  in  what  periphrasis  of  language,  in 
what  circumTolution  of  phrase,  I  shall  envelopei 
yet  not  conceal  this  plain  story. — "My  dear 
Mr.  Tait,  my  friend  Mr.  Duncan,  whom  I  have 
the  pleasure  of  introducing  to  you,  is  a  young 
lad  of  your  own  profession,  and  a  gentleman  of 
much  modesty,  and  great  worth.  Perhaps  it 
may  be  in  your  power  to  assist  him  in  the,  to 
him,  important  consideration  of  getting  a  place ; 
but  at  all  events,  your  notice  and  acquaintance 
will  be  a  very  great  acquisition  to  him ;  and  I 
dare  pledge  myself  that  he  will  never  disgrace 
your  favour." 

You  may  possibly  be  surprised,  Sir,  at  such  a 
letter  from  me ;  'tis,  I  own,  in  the  usual  way  of 
calculating  these  matters,  more  than  our  ac- 
quaintance entitles  me  to;  but  my  answer  is 
short : — ^Of  all  the  men  at  your  time  of  life, 
whom  I  knew  in  Bdinburgh,  you  are  the  most 
accessible  on  the  side  on  which  I  have  assailed 
you.  Tou  are  very  much  altered  indeed  from 
what  you  were  when  I  knew  you,  if  generosity 
point  the  path  you  will  not  tread,  or  humanity 
call  to  you  in  vain. 


As  to  myself,  A  brag  to  whose  interest  I  b^ 
lieve  you  are  still  a  weU*wiaher;  I  aa  hm, 
breathing  at  all  times,  thinking  sometimes,  uid 
rhyming  now  and  then.  Every  situation  Um 
its  share  of  the  CAres  and  pains  of  life,  and  mj 
situation  I  am  persuaded  has  a  fiill  otdisiij 
allowance  of  its  pleasures  and  eigoymenU. 

My  best  compliments  to  your  father  and  Miss 
Tait  If  you  have  aa  opportunity,  plesae  re* 
member  me  in  the  solemn  league  and  covenADt 
of  friendship  to  Mrs.  Lewiff  Hay.  I  am  a  unUk 
for  not  writing  her;  but  I  am  so.  haetai^ 
with  self-accusation  in  that  way,  that  mj  co&< 
science  lies  in  my  bosom  with  scarce  the  sea* 
sibility  of  an  oysUr  in  its  shell.  Where  is  Udj 
M'Eensie?  wherever  she  is,  Qod  bless  heri  I 
likewise  beg  leave  to  trouble  you  witli  coai* 
pliments  to  Idr.  Wm.  Hamilton;  Mrs.  HamUkon 
and  family ;  and  Mrs.  Chalmers,  when  yon  are 
in  that  country.  Should  you  meet  with  Miss 
Nimmo,  please  remember  ae  kindly  to  her. 


00. 


TO 


|;Thia  letter  eontained  the  KMc'e  ▲laxm,  a  latiM  mXtm 
to  help  the  eenie  of  Di.  M'Gill,  who  reeeated  hit  henwr 
mther  than  be  lemoved  from  his  kirk.] 

JRtttte^  179a 
Dbab  Sib, 
Whxthkb  in  the  way  of  ay  trade  I  csa  be 
of  any  service  to  the  Rer.  Doctor,  is  I  fear  very 
doubtfuL  Ajaz's  shield  consisted*  I  think,  ol 
seven  bull-hides  and  a  plate  of  brass,  whldi 
altogether  set  Hector's  utmost  foroe  at  defianoeb. 
Alas  I  I  am  not  a  Hector,  and  the  worthy  Doc^ 
tor*s  foes  are  as  securely  armed  as  Ajax 
Ignorance,  superstldon,  bigotry,  stupidity, 
levolence,  self-conceit,  envy— all  strongly  boimd 
in  a  massy  frame  of  brazen  impudence.  G«3»i 
Qod,  Sir  I  to  such  a  shield,  humour  is  the  pi&el 
of  a  sparrow,  and  satire  the  pop-gun  of  a  school 
boy.  Creation-disgracing  soelerats  such  as  tkej 
God  only  can  mend,  and  the  devil  only  c^j 
punish.  In  the  comprehending  wa^  of  Caligala 
I  wish  they  all  had  but  one  neck.  I  feel  imp< 
tent  as  a  child  to  the  ardour  of  ay  wishes  1  i 
for  a  withering  curse  to  blast  the  gtrvdta  « 
their  wicked  machinations  1  0  for  »  possonots 
tornado,  winged  from  the  torrid  aoaa  of  7«j 
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taru/to  aveep  tlie  fprtading  tnp  of  their 
t&Umioiis  eontri?aiioM  to  the  lowest  hell  I 

KB. 


CCI. 

TO  MB€.  BUNLOP. 

(The  poet  WioCe  oat  leyend  eopiei  of  Tun  o*  SlMiiter 
■ad  Mot  tli«a  to  hii  ftteftdc,  leqaottiog  their  eritieianui : 
he  wroie  fow  ponae  eo  eaivemUj  appludod. 

EttMand^  Jtfovmber,  1790. 

**  As  cold  waters  to  a  thirstj  soul,  so  is  good 
sews  from  a  far  conntrj." 

Fate  has  long  owed  me  a  letter  of  good  news 
from  jon,  in  return  for  the  many  tidings  of  sor- 
row which  I  hare  reeelTed.  In  this  instance  I 
most  cordiaUj  obey  the  aposUe — "  Bcjoice  with 
them  that  do  rcjoioe"—- for  me,  to  imy  for  joy,  is 
no  new  thing;  bnt  tajntach  for  Joj,  as  I  haTO 
done  in  the  commencement  of  this  epistle,  is  a 
pitch  of  extraragant  raptnre  to  which  I  noTcr 
rose  before. 

I  read  your  letter— I  literallj  Jumped  for  J07 
-^How  oonld  snch  a  meronrial  creature  as  a 
poet  Inmpishly  keep  his  seat  on  the  receipt  of 
the  best  news  from  his  best  friend.  I  seiied 
my  gilt-headed  Wangee  rod,  an  instrument  in- 
<JU8pensab1y  necessary  in  my  left  hand,  in  the 
moment  of  inspiration  and  rapture ;  and  stride, 
stride— quick  and  quickei^-out  skipt  I  among 
the  broomy  banks  of  Kith  to  muse  OTor  my  Joy 
by  retail.  To  keep  within  the  bounds  of  prose 
waa  Impoesible.  Mrs.  little's  is  a  more  elegant, 
but  not  a  more  sincere  eompliment  to  the  sweet 
little  fellow,  than  I,  extempore  almost,  poured 
out  to  him  in  the  following  Terses  :— 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  0'  meikle  lore 

And  ward  0'  mony  a  prayer, 
What  heart  0'  stane  wad  thou  na  more, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  an'  fidr. 
November  hirples  o*er  the  lea 

ChiU  on  thy  lorely  form ; 
But  gane,  alas  1  the  shelt'ring  tree 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

I  am  much  flattered  by  your  approbation  of 
my  Ttm  €f  SkanUr,  which  you  express  in  your 
former  letter ;  though,  by  the  bye,  you  load  me 
in  that  add  letter  with  accusations  heavy  and 
many;  to  all  irhlch  I  plead,  not  guUty!  Tour 
book  is^  I  hear,  on  the  road  to  reach  me.    As  j 


to  printing  of  poetry,  when  you  prepare  it  for 
the  press,  you  have  only  to  spell  it  right,  and 
place  the  capital  letters  properly:  as  to  tha 
punctuation,  the  printers  do  that  themselTes. 

I  hare  a  copy  of  Tam  o'  ShanUr  ready  to  send 
you  by  the  first  opportunity:  it  is  too  heavy  to 
send  by  post. 

I  heard  of  Mr.  Corbet  lately.  He,  in  oonse* 
quence  of  your  reoommendation,  is  most  sealoua 
to  serve  me.  Please  favour  me  soon  with  an 
aooount  of  your  good  folks ;  if  Mrs.  H.  is  re- 
covering, and  the  young  genUemaa  doing  weU. 

B.B. 


ocn. 

TO  LADT  W.  M.  CONSTABLE. 

[The  prtmt  allndad  to  wm  a  gold  nnir-boz,  with  a 
poitrut  of  QvMa  Maiy  oa  the  lid.] 

MlUland,  llth  Januofy,  1791. 
Mt  Lady, 
NoTHnro  less. than  the  unlucky  accident  of 
having  lately  broken  my  right  arm,  could  have 
prevented  me,  the  moment  I  received  your  lady- 
ship's elegant  present  by  Mrs.  Biiller,  ftt>m  re- 
turning you  my  warmest  and  most  grateAil 
acknowledgments.  I  assure  your  ladyship,  I 
shall  set  it  apart— the  symbols  of  religion  shall 
only  be  more  sacred.  In  the  moment  of  poetio 
composition,  the  box  shall  be  my  inspiring 
genius.  When  I  would  breathe  the  compre- 
hensive wish  of  benevolence  for  the  happiness 
of  others,  I  shall  recollect  your  ladyship ;  when 
I  would  interest  my  fancy  in  the  distresses  in- 
cident to  humanity,  I  shall  remember  the  unfor* 
tunate  Mary.  B.  B. 


ccni. 

TO  WILLIAM  DUNBAB,  W.  8. 

(Thii  letter  wm  in  aniwer  to  ooo  from  Danbar,  la 
which  the  witty  eolonel  of  the  CroohallaB  FenciblM 
nippoMd  the  poet  had  been  tnndated  to  Elyeinm  to  linf 
to  the  Immortali,  as  hit  Toice  had  not  been  heard  of  late 
oa  earth.] 

BUiilani,  17M  Jmntary,  1791. 
I  AM  not  gone  to  Blysium,  most  noble  colonel, 
but  am  still  here  in  this  sublunary  world,  serv- 
ing my  Qod,  by  propagating  his  image,  and 
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iMBovring  uj  king  by  begetting  Um  lojral  sob- 
Jeetf. 

Many  hvppj  retorns  of  the  eeeson  awut  my 
friend.  May  the  thoniB  of  cere  never  beeet  hU 
peth!  May  peace  be  en  iMMite  of  liie  boeom, 
and  raptore  a  fireqnent  Tiaitor  of  bis  sonl  1  Hay 
the  blood-hounds  of  misfortune  noTor  track  his 
steps,  nor  the  soreeoh-oirl  of  lerrow  alarm  his 
dwelling  1  May  ei^eyment  tell  thy  hours,  and 
pleasure  number  thy  days,  thou  friend  of  the 
bardl  ''Bleesed  be  he  that  blesseth  the%  and 
cursed  be  he  that  curseth  thee  I !  I" 

As  a  further  proof  that  I  am  still  in  the  land 
of  existence,  I  send  you  a  poem,  the  latest  I 
have  composed.  I  have  a  particular  reason  for 
irishing  you  only  to  show  it  to  select  friends, 
should  yon  think  it  worthy  a  friend's  persual ; 
but  if,  at  your  first  leisure  hour,  you  will  favour 
me  with  your  opinion  of,  and  strictures  on  the 
performance,  it  will  be  an  additional  obligation 
on,  dear  Sir,  your  deeply  indebted  humble  ser- 
vant, B.  B. 


OCIV. 
TO  MB.  P£T£B  HILL. 

[The  po«t*«  eloqneat  mpoiitrophe  to  povtrty  hu  no  little 
feeliog  in  It :  he  beheld  the  moaey  whieh  hit  poeme 
bfoBght  melt  eileatly  awmy,  end  he  kwked  to  the  ftituie 
with  more  fear  than  hope.] 

EUuland,  I7th  Janxury,  1791. 
Takb  these  two  guineas,  and  place  them  ever 
against  that  d-mned  account  of  yours  1  which 
has  gagged  my  mouth  theee  five  or  six  months! 
I  can  as  Uttie  write  good  things  as  ap<^gics  to 
the  man  I  ewe  money  to.  0  the  supreme  curse 
of  making  three  guineas  do  the  busses  of  five ! 
Not  all  the  labours  of  Hercules;  not  all  the 
Hebrews'  three  centuries  of  Egyptian  bondage, 
were  such  an  insuperable  business,  such  an 
infernal  task  1 1  Poverty  I  thou  half-sister  of 
death,  thou  couain-german  of  hell :  where  shall 
I  find  foree  of  execration  equal  to  the  amplitude 
of  thy  demerits  T  Oppressed  by  thee»  the  vene- 
rable ancient,  grown  hoary  in  the  practice  of 
every  virtue,  laden  with  years  and  wretched- 
ness, implores  a  little— littie  aid  to  support  his 
existence,  from  a  stony-hearted  son  of  Mammon, 
whose  sun  of  prosperity  never  knew  a  doud ; 
and  is  by  him  denied  and  insulted.  Oppressed 
by  thee,  the  man  of  sentiment,  whose  heart 
glows  with  independence,  and  melts  with  sensi- 


bility, inly  pines  nnder  the  aegleet»  er  write 
in  bittemesB  of  B0«t  under  the  eentomdy  ef 
anogaat,  unfeeling  wealth*  Oppressed  by  thcc^ 
the  eon  of  genius»  whose  ill-eteired  ambi6«o 
plants  him  at  the  tables  ef  the  fashionable  lad 
polite,  must  see  in  sufiTering  sUenee,  his  roaark 
neglected,  and  his  person  despised,  while  ihsl- 
low  greatness  in  his  idiot  attempts  at  wit,  ihsU 
meet  with  conntenaaee  aad  applause.  Korisit 
only  the  family  of  worth  that  have  retsoa  tc 
complain  of  thee:  the  children  ef  folly  aad lice, 
though  in  common  with  thee  the  cff^riag  of 
evU,  smart  equally  under  thy  rod.  Owing  to 
thee,  the  man  of  unfortanate  di^odtion  and 
neglected  education,  is  condemned  aa  a  fool  for 
his  dissipation,  despised  and  shunned  as  a 
needy  wretch,  when  his  follies  as  usual  bxiag 
him  to  want;  and  when  his  nnptindpltd  ne- 
*  cessities  drive  him  to  dishonest  phMticcs,  he  ii 
abhorred  as  a  misereant,  and  perishes  by  the 
justice  of  his  country.  But  ftr  ethcnriee  ii 
the  lot  of  the  man  of  family  aad  fartaaa.  Uk 
early  folUee  and  extravaganee,  eze  ^irit  an4 
fire ;  kU  consequent  wants  are  Ihe  embarrass' 
ments  of  an  honest  fellow ;  and  wheUt  to  rsmedj 
the  matter,  he  has  gained  a  legal  eonunissioD  U 
plunder  distant  provinces,  or  maasaere  peaeefn 
nations,  he  returns,  perhape,  laden  with  th 
spoils  of  rapine  and  murder ;  Uvea  wicked  an 
respected,  and  dies  a  scoundrel  and  a  lord«- 
Nay,  worst  of  all,  alas  for  helpless  woman  I  lb 
needy  prostitute,  who  has  shivered  at  the  coi 
n^  of  the  street,  waiting  to  earn  the  wages  o 
casual  prostitution,  is  left  neglected  and  ii 
suited,  ridden  down  by  the  chariot  wheels  < 
the  coroneted  Bip,  hurrying  on  to  the  guill 
assignation ;  she  who  without  the  same  neec 
sities  to  plead,  riots  nightiy  in  the  same  gull 
trade. 

Well  I  divines  may  say  of  it  what  tihey  pleaa 
but  execration  is  to  the  mind  what  phlebotoj 
is  to  the  body:  the  vitsl  dnices  ef  both  i 
wonderfully  relieved  by  th^  req»eetiT«  cvaci 
tions.  IL  B 


COT. 

TO  MB.  CUNKINQHAU. 

[To  Alexander  Cnimlnghsm  IhepoetfenaiBlly  aoa 
Bleated  hie  favoarite  con^oaitioni.] 

SlMmd.  88JJVasy<ry,  179] 

Maxt  happy  returns  of  the  aaaaoa  e»  ^ 

my  dear  friend  t    Aa  many  of  tha  good  tia 
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tf  iliit  ^6,  M  Is  eoBtlstent  wHh  the  qbuI  mix- 
ture ef  0ood  tad  vfil  in  Uie  cup  ef  being ! 

I  hsTe  Jut  fiuBlaed  a  poem  (Tern  o*  fihanter) 
whieli  you  will  reeem  eneloied.  It  is  my  fint 
eesay  in  the  way  of  teles. 

I  heve  these  serwel  monUks  been  hsmmering 
mt  en  f^tgj  on  the  amieble  end  eoeomplished 
Miss  Bamet.  I  hsTo  got,  end  ean  get,  no  far- 
ther than  the  following  figment,  on  whioh 
please  giTO  me  yovr  strietures.  In  all  kinds  of 
poetio  composition,  I  set  great  store  by  ytmr 
opinion ;  bat  in  sentimental  yerses,  in  the  poetry 
of  the  heart,  no  Roman  Catholie  erer  set  more 
Tslne  on  the  infallibility  of  the  Holy  Father 
than  I  do  on  yonrs. 

I  mean  the  introdnctoty  covplets  as  text 
verses. 

SLEOY 

OS  TRB  lATl  KISS  BVBITIT,  Or  MONBODDO. 

life  ve^er  exalted  in  so  rieh  a  prise 
As  Boraet  lovely  from  her  native  skiee ; 
Mor  envions  death  so  trinmph'd  in  a  blew. 
As  that  whic9i  laid  th'  aecomplish'd  Bamet  low. 


Let  me  hear  from  you  soon.    Adieu  I 


R.B. 


OOVI. 
TO  A.  F.  T7TLER,  ESa 

["I  hKvewMomia  or  life,"  nya  Lovd  WoodbooMlM, 
"  taatad  a  h%ber  enjoTiiieiit  from  any  work  of  ftnini 
than  I  ncairvd  from  Tarn  o'  8hant«r.>'] 


SlBy 


;  February,  1791. 


KovHixo  less  than  the  nnfortonate  accident 
I  have  met  with,  could  liave  prevented  my 
gntsfai  aekBOwledgments  for  your  letter.  His 
own  Isvonxite  poem,  and  that  an  essey  in  the 
walk  of  the  musee  entirely  new  to  him,  where 
eeBseqiiiently  his  hopes  and  fears  were  on  the 
noet  anxions  alarm  for  his  snecess  in  the 
attempt;  to  have  that  poem  so  much  airlanded 
by  one  of  the  first  Judges,  was  the  most  delicious 
tihratiQii  tliat  ever  thrilled  along  the  heart- 
strings of  a  poor  poet.  However,  Providence, 
to  keep  up  the  proper  proportion  of  evil  with 
the  good,  whioh  it  seems  is  necessary  in  this 
Mibluttaiy  state,  th^ght  proper  to  check  my 
exuilatlim  by  a  Tory  serious  misfortune.  A  day 
sv  two  after  I  reoeiTed  your  letter,  my  horse 


eame  down  with  me  and  broke  my  right 
As  this  is  the  first  serrice  my  arm  has  dene  me 
since  its  disaster,  I  find  myeelf  unable  to  do 
more  than  Just  in  general  terms  thank  you  for 
this  additional  iastanoe  of  your  patronage  and 
friendship.  As  to  the  faidts  you  deteoted  in  the 
piece,  they  axe  truly  there:  one  of  them,  the 
hit  at  the  lawyer  and  priest,  I  shall  out  out;  as 
to  the  falling  off  in  the  catastrophe,  for  the  rea- 
son you  Justly  adduoe,  it  cannot  easUy  be  reme- 
died. Tour  approbation,  Bir,  has  g^ven  me 
such  additional  spirits  to  persevere  in  this 
species  of  poetio  eomporition,  that  I  am  already 
revolving  two  or  three  etoriee  in  my  f ea^.  If 
I  can  bring  tiiese  floating  ideas  to  bear  any 
kind  of  embodied  form,  it  will  give  me  addi- 
tional opportunity  of  assuring  you  how  much  I 
hare  the  honour  to  be^  fto.  B.  B. 


ooyn. 
TO  MBS.   DUNLOP. 

[TheelflgyoB  thebaavtiAilMin  Banat,  of  Moaboddo, 
was  laboand  ataloaaly  by  Bom,  bet  it  aevar  raaahed 
the  axcelleBce  of  loine  of  hia  other  eompotitioae.] 

EOUUmd,  7lA  Feb.  1791. 

Wmr  I  tell  you.  Madam,  that  by  a  fall,  not 
from  my  horse,  but  with  my  horse,  I  hare  been 
a  eripple  some  time,  and  that  this  is  the  first 
day  my  arm  and  hand  have  been  able  to  serve 
me  in  writing;  you  wUl  allow  that  it  is  too  yeod 
an  apology  for  my  seemingly  ungrateftil  sUenee. 
I  am  now  getting  better,  and  am  able  to  rhyme 
a  little,  which  Implies  some  tolerable  ease ;  as 
I  cannot  think  that  the  most  poetie  genius  is 
able  to  compose  on  the  raeki 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I  mentioned  to  you 
my  having  an  idea  of  eempodng  an  elegy  on  tiie 
late  Miss  Burnet,  of  Monboddo.  I  had  the 
honour  ef  being  pretty  well  acquainted  with 
her,  and  have  seldom  felt  so  much  at  the  lost 
of  an  aequidntance,  as  when  I  heard  that  so 
amiable  and  accomplished  a  piece  of  Qod*s  work 
was  no  mors.  I  hsTS,  as  yet,  gone  no  farther 
than  the  following  fragment,  of  which  please 
let  me  have  your  opinion.  Tou  know  that  elegy 
is  a  subject  so  much  exhausted,  that  any  new 
idea  on  the  burinees  is  not  to  be  expected :  'tis 
well  if  we  can  plaoe  an  old  idea  in  a  new  li^t 
How  fiff  I  have  succeeded  as  to  this  last,  you 


r^ 


M        r»i 


az 
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will  judge  from  whftt  follows.  I  liftTo  prooeeded 
no  farther. 

Your  kind  letter,  with  your  kind  remimhranee 
ef  your  godson,  came  safb.  This  last,  Madam, 
18  Boaroely  what  my  pride  ean  bear.  Am  to 
the  little  fellow,  he  is,  partiality,  apart,  the 
finest  boy  I  have  for  a  long  time  seen.  He  is 
now  seventeen  months  old,  has  the  small-pox 
and  measles  orer,  has  ont  sereral  teeth,  and 
noTer  had  a  grain  of  doctor's  drags  in  his 
bowels. 

I  am  truly  happy  to  hear  that  the  <<  little 
floweret*'  is  blooming  so  firesh  and  fair,  and 
that  the  '<  mother  plant"  is  rather  recorering 
her  drooping  head.  Soon  and  well  may  her 
<<  cruel  wounds*'  be  healed.  I  haye  written  thus 
for  with  a  good  deal  of  difficulty.  When  I  get 
a  little  abler  yon  shall  hear  farther  from, 

Madam,  yours, 


covm. 

TO  THE  REV.  ARCH.  ALISON. 

[AUmb  wasmncli  i^ratifiad,  it  ii  Mid,  with  tfais  rMOgni- 
tion  of  the  principles  laid  down  in  hit  ingenious  and  popa* 
lar  work.] 

ElUsland,  near  ZHimfries,  lith  Feb,  1791. 
Sib, 
Toir  must  by  this  time  have  set  me  down  as 
one  of  the  most  ungrateful  of  men.  Ton  did 
me  the  honour  to  present  me  with  a  book, 
which  does  honour  to  science  and  the  intel- 
lectual powers  of  man,  and  I  hare  not  eyen  so 
much  as  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  it  The 
fact  is,  you  yourself  are  to  blame  for  it  Flat- 
tered as  I  was  by  your  telling  me  that  you 
wished  to  haye  my  opinion  of  the  work,  the 
old  spiritual  enemy  of  mankind,  who  knows 
well  that  yanity  is  one  of  the  sins  that  most 
eanly  beset  me,  put  it  into  my  head  to  ponder 
oyer  the  performance  with  the  look-out  of  a 
critic,  and  to  draw  up  forsooth  a  deep  learned 
digest  of  strictures  on  a  composition,  of  which, 
!n  fact,  until  I  read  the  book,  I  did  not  eyen 
know  the  first  principles.  I  own.  Sir,  that  at 
'  first  glance,  seyeral  of  your  propositions  star- 
tled me  as  paradoxical.  That  t|ie  martial  clan- 
gour of  a  trumpet  had  something  in  it  yastiy 
more  grand,  heroic,  and  sublime,  than  the  twln- 
gle  twangle  of  a  jew's-harp :  that  the  delicate 
flexure  of  a  rose-twig,  when  the  half-blown 


flower  is  heaty  with  the  tears  of  the  dawn,  wn 
infinitely  more  beautiftil  and  elegant  than  ths 
upright  stab  of  a  burdodc ;  and  that  from  some* 
thing  innate  and  independent  of  all  assodatioos 
of  ideas  ;^these  I  had  set  down  as  irrefragable, 
orthodox  truths,  until  pemting  your  book  shook 
my  faith. — ^In  short,  Sir,  except  BuoUd's  Zl^ 
ments  of  Geometry,  which  I  made  a  shift  to  tQ^ 
rayel  by  toy  Ikther's  fire-side,  in  tlte  winter 
eyening  of  the  first  season  I  held  the  plough,  1 
neyer  read  a  book  which  gaye  me  suoK  a  qusa- 
tum  of  information,  and  added  so  mudh  to  mj 
stock  of  ideas,  as  your  '<  Essays  on  the  Prin- 
ciples of  Taste.**  One  thing,  Sir,  you  mosi  for- 
giye  my  mentioning  as  an  unoommon  merit  io 
the  work,  I  mean  the  language.  To  elothe  ab- 
stract philosophy  in  elegance  of  etyle^  sounds 
something  like  a  contradiction  in  terms;  bel 
you  haye  oonyintfed  me  that  tiiey  are  quite  eosh 
patible. 

I  enclose  you  some  poetio  bigatsBse  of  mj 
late  oomposition.  The  one  in  print  'is  ay  flisl 
essay  in  the  way  of  telllag  a  tale* 

Iamt8ir,&e. 


CCIX. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

[Moore  ndmired  bat  moderatelj  the  beaBtlfnl  httU»d  i 
Qaeen  Mary,  and  the  Elegy  on  Captain  Katthe'w  no 
denon :  Tam  o*  Bhanter  he  thooght  fti!l  of  poetical  beai 
tiM^— Be  again  regteti  that  he  writes  ia  the  lnis«ac«^ 
Scotland.]  ^ 

JBUMand,  20A  JBUfuerr,  1T91. 

I  no  not  know,  Sir,  whether  you  nre  a  s^ 
seriber  to  Orot^MAnUqMei  o/  SeoOmd,  If  y 
are,  the  enolosed  poem  will  not  be  elto^etf 
new  to  you.  Captain  Chrose  did  me  the  Ato 
toeend  me  a  desen  eopiss  of  the  prooif  a^« 
of  which  this  is  onei  Should  you  hmr^  ri 
the  piece  before,  still  thisirill  answer  th«  pr 
eipal  end  I  haye  inylew:  it  will  giye  me  %xioti 
opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  yonv  ^ 
ness  to  the  rustic  bard;  and  also  of  shtyyi 
you,  that  the  abilities  you  haye  been  pTrmj.iJ 
eommend  and  patsoniae  are  stiHeB^kT^^t  in 
way  you  wish. 

The  JSkj^  m  dtplam  Bfnitnomt  is  ak  tril 
to  the  memory  of  a  man  I  loved  aueb.      p 

i  Tam  o'  Shaater. 
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bftve  ia  this  tli«  Btne  adTaaftago  m  Soman  Ca- 
IhoUea;  they  can  be  of  aenioa  to  thwr  firienda 
altos  thoj  hare  paaiod  tliat  bourne  wbere  idl 
other  IdndnoM  ceasei  to  be  of  avaiL  Whether, 
alter  aQ,  either  the  one  or  the  other  be  of  anj 
real  aenrice  to  the  dead,  ia,  I  Dmt,  Tory  proble- 
natieal;  bat  I  am  anre  they  are  highly  grati- 
fying to  the  living:  and  aa  a  Tery  orthodox 
texl^  I  {DVget  where  in  aoriptnre,  aa^  "  what- 
aoerer  ia  not  of  faith  ia  ain ;''  ao  aay  I,  whai- 
soerer  ia  not  detrimental  to  aoeiety,  and  ia  of 
poaitiTe  exjoymttity  ia  of  God,  the  giver  of  all 
good  thinga,  and  onght  to  be  reeuTod  and  en- 
jpfid  by  hia  craatuiea  with  thaahfal  deUgjht. 
Ab  alauwt  all  ay  relii^ona  teneta  originate  from 
ay  heart,  I  am  wonderftiUy  pleaaed  with  the 
idea,  that  I  oan  atiU  keep  np  a  tender  intereonrse 
with  the  dearly  beloTod  ftiend,  or  atill  more 
dearly  beloved  nuatreaai  who  ia  gone  to  the  world 
of  apiritf . 

The  ballad  on  Queen  Maty  waa  began  whOe  I 
waa  ba^  with  Peitjf*  Rdtqun^EngUA  P^Orffm 
By  the  way,  how  mneh  la  every  hoaeat  heart, 
whieh  haa  a  tinetnre  of  Caledonian  pr^adice, 
obBged  to  yoa  for  year  glorioaa  atory  of  Ba- 
ehaaan and  Targe!  'Twaa  anoneqoivocal  proof 
of  yoor  loyal  gallaatryofaoal,  giving  Targe  the 
victory.  I  Bhoald  have  been  mortified  to  the 
groond  if  yoa  had  not. 

I  have  joat  read  oter,  oooe  more  of  many 
timea,  yoor  iWiieo.  I  marked  with  my  pencil, 
aa  I  went  along,  evory  paaaage  that  pleased  me 
pertieolarly  above  the  rest;  and  one  or  two,  I 
think,  which  with  hnmble  deference,  I  am  dia- 
poaed  to  think  oneqoal  to  themerita  of  the  book. 
I  hare  sometimea  thought  to  tranacribe  these 
marked  paasagea,  or  at  leaal  ao  mnch  of  them 
aa  to  point  where  they  are,  and  aend  them  to 
yoa.  Original  atrokea  that  atrongly  depict  the 
hnmaa  heart,  ia  year  and  Fielding'a  provinoe 
beyond  any  other  aoveliat  I  haTe  ever  peroaed. 
Btehardaoo  indeed  might  perh^e  be  excepted; 
boi  onhap^y,  drcmatii  p€nonm  are  beinga  of 
aaethar  worid;  and  howeter  they  may  oaptiTate 
Iha  naexperieneed,  reaiaatie  fancy  of  a  boy  w 
a  ^1,  they  will  everi  in  proportion  aa  we  have 
made  hvman  nature  oar  atody,  diaaatiaiy  oar 
ripcryean. 

Aa  le  my  piiTate  eoneeraa,  I  am  g(^g  on,  a 
au^fy  tax-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  hare 
lately  had  the  Satereat  to  get  myaelf  ranked 
aa  the  lial  «f  exciae  aa  a  an^erviaor.  I  am  not 
yet  employed  aeanoh,  bat  inafewyeara  I  shall 


fan  into  the  file  of  aaperviaorahip  by  aeniori^. 
I  have  had  an  immense  loss  in  the  death  of  the 
Earl  of  Glencaim;  the  patron  from  whom  all 
my  fame  and  fortune  took  ita  riae.  Independent 
of  my  gratefol  attachment  to  him,  which  waa 
indeed  ao  atrong  that  it  pervaded  my  rery  aoul, 
and  waa  entwined  with  the  thread  of  my  exiat- 
ence:  ao  aoon  aa  the  prinoe'a  frienda  had  got  in 
(and  every  dog  you  Imow  haa  hia  day),  my  get- 
ting forward  in  the  exciae  would  haTO  been  aa 
easier  buainesa  than  otherwise  it  will  be. 
Though  this  was  a  consummation  devoutly  to 
be  wiahed,  yet,  thank  Heaven,  I  can  live  and 
rhyme  aa  I  am ;  and  aa  to  my  boys,  poor  little 
fellows!  if  I  cannot  place  them  on  aa  high  an 
elevation  in  life,  aa  I  could  wish,  I  shall,  if  I  am 
Davoured  ao  much  of  the  Disposer  of  events  aa  to 
aee  that  period,  fix  them  on  aa  broad  and  inde- 
pendent a  basis  aa  possible.  Among  the  many 
wiae  adagea  which  have  been  treaaured  up  by 
our  Scottish  ancestora,  this  is  one  of  the  best. 
Better  he  the  head  o*  the  eommonaksff  than  the  taU 
o'  the  gentry. 

But  I  am  got  on  a  subject,  which  however  In- 
tereating  to  me,  is  ofimo  manner  of  consequence 
to  you ;  so  I  shall  give  you  a  short  poem  on  the 
other  page,  and  close  this  with  assuring  you 
how  sincerely  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Toura,  &o, 

B.B. 

Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  book,  which  I 
preaented  to  a  Tory  young  lady,  whom  I  had 
formerly  characterised  under  the  denomination 
of  TheSoMBud,  **• 


OOX. 

TO  MB.  GUNNINOHAM. 

[CoBBiayham  eoold  tall  a  marrj  atory,  and  ting  a  hn- 
moioiia  ■oag ;  nor  waa  he  withoat  a  faallog  for  tlie  deep 
■MuibUitiM  of  Ui  friaad'a  varM.] 

MitUmd,  12th  Jliareh,  1791. 
Ir  the  foregoing  piece  be  worth  your  stric- 
tures, let  me  have  them.  For  my  own  part,  a 
thing  that  I  have  Just  composed  always  appeara 
through  a  double  portion  of  that  partial  medium 
in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  hia  own  worka. 
I  believe  in  general,  novels  haa  something  in  it 
that  inebriates  the  fancy,  and  not  unfrequentiy 
dissipates  and  fames  away  like  other  intoxica- 
tion, and  leavea  the  poor  patient,  as  usual, 


1 


4»ik 


6ENEBAL  0OBRK8PONDBNCE 


9fk  aohing  hf  urt  A  ■trikiiig  iastaoee  of  tUs 
qpght  be  adduced,  in  t&e  reToluUoa  Of  mnoj  a 
hjrmeaeal  honeymooiL  Bat  leet  I  sink  into 
Btnptd  pn»e»  and  ao  aaexilegionsly  iatroda  on 
the  offioe  of  my  paaah-prieet,  I  shall  fill  op  the 
page  in  ay  own  waj,  and  giTO  you  another  soag 
of  my  late  oomposition*  whioh  irill  appear  per^ 
haps  in  Johnson's  work*  as  well  aa  the  fdrmer. 
You  must  know  a  hehntifol  JacoUle  axTt 
l^er^U  nntr  b$  peaee  *tiU  Jamie  come»  home, 
Vhen  poUtieal  oombnstion  eeases  to  be  the  ob- 
ject of  princes  and  patriots,  it  then  you  know 
beoomes  the  lawf  al  prey  of  historians  and  poets. 

9y  yon  castle  wa'  at  the  olose  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey; 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  fast  down 


oomes 


There'U  neyer  be  peace  till 


If  yon  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stansas  hit  your 
iknoy,  you  cannot  imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how 
much  you  would  oblige  me,  if  by  the  charms  of 
your  delightfid  Toice,  you  would  giro  my  honest 
effusion  to  ''  the  memory  of  joys  that  are  past," 
to  the  few  Mends  whom  you  indulge  in  that 
pleasure.  But  I  hare  scribbled  on  'till  I  hear 
the  clock  has  intimated  the  near  approach  of 

That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane.— 

So  good  night  to  yon  I  Sound  be  your  sleep,  and 
delectable  your  dreams  I  Apropos,  how  do  yon 
like  this  thought  in  a  ballad,  I  hare  just  now 
on  the  tapis  ? 

I  look  to  the  west  when  I  gae  to  rest, 
That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may 
be; 

Far,  far  in  the  west  is  he  I  lo'e  beat, 
The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me ! 

Good  nighty  onoe  more,  and  God  bless  you ! 

B.B. 


COXI. 
TaXB.  ALBXANDEB  DALZBJ; 

fAOTOJt,  fIVDLATSTON. 

[Gromek  My*  that  Alaxandar  Dalzal  introdaeed  the 
poetry  of  Bams  to  the  notice  of  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  who 
canM  the  Kllmtmoek  edition  with  him  to  Edinbaiyh,  | 


■al  beiged  thai  the 
Tiewaiatbewodd 


hie 
i 


wmld  let  him  kM«  wWt 
,  that  he Bi^t teitherlhM 

JBUuianO,  19a  March^  179L 
Mt  DXAn  Snt, 

I  HATX  taken  tha  UUrtj  to  tnak  thia  letter 
to  you,  as  it  encloses  an  Idle  poem  of  mine, 
which  I  send  you;  and  God  knows  jron  may 
perhape  pay  dear  enough  for  it  if  you  reed  H 
through,  l^ot  that  this  is  my  own  opinion ;  but 
the  author,  by  the  time  he  has  oomposed  and 
oonreoted  bis  work,  has  quite  pored  awny  sD 
his  powers  of  critical  discrimination. 

I  can  easily  guess  firom  my  own  hearty  whst 
yon  haTO  felt  on  a  lata  aM»Bt  aebmoho^  arenL 
God  knows  what  I  haTa  softiro^  at  tlie  loaa  of 
my  best  friend,  n^  first  and  deanst  patx«a  and 
beneliMtor;  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  all  tbal  I 
am  and  hare !  I  am  gona  into  monniivg  ftt 
him,  and  with  mora  rineeri^  of  grief  than  I 
fear  some  will,  who  by  nature's  tics  »u|^  to 
Ibel  on  the  ooearion. 

I  win  be  exceedingjly  (obliged  to  yon^  indeed, 
to  let  me  know  the  news  of  the  noUa  fiuailf, 
how  the  poor  mother  and  the  two  risten  np^ 
port  their  loss.  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  baga* 
telles  ready  to  send  to  Lady  Betfy,  when  I  saw 
the  Ihtal  tidings  in  the  newspaper.  I  see  by  tiha 
same  channel  that  the  honoured  naHAXss  of  mf 
noble  patron,  are  designed  to  be  breo^  te  the 
family  burial-plaoa.  Bare  I  trouble  yon  to  1st 
me  know  priTately  before  the  day  of 
that  I  may  ovoas  the  eountiy,  aaid  steal 
the  orowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  si^  of  wj 
OTor  roTcred  beneiketort  It  will  oblige  ma 
beyond  eq^ression.  &  SL 


«OXIZ. 

TO  MBS.  GBAHAU, 
o»  vigxnAT. 

[tin,  Gnham,  of  Fiatiay,  mt  both  at  a  lady 
Beottiih  CBS,  the  tealaf  LanaBftonhalhIr  and 
Bate  prtaean,  whWi  tkli  letter  eoateiBei^ 

StUtltmd^  1791« 
Madam, 

WnxTHin  it  is  that  the  stoxy  of  oor  Vary 

Queen  of  Soots  hea  a  peculiar  ellect  on  tte 

feelings  of  a  poet,  or  whether  I  haTo,  in  the  e»> 

closed  ballad,  sueeeeded  beyond  my  usual  podia 

sucoess,  I  know  not ;  but  it  has  pleaaed  aa*  be* 

yond  any  effort  of  my  aoae  for  n  9»od  wlilt 


: 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


4SS 


pftsi;  oa  tksl  ■eooont  I  enelose  it  ptrtioiilarly 
to  jott.  It  is  tme,  the  poritj  of  my  motlTes 
iD«j  be  suspected.  I  am  already  deeply  in- 
debted to  Mr.  Qraham's  goodness ;  and  what,  m 
the  utual  vayi  of  mm,  is  of  infinitely  greater  im- 
portance, Mr.  G.  can  do  me  senrice  of  the  ut- 
most importance  in  time  to  come.  I  was  bom  a 
poor  dog ;  and  hoireTer  I  may  occasionally  pick 
a  better  bone  than  I  need  to  do,  I  know  I  mnst 
lire  and  die  poor:  but  I  will  indulge  the  flatter- 
ing faith  that  my  poetry  will  considerably  out- 
Uto  my  poverty ;  and  without  any  fustian  affec- 
tation of  spirit,  I  can  promise  and  ai&rm,  that  it 
aiDst  be  no  ordinary  craiing  of  the  latter  shell 
•rer  make  me  do  anything  iigurious  to  the  honest 
feme  of  the  former.  Whalerer  may  be  my 
CsUings,  for  failings  are  a  part  of  hnmsn  nature, 
may  they  eyer  be  those  of  a  generous  heart,  and 
an  independent  mind !  It  is  no  fault  of  mine 
that  I  was  Ixftn  to  dependence ;  nor  is  it  Mr. 
Graliam's  ehiefest  praise  that  he  can  command 
influence ;  but  it  is  his  merit  to  bestow,  not  only 
with  the  kindness  of  a  brother,  but  with  the 
politeness  of  a  gentleman ;  and  I  trust  it  shall 
be  mine,  to  receiye  with  thankftilness,  and  re- 
member with  undiminished  gratitude. 

S.B. 


ccxni. 

TO  HB&  GBAHAM, 

or  rilTTBAT. 

[The  IbUowiBf  letter  wmi  written  on  the  blank  leaf  of 
•  aew  editioa  of  bii  poems,  preaeated  by  the  poet,  to  one 
whoa  h*  regarded,  and  joatly,  as  a  patroneM.] 

Ir  is  probable,  Madam,  that  this  page  may 
be  read,  when  the  hand  that  now  writes  it  shall 
be  mouldering  in  the  dust :  may  it  then  bear 
witness,  that  I  present  you  these  Tolumes  as 
a  tribute  of  gratitude,  on  my  part  ardent  and 
sincere,  as  your  and  Mr.  Graham's  goodness 
to  me  has  been  generous  and  noble  1  May  cTery 
ehild  of  yours,  in  the  hour  of  need,  find  such  a 
friend  as  I  shall  teach  erery  child  of  mine,  that 
their  father  found  in  you. 


Vt 


ef 


OOZIY. 
TO  THS  BSY.  G.  BAIRD. 


pmpmed  to  pebttah  a  new  editioa  of  the  poems 
C  Bmee,  bj  nhserlptioB,  and  give  the  pioflts 


to  hie  mother,  a  woman  eighty  yeara  old,  and  poor  aal* 
helplera,  and  Bama  waa  naked  for  a  poem  to  (ire  n  neW 
impalae  to  the  publieatioiv] 

mUilmd,  1791. 
BxTKuirD  Six, 

Vht  did  you,  my  dear  Sir,  write  to  me  ia 
such  a  hesitating  style  on  the  business  of  poor 
Bruce  ?  Don't  I  know,  and  have  I  not  flelt,  the 
many  ills,  the  peculiar  ills  that  poetic  flesh  is 
heir  to  ?  Tou  shall  haTo  your  choice  of  all  the 
unpublished  poems  I  haye;  and  had  your  letter 
had  my  direction,  so  as  to  hare  reached  me 
sooner  (it  only  came  to  my  hand  this  moment), 
I  should  hsTo  directly  put  you  out  of  suspense 
on  the  subject  I  only  ask,  that  some  prefatoiy 
adyertisement  in  the  book,  sa  well  as  the  sub- 
scription bills,  may  bear,  that  the  publication 
is  solely  for  the  benefit  of  Bruce's  mother.  I 
would  not  put  it  in  the  power  of  ignorance  to 
surmise,  or  malice  to  insinuate,  that  I  clubbed 
a  share  in  the  work  from  mercenary  motiyes. 
Nor  need  you  giye  me  credit  for  any  remaric- 
able  generosi^  in  my  part  of  the  business.  I 
haye  such  a  host  of  peccadilloes,  failings,  follies* 
and  backslidings  (anybody  but  myself  might 
perhaps  giye  some  of  them  a  worse  appellation), 
that  by  way  of  some  balance,  howeyer  trifling, 
in  the  account,  I  am  fain  to  do  any  good  thai 
occurs  in  my  yevy  limited  power  to  a  fellow^ 
creature.  Just  for  the  selflsh  purpose  of  clearing 

a  littie  the  yista  of  retrospectioB. 

KB. 


OCXV. 
TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Praneb  Wallace  Bama,  the  godaon  of  Mra.Dnnlop, 
to  whom  thia  letter  refera,  died  at  the  age  of  footteea-* 
he  wna  a  fine  and  a  promiaiaf  yovth.] 

muland,  \\(k  AprO,  1791. 
I  AM  once  more  able,  my  honoured  friend,  to 
return  you,  with  my  own  hand,  thanks  for  the 
many  instances  of  your  friendship,  and  particu- 
larly for  your  kind  anxiety  in  this  last  disaster, 
that  my  evil  genius  had  in  store  for  me»  How- 
ever, Eft  Is  chequered— Joy  and  sorrow — ^for  on 
Saturday  mondng  last,  Mrs.  Bums  made  me  a 
present  of  a  flne  boy ;  rather  stouter,  but  not 
so  handsome  as  your  godson  was  at  his  time  of 
life.  Indeed  I  look  on  your  littie  namesake  to 
be  my  chtf  d'ctuvr*  in  that  spedes  of  manufao* 
ture,  as  I  look  on  Tam  o'  Shanter  to  be  m^ 
standard  performance  in  the  poetical  line.   'TU 
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ttOLtf  both  the  one  and  the  other  discorer  a  spice 
of  roguish  waggery,  that  might  perhaps  be  as 
well  spared;  bat  then  tl#ey  also  show,  in  my 
opision,  a  force  of  genins  and  a  finishing  polish 
that  I  despair  of  ever  excelling.  Mrs.  Bums  is 
getting  stout  again,  and  lud  as  lustily  about  her 
to-day  at  breakfast,  as  a  reaper  from  the  com- 
xidge.  That  is  the  peculiar  privilege  and  bless- 
ing of  our  hale,  sprightly  damsels,  that  are  bred 
among  the  Aoy  and  heather.  We  cannot  hope  for 
that  highly  polished  mind,  that  charming  deli- 
oaoy  of  soul,  which  is  found  among  the  female 
world  i&  the  more  elcTated  stations  of  life,  and 
which  is  certainly  by  far  the  most  bewitching 
charm  in  the  famous  cestus  of  Venus.  It  is  in- 
deed such  an  inestimable  treasure,  that  where 
it  can  be  had  in  its  natiye  heayenly  purity,  un- 
Btained  by  some  one  or  other  of  the  many  shades 
of  affeotatioUy  and  unalloyed  by  some  one  or 
other  of  the  many  qtecies  of  caprice,  I  declare 
to  HeaTon,  I  should  think  it  cheaply  purchased 
at  the  expense  of  every  other  earthly  good  I 
But  as  this  angelic  creature  is,  I  am  afraid, 
extremely  rare  in  any  station  and  rank  of  life, 
and  totally  denied  to  such  a  humble  one  as  mine, 
we  meaner  mortals  must  put  up  with  the  next 
rank  of  female  excellence — ^as  fine  a  figure  and 
faeo  we  can  produce  as  any  rank  of  life  what- 
•rer ;  rustic,  native  grace ;  unaffected  modesty, 
and  unsullied  purity ;  nature's  mother- wit,  and 
the  rudiments  of  taste ;  a  simplicity  of  soul,  un- 
suspicious of,  because  unacquainted  with,  the 
crooked  ways  of  a  selfish,  interested,  disingenu- 
ous world ;  and  the  dearest  charm  of  all  the  rest, 
a  yielcUng  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  a  gener- 
ous warmth  of  heart,  grateful  for  love  on  our 
part»  and  ardently  glowing  with  a  more  than 
equal  return;  these,  with  a  healthy  frame,  a 
eoupd,  vigorous  constitntion,  which  your  higher 
ranks  can  scarcely  ever  hope  to  enjoy,  are  the 
charms  of  lovely  woman  in  my  humble  walk  of 
life. 

This  is  the  greatest  effort  my  broken  arm  has 
yet  made.  Do  let  me  hear,  by  first  post,  how 
cher  petit  Monsieur  comes  on  with  his  small-pox. 
May  almigh^  goodness  preserve  and  restore 
him!  B.  B. 


COXVI. 


TO 


[That  las  worlci  found  their  way  to  the  newspapers, 
need  have  occasioned  no  surprise :  the  poet  gave  copies 


of  his  favourite  pieces  freely  to  his  friends,  ae  bod  ti 
they  were  wfitton :  who,  in  fheir  turn,  spread  theirisai 
among  their  acquaintances.] 

BlUtUuid,  1791. 
DiA&SiB, 

I  AM  exceedingly  to  blame  in  not  writing  yon 
long  ago ;  but  the  truth  is,  that  I  am  the  most 
indolent  of  all  human  beings ;  and  when  I  ma- 
triculate in  the  herald's  office,  I  intend  that 
my  supporters  shall  be  two  sloths,  my  crest  a 
slow-worm,  and  the  motto,  **  Deil  tak  the  fore- 
most" So  much  by  way  of  apology  for  not 
thanking  you  sooner  for  your  kind  execution  of 
my  commission. 

I  would  have  sent  you  the  poem ;  but  some- 
how or  other  it  found  its  way  into  the  publio 
papers,  where  you  must  have  seen  it. 
I  am  ever,  dear  Sir, 

Yours  sinoerelyy 

«       B.B. 


ccxvn. 


TO 


[This  singular  letter  was  sent  by  Bums,  it  is  believed, 
to  a  critiOi  who  had  taken  him  to  task  aboat  obecura  Us- 
guage,  and  imperibetgnmmar.] 

mUtland,  1791. 
Tboit  eunuch  of  language :  thou  Knglishman, 
who  never  was  south  the  Tweed :  thou  scrrile 
echo  of  fashionable  barbarisms:  thou  quack, 
vending  the  nostrums  of  empirical  elocution: 
thou  marriage-maker  between  vowels  and  can- 
sonants,  on  the  Gretna-green  of  caprice :  thou 
cobler,  botching  the  flimsy  socks  of  bombast 
oratory :  thou  blacksmith,  hammering  the  rivets 
of  absurdity:  thou  butcher,  imbruing  thy  hands 
in  the  bowels  of  orthography:    thou   arch- 
heretic  in  pronunciation:  thou  pitch-pipe  of 
affected  Emphasis:  thou  carpenters  mortising  the 
awkward  joints   of  Jarring  sexitenoea:   thuu 
squeaking  dissonance  of  cadence:  thou  pimp  of 
gender :  thou  Lion  Herald  to  aiUy  etymology : 
thou  antipode  of  grammar :  thou  executioner  of 
construction :  thou  brood  of  the  speeeh-distraci- 
,  ing  builders  of  the  Tower  of  Babel ;  thou  lingual 
confusion  worse  confounded:  thou  scapa-gallows 
firom  the  land  of  syntax:  thou  scaTenger  of 
mood  and  tense:  thou  murderous  accoucheur 
of  infant  learning ;  thou  ignUfatmu^  misleading 
the  steps  of  benighted  ignorance :  thou  pckle- 
herring  in  the  puppet-show  of  nonBenae:  Choaa 
faithful  recorder  of  barbiroua  Idiom:   thoa 
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penMQtor  of  sjlIabicaUon :  thou  balelhl  meteor, 
f oretelliog  and  faoilitating  the  rapid  approach 
of  Nox  and  Erebus.  B.  B. 


ccxvni. 


TO  MB.  CUNNINGHAM. 

[To  CUrka,  the  8cliooliii«it«r,  BonU|  it  ic  wid,  •<!- 
drecsed  tererm]  lettorti  which  on  his  doath  were  put  into 
tb«  Art  by  his  widow,  bscaass  of  their  licenao  of  lan- 
ffonco.] 

ll^A  June,  1791. 

LsT  me  interest  yon,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
in  behalf  of  the  gentleman  who  waits  o»  jon 
with  this.  He  is  a  Mr.  Clarke,  of  Moffat,  prin- 
cipal schoolmaster  there,  and  is  at  present  suf- 
fering sererely  under  the  persecution  of  one  or 
two  powerAil  indiyiduals  of  his  employers.  He 
is  accused  of  harshness  to  boys  that  were 
placed  under  his  care.  God  help  the  teacher, 
if  a  man  of  sensibility  and  genius,  and  such  is 
my  friend  Clarke,  when  a  booby  father  presents 
him  with  his  booby  son,  and  insists  on  lighting 
up  the  rays  of  science,  in  a  fellow's  head  whose 
skull  Is  impervious  and  inaccessible  by  any 
other  way  than  a  positive  fracture  with  a  cud- 
gel z  a  fellow  whom  in  fact  it  savours  of  impiety 
to  attempt  making  a  scholar  of,  as  he  has  been 
marked  a  blockhead  in  the  book  of  fate,  at  the 
almighty  fiat  of  his  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffat-school  are,  the  minis- 
ters, magistrates,  and  town-council  of  Edin- 
burgh, and  as  the  business  comes  now  before 
them,  let  me  beg  my  clearest  friend  to  do  eveiy- 
thing  in  his  power  to  serve  the  interests  of  a 
man  of  genius  and  worth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
particularly  respect  and  esteem.  Tou  know 
some  good  fellows  among  the  magistracy  and 
eouncUy  but  particularly  you  have  much  to  say 
with  a  reverend  gentleman  to  whom  you  have  the 
honour  of  being  very  nearly  related,  and  whom 
this  country  and  age  have  had  the  honour  to  pro- 
duce. I  need  not  name  the  historian  of  Charles 
jr.  I  tell  him  through  the  medium  of  his 
nephew's  influence,  that  Mr.  Clarke  is  a  gentle- 
man who  will  not  disgrace  even  his  patronage. 
I  know  the  merits  of  the  cause  thoroughly,  and 
say  it,  that  my  friend  is  falling  a  sacrifice  to 
prejudiced  ignorance. 

Qod  help  the  children  of  dependence  I  Hated 
and  persecuted  by  their  enemies,  and  too  often, 
■las  I  almost  unexceptionably,  recdived  by  their 


friends  with  disrespect  and  reproach,  under  the 
thin  disguise  of  cold  civility  and  humiliatiBg 
adrice.  0!  to  be  a  sturdy  savage,  stalking  In 
the  pride  of  his  independence,  amid  the  solitary 
wilds  of  his  deserts ;  rather  than  in  civilised 
life,  helplessly  to  tremble  for  a  subslstenee, 
precarious  as  the  caprice  of  a  fellow-creature  t 
Every  man  has  his  rirtues,  and  no  man  is  with- 
out his  failings ;  and  curse  en  that  privileged 
plain-dealing  of  friendship,  which,  in  the  hour 
of  my  calamity,  cannot  reach  forth  the  helping 
hand  without  at  the  same  time  pointing  out 
those  failings,  and  apportioi^ng  them  their 
share  in  procuring  my  present  distress.  My 
friends,  for  such  the  world  calls  ye,  and  such  ye 
think  yourselves  to  be,  pass  by  my  virtues  if 
you  please,  but  do,  also,  spare  my  follies :  the 
first  will  witness  in  my  breast  for  themselves, 
and  the  last  will  give  pain  enough  to  the  Inge* 
nuous  mind  without  you.  And  since  deviating 
more  or  less  firom  the  paths  of  propriety  and 
rectitude,  must  be  incident  to  human  nature,  do 
thou.  Fortune,  put  it  in  my  power,  always  twm 
myself,  and  of  myself,  to  bear  the  consequence 
of  thosi  errors !  I  do  not  want  4^  be  ind** 
pendent  that  I  may  sin,  but  I  want  to  be  ind** 
pendent  in  my  sinning. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter  to  the  sob* 
ject  I  set  out  with,  let  me  recommend  my  friend, 
Mr.  Clarke,  to  your  acquaintance  and  good  of* 
fices ;  his  worth  entities  him  to  the  one,  and  hie 
gratitude  will  merit  the  other.  I  long  much  to 
hear  firom  you. 

Adieu! 

B.B. 


COXIZ. 
TO  THE  EABL  OF  BUCHAN. 

[Lord  Buehnn  printed  this  Isttsr  ia  Us  Esssj  on  the 
Life  of  Thomson,  in  1703.  His  lordship  invited  Bams  to 
lenve  his  com  onrenpsd,  wnlk  ftom  Ellislsnd  to  Dryba^b, 
nad  help  him  lo  erown  Thomson's  bust  with  bnys,  on  Ed- 
nnm  HilK  on  the  S9d  of  September.] 

EOiOand,  Augmi  29(A,  1791. 
Mt  Lobd, 
Laxocagk  sinks  under  the  ardour  of  my  feel- 
ings when  I  would  thank  your  lordship  for  the 
honour  you  have  done  me  in  inriting  me  to  make 
one  at  the  coronation  of  the  bust  of  Thomson. 
In  my  first  enthusiasm  in  reading  the  card  you 
did  me  the  honour  to  write  me,  I  orerlooked 
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fT€^obBU(ol«,ft&dd«t«nBUiAdtogo;  batlter 
it  vill  not  be  in  nj  power.  A  veek  or  two'e 
$hm»o%t  in  tho  jvry  middle  of  my  harreet,  is 
whU  X  mnoh  doubt  I  dare  not  Tentnre  on.  I 
onoe  already  made  %  pilgrimage  ^  the  .whole 
oonree  of  the  Tweed,  and  fondlj  would  I  take 
the  same  delightfttl  Jonxney  down  the  windings 
of  that  delightftil  stream. 

Tour  lordship  hints  at  an  ode  for  the  oeoanon : 
bnt  who  would  write  after  Collins  t  I  read 
OTsr  his  Terses  to  the  memory  of  Thomson,  and 
despaired.— I  got  indeed  to  the  length  of  three 
or  four  stansas,  in  the  way  of  address  to  the 
■hade  of  the  bard,  on  orowning  his  bast  I 
shaU  trouble  your  lordship  with  the  snbjoined 
eopy  of  them,  which,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  but  too 
oonrineing  a  proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the 
task.  However,  it  affords  me  an  opportunity 
of  approaohing  your  lordship,  and  declaring  how 
ainoerely  and  grateftiUy  I  have  the  honour  to 
b^4e.,  B.B. 


^  OCXS.  * 

TO  MR.  THOMAS  SLOAN. 


(TbovMSkMawst  a  Witt  of  Sootlaad  mBB,  sad  ttemi, 
tbongh  not  mnch  ia  oomtpoBdeoet}  to  ha?e  bem  on  inti- 
mta  toniM  with  Buraa  J 

JBUithai,  8q>L  1, 1791. 
Mt  dka»  Sloav, 

SvsFursB  is  worse  than  disappointment,  for 
that  reason  I  hurry  to  tell  you  that  I  Just  now 
learn  that  Blr.  Ballantyne  does  not  choose  to 
interfere  more  in  the  business.  I  am  truly 
sorry  for  it,  but  cannot  help  it 

Tou  blame  me  for  not  writing  you  sooner, 
butyouwUl  please  to  recollect  that  you  omitted 
one  little  necessary  piece  of  infonAation  ;-~your 
address. 

However,  you  know  equally  well,  my  hurried 
life,  indolent  temper,  and  strength  of  attach- 
ment It  must  be  a  longer  period  than  the 
longest  life  *'  in  the  world's  hale  and  undegene- 
rate  days,"  that  will  make  me  forget  so  deaf  a 
friend  as  Bfr.  Sloan.  I  am  protUgal  enough  at 
times,  but  I  will  not  part  with  such  a  treasure 
as  that 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  mbarrat  of  your 
present  situation.  Tou  know  my  faTourite  quo- 
tation from  Youngs 

"  Ob  leaaon  bnild  Rxiolvs  I 
That  eolana  of  trao  najMty  ia  nua ;" 


and  thai  other  ftrTonrite  one  from 
Alfred— 

'*  What  praraa  fha  hero  tndy  •kxat, 
U  aavar,  aaTwr  to  da^air." 

Or  shall  I  qnote  you  an  author  of  yoor  so* 

quaintance  t 

i<  .-.Whather  Dooe,  •vsntBise,  oi  vosmMJUsa, 
Yon  nay  do  mitactoa  by— vaaaxrzaiw.*' 

I  haTO  nothing  new  to  tell  yon.  The  few 
friends  we  have  arc  going  en  is  the  eld  wqr* 
I  sold  my  crop  on  Hda  day  se'enni^it,  and  sstd 
it  Toxy  welL  A  guinea  an  acre,  on  an  a^venge, 
aboTO  value.  Bat  sueh  a  scene  of  drunkenness 
was  hardly  oTor  seen  in  this  eountxy.  After 
the  roup  was  oyer,  about  thirfy  people  engaged 
in  a  battie,  every  man  for  his  own  hand,  and 
fought  it  out  for  three  hours.  Nor  was  the 
scene  much  better  in  the  house.  Ho  fighting, 
indeed,  but  folks  lying  drunk  on  the  floor,  and 
decanting,  until  both  my  dogs  got  §o  drunk  by 
attending  them,  that  they  ooul^  not  stand.  Ton 
wiU  easily  guess  how  I  enj^^ed  te  scene ;  as  I 
was  no  farther  over  than  you  used  to  see  me. 

Mrs.  B.  and  famUy  have  been  in  Aynhire 
these  many  weeks. 

Farewell ;  and  Ood  bless  yon,  my  dear  friod  I 

B.B. 


ocxxr. 

TO  LADY  E.  CUNNINGHAM. 

[The  poam  aaclof»d  waa  tha  Lameat  for  liaaw, 
of  Glaneaira :  it  i»  piobabla  that  tha  EaTl*a  liilar  Ukad 
tha  rariat,  for  they  wtra  priatad  Booa  aflarvai^.] 

Mt  Ladt, 
I  wouu),  as  ususl,  have  UTailed  myself  of  the 
pririlege  your  goodness  has  allowed  me,  of  send- 
ing you  anything  I  compose  in  n^  poetical  wa^y ; 
but  as  I  had  resolTod,  so  soon  as  the  shock  of 
my  irreparable  loss  would  aUow  me,  to  paj  n 
tribute  to  my  late  benefactor,  I  determined  to 
make  that  the  first  piece  I  should  do  my*^  the 
honour  of  sending  you.    Had  the  wing  of  i^ 
fancy  been  equal  to  the  ardour  of  my  heart*  the 
enclosed  had  been  much  more  worthy  your  pern- 
sal :  as  it  is,  I  beg  leare  to  lay  it  nt  your  1*47* 
ship's  feet    As  all  the  world  knows  my  obUginr 
tions  to  the  late  Earl  of  Glencaim,  I  would  yriA 
to  show  as  openly  that  my  heart  i^owa,  and  wHl 
ever  glow,  with  the  most  grateAil  Bttmm  and  vie- 
membrance  of  his  lordship's  goodnfm      Ue 
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■Mnldia  myadf  Hi*  hoaodr  to  iretr  to 
lofdriiip't  B«m(«7,  wero  not  iho  **  mookery  of 
woo."  Nor  ahftll  mj  gntUndo  perfih  nith  mo ! 
—if  mmoiig  mj  ehildrai  I  thaZl  hero  a  ion  that 
fan*  howt,  ko  tkaXL  kaad  it  down  to  lib  ohild 
M  n  family  konoar,  and  a  fkmily  doM|  tbat 
my  deanot  fJalmmo  I  owa  to  tko  noble  konso 
of  Glenoakml 

I  vaa  akoat  to  SigTi  ny  la^,  tkat  if  yon  tkink 
tim  poom  mayvintnro  to  mo  tko  ligkt,  I  wonld, 
In  iomo  way  or  otk«lr,  glir«  it  to  the  world. 

B.B. 


CWXXTT. 

TO  MB.  AI5SLIE. 

[It  hu  bam  Mid  thattiia  pMllofsd  toagfimTmU  hi*  fol« 
Itot  to  hifl  friepds :  bat  tbat  thii  ton*  of  aff(T«Tmtion  wu 
oUcB  IroBietl,  fhli  lettarj  u  well  m  others,  might  be 
Oilii.] 

muima,  1791. 
Ht  nun  AoifUB, 

Gi4n  yon  minister  to  a  mind  diseaoedT  ean 
yon,  amid  tiie  korron  of  peniteaoe,  remorse, 

kead-aeke,  nausea,  and  all  tko  rest  of  tke  d d 

konsds  of  kellt  tkat  beset  a  poor  wretek,  wko 
kas  been  goilty  of  tke  sin  of  dmnkennesa  esn 
yon  speak  peaee  to  a  troubled  sonl  T 

MimabU  perdu  tkat  I  am,  I  kayo  tried  OTory^ 
tking  tkat  used  to  amnse  me,  bat  in  yain :  kere 
must  I  Bit,  a  monument  of  the  Tongeanoe  laid 
np  in  itore  for  tke  wicked,  slowly  counting  erery 
ekiek  of  tke  dook  as  it  slowly,  dowly,  numbers 
OTor  these  laxy  sooundrels  of  hours,  who,  d — n 
them,  are  nu^Lodnp  before  me,  OTory  one  at 
kis  neighbour's  backside,  and  OTory  one  with  a 
burthen  of  anguish  on  kls  back,  to  pour  on  my 
devoted  kead— and  tkere  is  none  to  pity  me. 
Uy  wife  scolds  me  t  my  business  torments  me, 
and  my  sins  come  staring  me  in  tke  face,  oTory 
one  telling  a  more  bitter  tale  than  kis  fellow. — 
When  I  tell  you  eten  ***  kas  lost  its  power 
to  plesse,  you  iKH  guess  sometking  of  my  heU 
within,  and  all  around  me— I  begun  EtAanki 
and  JSUbraet,  but  Che  stansas  fell  uneijoyed,  and 
unfinished  f^m  my  listless  tongue:  at  last  I 
tuckily  thought  of  reading  orer  an  old  letter  of 
youn,  that  lay  by  me  in  my  book-case,  and  I 
fdt  something  for  the  first  time  nnce  I  opened 

my  eyes,  of  pleasurable  existence. Well — 

I  begin  to  breathe  a  little,  since  I  began  to  write 
to  you.  How  are  you,  and  what  are  you  doing  t 
How  goes  law?  Apropos,  for  connexion's  sake, 
d>  not  address  to  me  suporrisor,  (br  that  Is  an 


honour  I  eannot  pretend  to — ^I  am  on  tke  list, 

as  we  call  it,  for  a  superrisor,  and  will  be  called 

out  by  and  bye  to  act  as  one;  but  at  pre* 

sent,  I  am  a  simple  ganger,  tho'  t'otker  day  I 

got  an  appointment  to  an  excise  dirision  of  261. 

per  annum  better  than  the  rest.    My  present 

income,  down  money,  is  70/.  per  arniunu 

I  haTo  one  or  two  good  Mlowt  kere  wkon 

you  would  be  glad  to  know. 

B.B. 


ooxxm. 

TO  COL.  PTTLLABtON. 

Of  IITLLAnTOH. 

(This  letter  wee  iist  pablithed  in  the  Edtabaigk 
Chrooiele.] 

JElUdwid,  1791. 
fin, 
I  BAVi  just  'ttds  minute  got  tke  frank,  and 

next  minute  must  send  it  to  post,  else  I  purposed 

to  ksTo  sent  you  two  or  tliree  otker  bagatelles, 

tkat  migkt  kare  amused  a  yacant  kour  about 

as  well  as  "  Six  excellent  new  songs,"  or,  tke 

Aberdeen  *  Prognostication  for  the  year  to  come.' 

I  shall  probably  trouble  you  soon  with  another 

packet.    About  the  gloomy  month  of  NoTcmber, 

when  *the  people  of  England  hang  and  drown 

themselTos,'  anything  generally  Is  better  than 

one's  own  thought. ' 

Fond  as  I  may  be  of  my  own  productions,  it 
is  not  for  their  sake  tkat  I  am  so  anxious  to 
send  you  them.  I  am  ambitious,  coretously 
ambitious  of  being  known  to  a  gentleman  whom 
I  am  proud  to  caU  my  countryman;  a  gentle- 
man wko  was  a  foreign  ambassador  as  soon  as 
ke  was  a  man,  and  a  leader  of  armies  as  soon 
as  ke  was  a  soldier,  and  that  with  an  eclat  un- 
knoigi  to  tiie  usual  minions  of  a  court,  men 
who,  with  an  the  adrentitious  adyantages  of 
princely  oonnexions  and  princely  fortune,  must 
yet,  like  the  caterpillar,  labour  a  whole  lifetime 
before  they  reach  the  wished  bright,  there  to 
roost  a  stupid  chrysalis,  and  dose  out  the  re- 
maining glimmering  existence  of  old  age. 

If  tke  gentleman  who  accompanied  you  when 
you  did  me  the  honour  of  calling  on  me,  Is  with 
you,  I  beg  to  be  respectfully  remembered  to 
him. 

I  haye  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir, 
Your  highly  obliged,  and  most  deyoted 

Humble  serrant, 

B.B 
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coxxiy. 

TO  MISS  DAYIES. 

tThii  aeeompliihad  l«dy  wm  tht  yomgvrt  dnglitor 
of  Pr.  DaviMi  of  Teaby,  ia  Ponbrokesbiro :  aho  was  ra- 
latad  to  tha  Riddala  of  Friar*a  Caraa,  aad  ona  of  bar  aii- 
tara  marriad  Captain  Adam  Gordon,  of  tba  nobia  family 
of  Kanmara.   Sba  bad  botb  taita  and  aldll  in  varaa.] 

It  U  impossible,  Madam,  that  the  generous 
warmth  and  angelio  parity  of  your  youthful 
mind,  can  hare  any  idea  of  that  moral  disease 
nnder  which  I  unhappily  must  rank  as  the  chief 
of  sinners;  I  mean  a  torpitude  of  the  moril 
pollers,  that  may  be  called,  a  lethargy  of  con< 
science.  In  vain  Remorse  rears  her  horrent 
creet,  and  rouses  all  her  snakes ;  beneath  the 
deadly  fixed  eye  and  leaden  hand  of  Indolence, 
their  wildest  ire  is  charmed  into  the  toipor  of 
the  bat,  slumbering  oul  the  ijgours  of  winter, 
in  the  chink  of  a  ruined  walL  Nothing  less, 
Madam,  could  haye  made  me  so  long  neglect 
your  obliging  commands.  Indeed  I  had  one 
apology — ^the  bagatelle  was  not  worth  present- 
ing. Besides,  so  strongly  am  I  interested  in 
Miss  Dayies's  fate  and  welfare  in  the  serious 
business  of  life,  amid  its  chances  and  changes, 
that  to  make  her  the  sulgect  of  a  silly  ballad 
is  downright  mockery  of  these  ardent  feel- 
ings ;  'tis  like  an  impertinent  jest  to  a  dying 
Mend. 

Gracious  Heayen  I  why  this  disparity  between 
our  wishes  and  our  powers  t  Why  is  the  most 
generous  wish  to  make  others  blest,  impotent 
and  ineffectual — as  the  idle  breexe  that  crosses 
the  pathless  desert  I  In  my  walks  of  life  I 
haye  met  with  a  few  people  to  whom  how  gladly 
would  I  haye  said— '<Oo,  be  happy  I  I  know 
that  your  hearts'  haye  been  wounded  by  the 
scorn  of  the  proud,  whom  accident  has  placed 
aboye  you— or  worse  stiU,  in  whose  hands  are, 
perhaps,  placed  many  of  the  comforts  of  your 
life.  But  there  t  ascend  that  rock.  Indepen- 
dence, and  look  justly  down  on  their  little- 
ness of  soul.  Make  the  worthless  tremble 
under  your  indignation,  and  the  foolish  sink 
before  your  contempt ;  and  largely  impart  that 
happiness  to  others,  which,  I  am  certain,  will 
giye  yourselves  so  much  pleasure  to  bestow." 

Why,  dear  Madam,  must  I  wake  from  this 
delightful  rcyery,  and  find  it  all  a  dream? 
Why,  amid  my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I 
find  myself  poor  and  powerless,  incapable  of 
wiping  one  tear  from  the  eye  of  pify,  or  of  add-  | 


ing  one  oomtot  to  tfa«  Mead  I  loTt  I— Qui  npai 
the  wiwld,  eay  I,  that  its  affiiixa  an  adaude- 
teredsoilll  They  talk  of  retem  ;--go€d  Bsa- 
yenl  what  a  refonn  weald  I  make  among  tke 
sons  and  eyen  the  dau(g^teri  of  men  1 — Down, 
immediately,  should  go  fools  from  tlie  high 
places,  where  mlabegottea  ohaaee  has  perked 
them  up,  and  through  life  should  thej  skulk, 
eyer  haunted  by  their  natiye  insignificance,  la 
the  body  marches  aocon^paaied  by  its  ahadsv. 
— As  for  a  much  more  formidable  dass,  the 
knayes,  I  am  at  a  lees  what  to  do  with  thsa: 
had  I  a  world,  there  ahoold  not  be  m  feiafe 
in  it. 

But  the  hand  that  oould  gjLya,  I  wovU  fibe- 
rslly  fill:  and  I  would  poor  delight  on  the 
heart  that  oould  kindly  f  orgiye,  and  gtnereM^ 
loye. 

Still  the  inequalides  of  life  are,  among  nsa, 
oomparatiyely  tolerable—but  thare  ia  a  ddkasXt 
a  tenderness,  accompanying  tyery  yitw  in  wtuh 
we  can  place  loyely  Woman,  that  are  gimted 
and  shocked  at  the  rude,  oaprimoas  disthio- 
tions  of  fortune.  Woman  is  the  bleed<MyU  of 
life :  let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  preesdSBcy 
among  them — ^but  let  them  be  a&l  manL^ 
Whether  this  last  sentiment  be  right  or  wroa^ 
I  am  not  accountable ;  it  ia  an  original  eoi^^ 
nent  feature  of  my  mind.  B.  & 


ooxxv. 

* 

TO  MBS.  BUNLOP. 

[Bona,  aaya  Cvomak,  ackaowMfad  tbat  araftaid  aad 
aceoQipliabad  woman  waa  a  bMqg  all  bat  naw  ii>  bia 
till  ba  want  to  Edinbaigb,  aod  raeaiyad  laitara  ffooi  atxi» 
Boalop.] 

EUittand,  17a  JDtcmhtt,  1791. 

Maxt  thanks  to  you.  Madam,  for  your  gwi, 
news  respecting  the  little  floweret  and  the  mo- 
ther-plant. I  hope  my  poetic  prayers  have 
been  heard,  and  will  be  answered  up  to  tha 
warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest  extent ;  and 
then  Mrs.  Henri  will  find  her  little  darling  the 
representatiye  of  his  late  parenti  in  everTthing 
but  his  abridged  existence. 

I  haye  just  finished  the  following  song,  wUeh 
to  a  lady  the  descendant  of  Wallace — and  many 
heroes  of  his  true  illustrious  lino— and  herself 
the  mother  of  seyeral  soldiers,  needs  nttther 
preface  nor  apology* 


■^f*-^ 
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O^womM  ami  dgmg  •/  tkivkUmaui  itrm^  at$ 
mtjfomd  lojoin  m  tke/oUowing 

flOVO  Of  VIATH. 

Furew^n,  thou  fair  d%j,  thou  green  eartii,  and 
ye  skieB 
Kow  gay  with  the  bright  Betting  wan ; 
Farewell,  loTes  and  friendBhips,  ye  dear  tender 


Oar  raoe  of  ezlBtence  is  ran  t 

Tk%  eireomatauM  that  gare  ri«e  to  the  fore- 
Urimg  TcrsM  waa,  looking  orer  with  a  aoaioal 
friend  M'Donald'a  eoUection  of  Highland  ain» 
I  was  Hrrndk  with  onOt  >&  ^'^  ^  Skye  tone, 
eniitlod  *«Oraii  and  Aoig.  or,  The  Song  of 
Beathy"  to  themeaanroof  whiohl  hare  adapted 
ay  atanaaa.  I  haTO  of  late  oompoBed  two  or 
thrao  other  little  pieces,  whieh,  ere  yon  foll- 
orbad  moon,  '^toae  broad  impadent  faoe  now 
itarca  at  old  mothar  earth  all  lUght,  shall  haTo 
ihiinik  into  a  aodaat  oreeoent,  joat  peeping 
forth  atdewy  dawn*  I  shall  iind  an  hoar  to  tran* 
seriba  te  yoiL    A  JHeuJe  vovf  wmmend$. 

B.B. 


OOZXVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

tnat  tbe  po«t  ipokie  mildlf  eoBeetoiof  the  rtbake 
%AAoh  he  leeeived  ftom  the  Excise,  <m  what  he  ealli  hia 
poBtieal  deUaqeeaefet,  hie  letter  to  Enkiae  of  Mar  raffl- 


6th  January^  1792. 

Totr  see  my  harried  life,  Madam :  I  can  only 
eoromand  starts  of  time ;  howerer,  I  am  glad  of 
one  thing;  since  I  finished  the  other  sheet,  the 
political  blast  that  threatened  my  welfare  is 
orerblown.  I  hsTe  corresponded  with  Commis- 
rioner  Graham,  for  the  board  had  made  me  the 
aubjeet  of  their  animadTcrsions ;  and  now  I 
hare  the  pleasore  of  informing  yon,  that  all  is 
aet  to  rights  In  that  qoarter.    Now  as  to  these 

informers,  may  the  deril  be  let  loose  to 

bat,  hold  I  I  was  praying  most  ferrently  in  my 
last  sheet,  and  I  most  not  so  soon  fall  a  swear- 
ing in  this. 

Alas!  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or  idly  of- 
ftcions  think  what  mischief  they  do  by  their  ma- 
liciona  insinnations,  indirect  impertinence,  or 
tho«|^tUas  blabbings.    What  a  difference  there 


is  in  intrinsic  worth,  candoar,  benevolence,  go« 
neron^,  kindness, — ^in  all  ^the  charities  and 
all  the  Tirnies,  between  one  class  of  haman 
beings  and  another  1  For  instance,  the  amiable 
cirdo  I  BO  lately  mixed  with  in  the  hospitable 
hall  of  Danlop,  their  generons  hearts— their 
oneontaminated  dignified  minds — ^their  informed 
and  polished  nnderstandinga— what  a  contrast, 
when  compared— if  snch  comparing  were  not 
downright  sacrilege— with  the  sonl  of  the  mis- 
creant who  can  deliberately  plot  the  destmction 
of  an  honest  man  that  nerer  offended  him,  and 
with  a  grin  of  satisfaction  see  the  anfortnnate 
bcftng,  his  faithftd  wife,  and  prattling  innocents, 
tamed  over  to  beggary  and  rain ! 

Toor  cap,  my  dear  Madam,  arrived  safe.  1 
had  two  worthy  fellows  dining  with  me  the 
other  day,  when  I,  with  great  formality,  pro- 
daced  my  whigmeeleerie  cap,  and  told  them 
that  it  had  been  a  family-piece  among  the  de- 
scenaants  of  William  Wallace.  This  roased 
sach  an  enthasiasm,  that  they  Insisted  on  bum* 
pering  the  panch  ronnd  in  it;  and  by  and  by, 
never  did  year  great  ancestor  lay  a  Suthron 
more  completely  to  rest,  than  for  a  time  did 
your  cap  my  two  iriends.  Apropos,  this  is  the 
season  of  wishing.  My  God  bless  yon;  my  dear 
friend,  and  bless  me,  the  hamblest  and  sincerest 
of  year  friends,  by  granting  yon  yet  many  re- 
tarns  of  the  season  I  May  all  good  things  at- 
tend yon  and  years  wherever  they  are  scattered 
over  the  earth  I 

B.B. 


ocxxvn. 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  SMELLIE, 

pmiHTIB. 

[Whea  Bam  atads  hit  wameit  wiihea  to  0m«IUe,  aai 
pmya  that  fortoaa  nay  never  place  hit  aabmataaet  at  the 
in«ref  of  a  kaave,  or  let  hii  oharaetar  on  the  jadf  mant 
of  a  fool,  ha  had  hit  political  anamiaa  protMbljr  in  hit 
nlad.] 

Dun^ria,  22d  January^  1702. 
I  SIT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  introduce  a  yoang 
lady  to  yoa,  and  a  lady  in  the  first  ranks  of 
fashion  too.  What  a  task  I  to  yoa— who  care  no 
more  for  the  herd  of  animals  called  yoong  la- 
dies, than  yoa  do  for  the  herd  of  animals  called 
young  gentlemen.  To  you — who  despise  and 
detest  thegroapings  and  combinations  of  fashioni 
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18  an  idiot  painter  tliai  leanis  indaatrioiu  to 
place  Btaxing  fools  and  nnprinoipled  kaavM  in 
the  foreground  of  hia  piotare,  lAile  men  of 
sense  and  honesty  are  teo  often  thrown  in  the 
dimmest  shades.  Mrs.  Biddel*  who  will  take 
this  letter  to  town  with  her,  and  send  it  to  jon, 
is  a  character  that,  eren  in  yonr  own  waj,  as 
a  naturalist  and  a  philosopher,  would  be  an 
acquisition  to  your  acquaintance.  The  lady, 
too,  is  a  Totary  to  the  muses ;  and  as  I  think 
myself  somewhat  of  a  Judge  in  my  own  trade, 
I  assure  you  that  her  Terses,  always  correct, 
and  often  elegant,  are  much  beyond  the  com- 
mon run  of  the  ladi^-poeteuet  of  the  day.  She 
is  a  great  admirer  of  your  book ;  and,  hearing 
me  say  that  I  was  acquainted  with  you,  she 
begged  to  be  known  to  you,  as  she  is  Just  going 
to  pay  her  first  Tint  to  our  Caledonian  capital. 
I  told  her  that  her  best  way  was,  to  desire  her 
near  relation,  and  yonr  intimate  friend,  Craig- 
darroch,  to  jiaye  you  at  his  house  while  she 
was  there ;  and  lest  you  might  think  of  a  liyely 
West  Indian  girl,  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eigh- 
teen too  often  deserre  to  be  thought  of,  I  should 
take  care  to  remoTe  that  prejudice.  To  be  im- 
partial, howeyer,  in  appreciating  the  lady's 
merits,  she  has  one  unlucky  failing :  a  failing 
which  you  will  easily  discoTor,  as  she  seems 
rather  pleased  with  indulging  in  it;  and  a  fail- 
ing that  you  will  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin 
which  very  much  besete  yourself; — ^where  she 
dislikes,  or  despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more 
a  secret  of  it,  than  where  she  esteems  and 
rospecto. 

I  will  not  present  you  with  the  unmeaning 
complimmtt  of  the  teaaon^  but  I  will  send  you  my 
warmest  wishes  and  most  ardent  prayers,  that 
FoBTUNi  may  ncTcr  throw  your  suBSisnNoa  to 
the  mercy  of  a  Eitatx,  or  set  your  osabaotu 
on  the  judgment  of  a  Fool;  but  that,  upright 
and  erect,  you  may  walk  to  an  honest  grave; 
where  men  of  letters  shall  say,  here  lies  a  man 
who  did  honour  to  science,  and  men  of  worth 
shall  say,  here  lies  a  man  who  did  honour  to 
human  nature.  B.  B. 


CGZXTHI. 

TO  MR.  W.  NICOL. 

(Thif  ironical  letter  wm  ta  uuwer  to  one  ftom  Nieol, 
*4iBthiiiiiig  eomiMl  and  lepfoof.] 

20£A  FAruairy,  1792. 
0  THOV,  wisest  among  the  wise,  meridian  blase 


of  prudence,  ftdl^aossLiif  dlserst&oa, 
of  many  oounsellonl  How  iafiniiely  im  thy 
puddle-headed,  rattle-headed, 
round-headed  siaTe  indebted  to  tl^ 
nent  goodness,  that  from  the  luminous  path  of 
thy  own  right-lined  rectitude,  thou  lookeet  be- 
nignly down  on  an  erring  wretch,  of  whom  the 
sig-sag  wanderings  defy  all  the  powers  of  eal- 
eulation,  from  the  rimple  copulation  of  units* 
up  to  the  hidden  mysteriea  of  flozions  I  May 
one  feeble  ray  of  that  light  of  wiadom  which 
darto  fr«m  thy  sensorium,  ftraigK  ••  the  arrow 
of  heaTon,  and  bright  as  the  siotocir  of  iasfwr*- 
tioA,  may  it  be  my^ortte,  ao  thnt  I  may  be 
less  unworthy  of  tne  fboo  and  fSaTour  cf  that 
father  of  prorerbs  and  master  of  snazims,  that 
antipode  of  folly,  and  magnet  moBg  the  sagoi, 
tiie  wise  and  witty mUie  Niool  I  Amonf  AmenI 
Tea,  so  be  it! 

For  mel  I  am  a  beatt»  ft  rwptile,  and  know 
nothingl  From  the  oaTO  of  my  ignonace^  amid 
the  fogs  of  my  dulness,  and  posficntial  ftanst 
of  my  political  heresiea,  I  look  up  to  thes^  aa 
doth  a  toad  through  the  iron-barred  Ineecns  ef 
a  pestiferous  dungeon,  to  the  dondless  glory  of 
a  summer  sun  I  Sorely  sighing  in  bittenese  of 
soul,  I  say,  when  shall  my  name  be  the  quota- 
tion of  the  wise,  and  my  oountenanoe  be  the 
delight  of  the  godly,  like  the  illustrious  lord  of 
Laggan's  many  hills  T  As  for  him,  his  wcvks 
are  perfect :  never  did  the  pen  of  oalumny  bl«r 
the  fair  page  of  his  reputoUon,  nor  the  b^t  of 
hatred  ily  at  his  dwelling. 

Thou  mirror  of  purity,  when  ahaQ  the  elina 
lamp  of  my  glimmerous  understanding,  pmged 
firom  sensual  appetites  and  gross  desires,  shiae 
like  the  constellation  of  thy  intellectnal  powers! 
— ^As  for  thee,  thy  thoughte  are  pure,  and  U^ 
lips  are  holy.  NoTor  did  the  unhallowed  breath 
of  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  the  pleasures  of 
darkness,  pollute  the  sacred  flame  of  thy  skj- 
desoended  and  heaven-bound  derires:  aorer  did 
the  Tapours  of  impurity  stain  the  nnolonded 
serene  of  thy  cerulean  imagination.  0  that  like 
thine  were  the  tenor  of  n^  life,  like  thine  the 
tenor  of  my  oonTorsation  I  then  should  no  friend 
fear  for  my  strength,  no  enemy  r«joieo  in  mj 
weakness  1  Then  should  I  lie  down  and  rise  w^ 
and  none  to  make  me  afMd. — May  tftgr  pi^ 
and  thy  prayer  be  exercised  for,  0  thou  lamp 
of  wisdom  and  mirror  ef  aonlityl  thy  deleted 
sUto.  B.  JL 


OT  BOBBBT   BUBNS. 
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TO  FRAKCIS  OBOS£,  £SQ.,  F.S.A* 

rCaylaaa  Okom  wu  iatiodBMd  to  Bunf ,  bf  kit  tovtktr 
AaHqjauff  of  Fxiar*s  Cano :  ho  wu  colloetii^  mtoiiftU 
Tor  Ui  work  oa  the  Antiqaititi  of  BootlaadJ 


8», 


J)w^ma,  1792. 


I  BBLixTi  among  all  our  Beota  Literati  jou 
bate  not  met  with  Professor  Dngald  Stewart, 
who  fills  the  moral  philosophy  chair  iif  the  Uai- 
Tersitj  of  Edinburgh.  To  saj  that  he  is  a  man 
ef  the  first  parts,  and  what  is  more,  a  man  of 
the  first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  jonr  general 
acqnaintanee,  and  who  so  much  eigoys  the 
Inxury  of  nnenenmbered  freedom  and  undis- 
turbed priTacj,  is  not  perhaps  recommendation 
enoo^:— bnt  when  I  inform  70a  that  Mr. 
Stewart's  principal  characteristic  is  your  fa- 
Tonrite  feature ;  that  sterling  independence  of 
mind,  which,  though  eyery  man's  light,  so  few 
men  hare  the  courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  still, 
the  magnanimity  to  support: — ^when  I  tell  you 
that,  unseduced  by  splendour,  and  nndisgusted 
by  wretchedness,  he  appreciates  the  merits  of 
the  Tarious  acton  in  the  great  drama  of  life, 
merely  as  they  perform  their  parts — ^in  short, 
he  is  a  man  after  your  own  heart,  and  I  comply 
with  his  earnest  request  in  letting  you  know 
that  he  wishes  aboye  all  things  to  meet  with 
you.  His  house,  Catrine,  is  within  less  than  a 
mile  of  Som  Castle,  which  you  proposed  Tisit- 
ing ;  or  if  you  could  transmit  him  the  enclosed, 
be  would  with  the  greatest  pleasure  meet  you 
anywhere  in  the  neighbourhood.  I  write  to 
Ayrshire  to  inform  Mr.  Stewart  that  I  have 
acquitted  myself  of  my  promise.  Should  your 
timl  end  spirits  permit  your  meeting  with  BIr. 
Stewsrt,  'tis  well ;  if  not,  I  hope  you  will  for- 
give  this  liberty,  and  I  haTC  at  least  an  oppor- 
tunity of  assuxing  you  with  what  truth  and 
vespect, 

I  am,  Sir, 

Tour  great  admirer,  * 

And  Tery  humble  serrant, 

B.  B. 


TO  FRANCIS  OROSE,  ESQ.,  F.S.A. 

(Thit  l«<t9r,  Utereitiaf  to  all  who  deiira  to  iM  how  a 
poet  works  boaaty  and  regularity  oat  of  a  valgar  tiadi- 
tloa,  waa  Srst  prtatad  by  Sir  ^artoa  Brydgat,  in  the 
••  Caaaara  Uiararia."] 


Dun\fi^,  1792. 

Amoho  the  many  witch  stories  I  haTe  heardt 
relating  to  Alloway  kirk,  I  distinctiy  remember 
only  two  or  three. 

Upon  a  stormy  night,  amid  whistling  squslla 
of  wind,  and  bitter  blasts  of  hul;  in  short,  on 
such  a  night  as  the  devil  would  choose  to  take 
the  air  in ;  a  farmer  or  farmer'a  serrant  was  plod* 
ding  and  plashing  homeward  with  his  plough- 
irons  on  his  shoulder,  baling  been  getting  some 
repairs  on  them  at  a  neighbouring  smithy.  His 
way  lay  by  the  kirk  of  Alloway,  and  bdng  ra« 
ther  on  the  anxious  look-out  in  approaching  a 
place  so  well  known  to  be  a  faTourite  haunt  of 
the  deril  and  the  de^'s  friends  and  emissaries, 
he  was  struck  aghast  by  discoTering  through 
the  horrors  of  the  storm  and  stormy  night,  a 
light,  which  on  his  nearer  approach  plainly 
showed  itself  to  proceed  f^om  the  haunted 
edifice.  Whether  he  had  been  fortified  from 
aboTC,  on  his  derout  supplication,  as  is  custo- 
mary with  people  when  they  suspect  the  imme- 
diate presence  of  Satan ;  or  whether,  according 
to  another  custom,  he  had  got  courageously 
drunk  at  the  smithy,  I  will  not  pretend  to  deter* 
mine ;  but  so  it  was  that  he  Tentured  to  go  up 
to,  nay,  into,  the  Tcry  kirk.  As  luck  would  haye 
it,  his  temerity  came  off  unpunished. 

The  members  of  the  infernal  junto  were  all 
out  on  some  midnight  business  or  other,  and  he 
saw  nothing  but  a  kind  of  kettie  or  caldron,  de- 
pending from  the  roof,  OTcr  the  fire,  simmering 
some  heads  of  unchristened  children,  limbs  of 
executed  malefactors,  &c.,  for  the  business  of 
the  night — It  was  in  for  a  penny  in  for  a  pound, 
with  the  honest  ploughman :  so  without  cere- 
mony he  unhooked  the  caldron  from  off  the  fire, 
and  pouring  out  the  damnable  ingredients,  in- 
Terted  it  on  his  head,  and  carried  it  fairly  home, 
where  it  remained  long  in  the  family,  a  liying 
eridence  of  the  truth  of  the  story. 

Another  story,  which  I  can  proTC  to  be  equally 
authentic,  was  as  follows : 

On  a  market  day  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  a  farmer 
fh>m  Carrick,  and  consequently  whose  way  lay 
by  the  rery  gate  of  Alloway  Urk-yard,  in  order 
to  cross  the  riTer  Doon  at  the  old  bridge,  which 
is  about  two  or  three  hundred  yards  farther  en 
than  the  said  gate,  had  been  detained  by  hia 
business,  till  by  the  time  he  reached  Alloway  it 
was  the  wisard  hour,  between  night  and  motn- 
ing. 

Though  he  was  terrified  with  a  blase  stream- 


44« 


OENBBAL  G0BBB8P0NDSNGS 


ing  from  the  kirk,  yet  it  is  ft  veil-known  fact 
tkat  to  turn  baok  oa  these  occasions  is  run- 
ning hy  far  the  greatest  risk  of  mischief,  he 
prudently  adtanced  on  his  road.  When  he  had 
reached  the  gate  of  the  kirk-yard,  he  was  snr- 
prised  and  entertained,  through  the  ribs  and 
arches  of  an  old  gothio  window,  which  still 
faces  the  highway,  to  see  a  dance  of  witches 
merrily  footing  it  round  their  old  sooty  black- 
guard master,  who  was  keeping  them  aU  aliye 
with  the  power  of  his  bag-pipe.  The  farmer 
stopping  his  horse  to  obserre  them  a  little,  could 
plainly  descry  the  faces  of  many  old  women  of 
his  acquaintance  and  neighbourhood.  How  the 
gentleman  was  dressed  tradition  does  not  say ; 
but  that  the  ladies  were  all  in  their  smocks : 
and  one  of  them  happening  unluckily  to  haye  a 
smock  which  was  considerably  too  short  to  an- 
swer aU  the  purpose  of  that  piece  of  dress,  our 
farmer  was  so  tickled,  that  he  iuToluntarily  burst 
out,  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  Weel  Inppen,  Maggy 
wi'  the  short  sark  V*  and  recoUedting.  himself, 
instantly  spurred  his  horse  to  the  top  of  his 
speed.  I  need  not  mention  the  universally 
known  fact,  that  no  diabolical  power  can  pur- 
sue you  beyond  the  middle  of  a  running  stream. 
Lucky  it  was  for  the  poor  farmer  that  the  riyer 
Poon  was  so  near,  for  notwithstanding  the  speed 
of  his  horse,  which  was  a  good  one,  against  he 
reached  the  middle  of  the  arch  of  the  bridge, 
and  consequently  the  middle  of  the  stream,  the 
pursuing,  jengeful  hags,  were  so  dose  at  his 
heels,  that  one  of  them  actually  sprung  to  seiie 
him ;  but  it  was  too  late,  nothing  was  on  her 
side  of  the  stream,  but  the  horse's  tail,  which 
immediately  gave  way  at  her  infernal  grip,  as 
if  blasted  by  a  stroke  of  lightning ;  but  the  far- 
mer was  beyond  her  reach.  Howeyer,  the  un- 
dghtly,  tailless  condition  of  the  yigorous  steed 
was,  to  the  last  hour  of  the  noble  creature's  life, 
an  awfra  warning  to  the  Garrick  fanners,  not  to' 
stay  too  late  in  Ayr  markets. 

The  last  relation  I  shall  giye,  though  equally 
true,  is  not  so  well  identified  as  the  two  former, 
with  regard  to  the  scene ;  but  as  the  best  au- 
thorities giye  it  for  Alloway,  I  shall  relate  it 

On  a  summer's  eyening,  about  the  timer  that 
nature  puts  on  her  sables  to  mourn  the  expiry 
of  the  cheerful  day,  a  shepherd  boy,  belonging 
to  a  farmer  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Alloway  kirk,  had  just  folded  his  charge,  and 
was  returning  home.  As  he  passed  the  kirk,  in 
the  acyoining  field,  he  fell  in  with  a  crew  of  men  | 


and  women,  who  were  brnty  pilling  ttemi  of  tU 
plant  Bagwort  He  obseryed  that  a«  each  pe^ 
son  pulled  a  Bagwort,  he  or  aha  got  astride  o/ilr 
and  called  out,  "  Up  horne  1"  on  which  the  Zt^ 
wort  flew  off,  like  Pegasus,  through  the  air  with 
its  rider.  The  foolish  boy  lilcewisa  polled  his 
Ragwort^  and  cried  with  the  rest,  **lJp  honie:" 
and,  strange  to  tell,  away  he  flew  with  the  coo* 
pany.  The  first  stage  at  which  the  caTslctdt 
stopt,  w|s  a  merchant's  wineH^etlar  in  Bordesox, 
where,  without  saying  by  your  leave,  the/ 
quaffed  away  at  the  best  the  cellar  could  affoH 
unUl  the  morning,  foe  to  the  imps  and  wariu  of 
darkness,  threatened  to  throw  light  on  the  nut- 
ter, and  frightened  them  from  their  caronsaii. 
The  poor  shepherd  lad,  being  equally  a  strsn* 
ger  to  the  scene  and  the  liquor,  heedlessly  g<it 
himself  drunk ;  and  when  the  rest  took  bone, 
he  fell  asleep,  and  was  found  so  next  dsj  by 
some  of  the  people  belonging  to  the  mtrchant 
Somebody  that  understood  Scotch,  askiog  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  suoh-a-one's  herd  in  Al- 
loway, and  by  some  means  or  other  getting  home 
again,  he  liyed  long  to  tell  the  world  the  won- 
drous tale* 

I  am,  fto., 

KB. 


CCXXXI. 
TO  MB.  S.  CLABKE, 

SDIITBVBOR. 

[Thie  introdaction  of  CUrke,  the  niMician,  to  &« 
M'Mardo'e  of  Dramlaiirig,  brought  to  two  of  tte  Iadi« 
the  ehoieeet  bosoari  of  the  nraae.] 

July  1,  17«2. 
Mb.  Bubvs  begs  leaye  to  present  his  most 
respectftd  compliments  to  BIr.  Clarke.~Mr.  B 
some  time  ago  did  himself  the  honour  of  writxnj 
to  Mr.  C.  respecting  coming  out  to  the  et>tai 
try,  to  giye  a  little  musical  instruction  in  i 
highly  respectable  family,' where  Mr.  C.  ibx.; 
haye  his  own  terms,  and  may  be  as  happy  s 
indolence,  the  deyil,  and  the  gout  yrill  pervxJ 
him.  Mr.  B.  knows  well  how  Mr.  C.  is  ei 
gaged  with  another  family ;  but  cannot  Mr.  I 
find  two  or  three  weeks  to  spare  to  each  of  thera 
Mr.  B.  is  deeply  impressed  with,  and  awfall 
conscious  of,  the  high  importance  of  Mr.  C , 
time,  whether  in  the  winged  moments  of  57^ 
phoniotts  exhibiUon,  at  the  keys  of  Larmon; 
whUe  listening  seraphs  eeaee  their  own  l«ss  dj 
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Kglitfiil  stniitt;  or  In  the  drowsy  arms  of  Blum- 
b'rons  ropooe,  in  the  «r&b  of  hia  dearl/  belored 
•Ibowohtir,  whore  the  ttomj,  but  potent  power 
of  indolenee,  cireumfusee  her  Taponre  ronnd, 
And  sheda  her  dews  on  the  head  of  her  darling 
000.  Bttt  half  a  line  conreying  half  a  meaning 
tnm  Mr.  C.  wonld  make  Mr.  B.  the  happiest  of 
nortalB. 


TO  MBS.  DUNLOP.* 

[To  •nthniiaitie  flti  of  admiimtioB  for  th«  yovQg  uid 
the  bMBtifol,  m«h  aa  Bans  hu  •zpiened  ia  thii  letUr, 
ka  iovad  10  gin  wji^'W  owe  aopw  of  hii  beak  lOBgi 
to  thaae  lalUai.]  # 

jlmum  Water  Foot,  22d  Augmt^  1792. 
Do  not  blame  me  for  it,  Madam; — mj  own 
ooosd«nee»  haekneyed  and  weather-beaten  as  it 
is  in  wateidng  and  reproving  my  Tagaries,  fol- 
UeSp  indoleneey  &«.»  has  eontinned  to  punish  me 
tolBeieBtly* 

Do  yon  think  it  possible,  my  dear  and  honoured 
friend,  that  I  eonid  be  so  lost  to  gratitude  for 
many  fkTonrs ;  to  esteem  for  mnch  worth,  and 
to  the  honest,  kind,  pleasorable  Ue  of,  now  old 
aoqnaintanee,  and  I  hope  and  am  sure  of  pro- 
grcsdre,  increadng  IHendship— as  for  a  single 
day,  not  to  think  of  yon—to  ask  the  Fates  what 
they  are  doing  and  about  to  do  with  my  faiach- 
lored  friend  and  her  wide-soattered  connexions, 
and  to  beg  of  them  to  be  as  kind  to  yon  and 
yours  as  they  possibly  can? 

Apropos  \  (though  how  it  is  apropos,  I  have 
not  leisure  to  ezpl^n,)  do  you  not  know  that  I 
aa  almost  in  love  with  an  acquaintance  of 
years? — ^Almost!  said  I— I  am  in  Ioto,  souse  I 
orer  head  and  ears,  deep  as  the  most  unfathom- 
able abyss  of  the  boundless  ocean;  but  the  word 
Lore,  owing  to  the  vii%mm0edom»  of  the  good 
and  the  bad,  the  pure  and  the  impure,  in  this 
world,  beiog  rather  an  equiTocal  term  for  ex- 
pressing one's  sentiments  and  sensations,  I  must 
do  justice  to  the  sacred  purity  of  my  attachment 
Know,  then,  that  the  heart-struck  awe;  the 
distant  humble  approach;  the  delight  we  should 
hare  In  gasing  upon  and  listening  to  a  messenger 
of  heaTsn,  appearing  in  all  the  unspotted  purity 
of  his  celestial  home,  among  the  coarse,  pol- 
Ittted,  far  Inferior  sons  of  men,  to  deliyer  to  them 
tidings  that  make  their  hearts  swim  in  joy,  and 


their  ima^ations  soar  in  transport-Hmch,  so 
delighting  and  so  pure,  were  the  emodons  of 
my  soul  on  meeting  the  other  day  with  Miss 

Lesley  BaiUie,  your  neighbour,  at  M .  Mr. 

B.  with  liis  two  daughters,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
H.  of  G.  passing  through  DumfHes  a  few  days 
ago,  on  their  way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour 
of  calling  on  me ;  on  which  I  took  my  horse 
(though  God  knows  I  could  ill  spsre  the  time), 
and  accompanied  them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles, 
and  dined  and  spent  the  day  with  them.  *Twa8 
about  nine,  I  think,  when  I  left  them,  and 
riding  home,  I  composed  the  following  ballad, 
of  which  you  will  probably  think  you  haye  a 
dear  bargain,  as  it  will  cost  you  another  groat 
of  postage.  You  must  know  that  there  is  an 
old  ballad  beginning  with — 

"  My  bonnia  Lizzia  Baillia 
I'll  rowa  thaa  in  laj  plaidia,  4;c." 

So  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally 
the  first  copy,  <' unanointed,  unanneal'd;"  aa 
Hamlet  nlys.— • 

0  saw  ye  bonny  Lesley 
As  she  gaed  o'er  the  border? 

She's  gane  like  Alexander, 
To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

So  much  for  ballads.  I  regret  that  you  are 
gone  to  the  east  country,  as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayr- 
shire in  about  a  fortnight  This  world  of  ours, 
notwithstanding  it  has  many  good  things  in  it, 
yet  it  has  OTor  had  this  curse,  that  two  or  three 
people,  who  would  be  the  happier  the  oftener 
th^  met  together,  are,  almost  without  exception, 
always  so  placed  as  nerer  to  meet  but  once  or 
twice  aryear,  which,  considering  the  few  years 
of  a  man's  life,  is  a  rery  great  "  eril  under  the 
sun,"  which  I  do  notreooUeet  that Solomonhas 
mentioned  in  his  catalogue  of  the  miseries  of 
man.  I  hope  and  belieTe  that  there  is  a  state 
of  existence  b^ond  the  graTO,  where  the  worthy 
of  this  life  will  renew  their  former  intimacies, 
with  this  endearing  addition,  that,  '*  we  meet 
to  part  no  more  I" 


*<  Tall  na,  ya  dead, 
WiU  Doaa  of  yoa  ia  pity  diaeloaa  tha  aaorat, 
What  >tia  yoa  ara,  and  wa  mast  ahortly  ba  V 

Blaie. 

A  thousand  times  haTS  I  made  this  apostrophe 
to  the  departed  sons  of  men,  but  not  one  of 
them  has  erer  thought  fit  to  answer  the  question. 
«0  that  some  courteous  ghost  would  blab  it 
out  I"  but  it  cannot  b^  you  and  I,  my  friend. 
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mist  mako  the  experiment  by  ounelTee  end  for 
tunel^.  ,  However^  I  am  eo  ooannoed  that 
an  iia^akeft  faith  ia  the  deetrines  of  xeUgion 
it  not  only  neoesaeKy,  by  mahiaf  va  better  ment 
Vat  also  by  makiBg  as  happier  men»  thati  should 
take  every  eare  that  your  little  godson,  and 
every  littte  ereatue  that  shell  oall  me  father, 
■ball  be  tanc^tthem. 

So  ends  this  heterogeneone  letter,  written  at 
this  wild  place  of  the  world,  in  the  intervals  of 
my  labour  of  dlsohati^ng  a  vessel  of  mm  ftom 
Antigna.  R.  B. 


COXXXIII. 


TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

[There  it  both  bitterseie  and  hninoar  in  thia  letter :  the 
poet  diaoouraea  on  many  raatlera.  and  woman  ia  amoof 
them— bat  he  plaeea  the  bottle  at  hta  elbow  aa  an  aatidota 
againat  the  diaeourteay  of  acandal.]  ^ 

Dumfriet,  lOth  S^tmher,  1792. 

No !  I  will  not  attempt  an  apology. — Amid  all 
my  hurry  of  business,  grinding  the  faces  of  the 
publican  and  the  sinner  on  the  meroUess  wheels 
of  the  Excise ;  making  ballads,  and  then  drink- 
ing, and  singing  them !  and,  over  and  above  all, 
the  correcting  the  press-work  of  two  different 
publications ;  still,  still  I  might  have  stolen  five 
minutes  to  dedicate  to  one  of  the  first  of  my 
friends  and  fellow-creatures.  I  might  liave  done 
as  I  do  at  present,  snatched  an  hour  near  "  witch- 
ing time  of  night,"  and  scrawled  a  page  or  two. 
I  might  have  congratulated  my  friend  on  his 
marriage ;  or  I  might  have  thanked  the  Cale- 
donian archers  for  the  honour  they  have  done 
me  (though,  to  do  myself  Justice,  I  intended  to 
have  done  both  in  rhyme,  else  I  Imd  done  both 
long  ere  now).  Well,  then,  here's  to  your  good, 
health  1  for  yon  must  know,  I  have  set  a  nip- 
perkin  of  toddy  by  me,  just  by  way  of  spell,  to 
keep  away  the  meikle  homed  deil,  or  any  of  his 
subaltern  imps  who  may  be  on  their  nightly 
rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you?—**  The  voice 
said  cry,"  and  I  said,  "what  shall  I  cry ?"— O, 
thou  spirit  I  whatever  thou  art,  or  wherever 
thou  makest  thyself  visible  I  be  thou  a  bogle  by 
the  eerie  side  of  an  auld  thorn,  in  the  dreary 
glen  through  which  the  herd-callan  maun  bicker 
in  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  faulde  I — Be  thou 
%  brownie,  set,  at  dead  o^ght,  to  thy  task  by 


the  biasing  ingle,  or  in  the  solitary  ban,  iriicn 
the  reperonsrioas  of  thy  iron  flail  half  afriglit 
thyseif  as  thou  perfinmeet  the  work  of  twoty 
of  the  sons  of  men,  ere  the  eeek-erowing  nm- 
men  thee  to  thy  ample  eeg  of  inbstaatialbnae- 
Be  thoQ  a  kelpie,  haimtlag  the  ford  or  ferry, 
in  the  slatless  night,  mixing  thy  laughing  yeQ 
with  the  howling  of  the  storm  and  the  VMBiog 
of  the  flood,  as  thou  viewest  the  perils  and  bum- 
ries  of  man  on  the  foundering  liorse,  or  in  the 
tumbling  boat!— or,  lastly,  be  thou  a  ghost, 
paying  thy  noetumal  visits  to  the  hoary  nuns  of 
decayed  grandeur;  or  performing  thy  myitis 
rites  in  the  shadew  of  the  tfaM^wen  oharch, 
while  the  moon  kmlUb  widwot  »  chrad,  on  the 
silent  ^asttydwdUB^i  of  the  dead  anmnd  tto! 
or  taking  thy  Stanley  the  be^Me  of  the  rillaiA, 
or  the  murderer,  pourtraying  ott  his  dresaii^ 
fhnoy,  piotores,  dreadful  as  the  honors  of  un- 
veiled hell,  and  terrible  as  themthof  lacensed 
Deity!— Come,  tliou  spirit,  hot  not  In  these 
horrid  forms ;  oome  with  the  milder,  gentle,  easy 
inspirations,  wliich  thou  breathest  rooad  the 
wig  of  a  prating  advocate,  or  the  ttte  of  a  tea-' 
sipping  gossip,  wliUe  their  tongues  ran  il  ths 
light-horse  gallop  of  clish-maelaver  for  ever  and 
ever— oome  and  assist  a  poor  devil  who  is  qmiei 
jaded  in  the  attempt  to  sliare  half  an  idea  amneg 
lialf  a  hundred  words ;  to  All  up  four  quanoi 
pages,  wliile  he  has  not  got  one  aingte  sentence 
of  recollection,  information,  or  ^ffc*^*'  werih 
putting  pen  to  paper  for. 

I  feel,  I  feel  the  presence  of  SQperaatnrsl  sj^ 
sistance  1  circled  in  the  embrace  of  my  elbows 
chair,  my  breast  labours,  like  the  bloated  Sybil 
on  her  three-footed  stool,  and  like  her«  Soo,  U 
hours  with  Nonsense.— Nonsense,  suspiriev 
name!  Tutor,  friend,  and  flngeryost  in  th 
mystic  mases  of  law;  the  oadcvenma  paibs  <i 
ephysie ;  and  particularly  ia  the  ai^UIea  ivAii 
ings  of  SCHOOL  DrmnTT,  who,  leaving  Cobaci 
Sense  confounded  at  hi^etreagth  of  pinioi 
Beason,  delirious  wHh  eyeing  his  gUldy  lligbi^ 
and  Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom  of  h< 
well,  ourring  the  hoar  thai  ever  ahe  offeci 
her  scorned  allianee  to  the  wiiarC  povrcr  i 
Theologio  Vision— raves  sbroad  on  all  the  wind 
**0n  earth  Discord!  a  gloomy  Heav«n  »bo< 
opening  her  jeelona  gatea  te  the  ainaieM^ 
thousandth  part  of  tte^tHhe  of  maa^kkwl ;  «3 
below,  an  inescapable  and  inexorable  liril»  e 
pending  its  leviathan  jaws  for  the  vast  recdd 
of  mortals!!!" — 0  doctrine t  eomfortablia  m 
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iMtlias  to  ^*  ^f—^Jf  woaaded  ionl  of  huub! 
T«  MM  and  danghUrw  ot  aAietMii«  y  p&nmrm 
mi$€fMth  to  whom  day  brings  no  pleMnre» 
and  nigkt  yields  no  rost,  bo  oomfortedl  "'Tis 
but  out  to  ninote—  hvndnd  tboasand  tbat  your 
•ilaatioa  will  mend  in  this  world;"  so,  sUs, 
tbo  oiperionoe  of  the  poor  and  the  needy  too 
oflea  affirms ;  and  'tis  nineteen  hnndred  then* 
sand  to  •wi  by  the  dogmas  of******** 
th«t  yon  will  be  daamod  eternally  in  the  world 
toeoaol 

B«U  of  an  nonsense,  reli^ons  nonsense  Is  the 
mtmH  loaoeaaleal;  so  enenglit  and  more  than 
caongh  of  il  Only,  by  iSbit  by,  will  yon  or  eaa 
yo«  tall  me^  my  dear  Cnnidngham,  why  a  see- 
tarian  torn  of  mind  has  always  •  tendeaey  to 
narrow  and  ilUberaliie  the  heart?  They  are 
Ofdariy;  th^  auy  be  jnst;  nay,  I  have  known 
thton  mflcoifiil :  but  stUl  yoor  ohildren  of  sane- 
ttly  more  among  their  fellow-ereatores  with  a 
noetril-aaiifing  pntresoenoe,  and  n  foot-spnm- 
lag  ftlth,  in  short,  with  n  oonoeited  dignity  that 
yoor  titled  ♦**♦♦♦«♦  or  any  other  of 
your  Scottish  lordUngs  of  seren  centuries  stand- 
in|^  display  when  they  aeoidentally  mix  among 
tho  mai^-aproned  sons  of  mechanical  life.  I 
remember,  in  my  plongh-boy  days,  I  conld  not 
coaeciTe  it  posriUe  that  a  noble  lord  conld  be  a 
fool,  or  a  godly  man  could  be  a  knaTC. — How 
ignorani  ace  plongh-boysl — ^Nay,  I  haT»  since 
discovered  that  a  goMg  wmtm  maybe  a  **•**! 
—Bat  hold — ^Here's  t'ye  again — ^this  mm  is 
gtnerons  Antigaa,  so  a  Tcry  nailt  menstnram 
for  scandal* 

Apropos^  how  do  yon  like,  I  mean  rsoUty  like, 
the  mairied  life?  Ah,  my  friend  I  matrimony 
is  qnite  a  different  thing  from  what  yonr  1ot»> 
sick  youths  and  si^bing  girls  take  it  to  be  1  Bnt 
mansafo,  we  are  tdd,  is  appointed  by  Qod» 
and  I  shall  nerec  quarrel  with  any  of  his  instt- 
tntiona.  I  am  a  husband  of  older  standing  than 
yon,  and  shall  gitey^  silf  ideas  of  the  eoi\ingal 
state,  {mpoMwU;  you  know  I  am  no  Latinisi^ 
la  not  €9t4ugtil  deriTod  from  fitgum,  a  yoke?) 
Yell,  then,  the  scale  of  good  wifeehip  I  diride 
into  tea  parts: — good-natnre,  foot;  good  sense, 
two;  wit,  one;  personal  charms,  tIs.  a  iwaet 
face*  eloquent  eyes»  line  limbs,  graeoM  car- 
riage (I  would  add  a  line  waist  too,  but  that  is 
BO  aoon  spoilt  you  know},  all  these,  one ;  as  for 
tlio  other  qualities  belonging  to,  or  attending 
on,  a  wife,  such  aa  fortune,  connexions,  ednoa* 
tion  (1  mean  ednoation  extraordinary)  liamilyy 


blood,  &o.,  divide  the  two  remaining  degrees 
among  them  as  yon  please;  only,  remember 
that  all  theee  ndaer  properties  must  be  ex- 
pffessed  hy/racHMif  Ibr  there  is  not  any  one 
of  them,  in  the  aforesaid  scale,  entitled  to  the 
dignity  of  an  tmeger, 

Aa  for  the  rest  of  my  Ihncies  and  rererie^-* 
how  I  lately  met  with  Hiss  Lesley  BailUe,  tha 
most  beantilU,  elegant  woman  in  the  world— 
how  I  aeeompanied  her  and  her  father's  ftodly 
fifteen  miles  on  their  Joum^,  out  of  pure  dcfo- 
tion,  to  admire  tie  loTeliaess  of  the  works  of 
Ood,  in  such  an  unequalled  display  of  them— ^ 
how,  in  galloping  home  at  ni^t,  I  made  a 
ballad  on  her,  of  iHuch  these  two  stansas  make 


Thou,  bonny  Lesley,  art  a  queen* 

Thy  subjects  we  before  thee ; 
Thaut  bonny  Lesl^,  art  dirine, 

The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  Tcry  deil  he  could  na  scathe 

WhatCTcr  wad  bdang  thee  1 
He'd  look  into  thy  bonnie  face 

And«ay,  « I  canna  wrang  thee." 

— behold  all  these  things  are  written  in  tha 
chronicles  of  my  imaginations,  and  shall  be  read 
by  thee^  my  dear  friend,  and  by  thy  bdoted 
spouse,  my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  more  com* 
Tenient  season. 

Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  before-dedgned 
iMom-compaaion,  be  glren  the  precious  things 
brought  forth  by  the  sun,  and  the  predous 
things  brought  forth  by  the  moon,  and  the 
benignest  influences  of  the  stars,  and  the  liTing 
streams  which  flow  from  the  fountdns  of  life^ 
and  by  the  tree  of  life,  for  eyer  and  ever  I 
Amenl 


TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[Oeoive  Thonwm,  of  Bdinboif  h,  principal  dnk  to  tbe 
tntloM  for  tlM  mieovrif  iog  tlio  nutaiifkctarM  of  Seotlaad, 
pfojeotod  •  work,  ooUtlod, "  A  Mloet  GoUoetlon  of  Orlgi- 
nil  SeottiA  Aira,  for  tho  Yoieo,  to  wbieh  v  oddod  Intio. 
doctory  and  eoaelnding  SjrapboniM  and  AeoompuinMnts 
for  tho  Pianoforto  and  Violin,  by  Playal  and  Konlnoh, 
with  aalaet  and  ehaiaetariBtio  ywwMf  by  tbt  moat  ad* 
rairod  Seottlih  Poata.*'  To  Bama  ha  appliad  for  help  ia 
tha  Toraa :  ha  coaM  not  led  a  tmar  poat,  nor  ona  to  whoa 
flodi  m  work  wns  moraooi^add.] 


. 
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Sib, 


Ihm^riea,  im  8^U  1792. 


I  HAYS  just  this  moment  got  your  letter.  As 
tbe  request  you  make  to  me  will  poiddTely  add 
to  my  enjoyments  in  complying  with  it,  I  shall 
enter  into  yonr  undertaking  with  all  the  small 
portion  of  abilities  I  haTe,  strained  to  th«r  ut- 
most exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusiaBm. 
Only,  don't  huriy  me—'*  Dell  tak  the  hindmost^ ' 
is  by  no  means  the  en*  di  gwm  of  my  muse. 
Will  you,  as  I  am  inferior  to  none  of  you  in.  en- 
thusiastic attachment  to  the  poetry  and  music 
of  old  Caledonia^  and,  since  you  request  it,  haTe 
cheerfully  promised  ^y  mite  of  assistance— will 
you  let  me  haye  a  list  of  your  airs  with  the  fint 
line  of  the  printed  verses  you  intend  for  them, 
that  I  may  hsTC  an  opportunity  of  suggesting 
any  alteration  that  may  occur  to  me?  Tou 
know  'tis  in  the  way  of  my  trade ;  still  leaTing 
you,  gentlemen,  the  undoubted  right  of  pub- 
lishers to  approre  or  r^ect,  at  your  pleasure, 
for  your  own  publication.  Apropos,  if  you  are 
for  English  verses,  there  is,  on  my  part,  an  end 
of  the  matter.  Whether  in  the  simplicity  of  the 
ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  the  song,  I  can  only 
hope  to  please  myself  in  being  allowed  at  least 
a  sprinkling  of  our  natire  tongue.  English 
verses,  particularly  the  works  of  Scotsmen, 
that  have  merit,  are  certainly  very  eligible. 
*<Tweed8ide!"  «AhI  the  poor  shepherd's  moum- 
tal  fate  I"  "  Ah  I  Chloris,  could  I  now  but  sit," 
&o.,  you  cannot  mend;i  but  such  insipid  stuff 
as ''  To  Fanny  fair  could  I  impart,"  &c.,  usually 
set  to  «The  Mill,  Mill,  01"  is  a  disgrace  to 
the  collections  in  which  it  has  already  appeared, 
and  would  doubly  disgrace  a  collection  that 
will  have  the  very  superior  merit  of  yours.  But 
more  of  this  in  the  ftirther  prosecution  of  the 
budness,  if  I  am  called  on  for  my  strictures 
and  amendments — ^I  say  amendments,  for  I  will 
not  alter  except  where  I  myself^at  least,  think 
that  I  amend. 

As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may  think  my 
songs  either  above  or  below  price;  for  they 
should  absolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.  In 
the  honest  enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in 
your  undertaking,  to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee, 
hire,  &o.,  would  be  downright  prostitution  of 
soul  1  a  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  oom- 

>  **  Tweedaide"  ii  by  Crftwfotd ;  "  Ah,  tlie  poor  shsiH 
herd,"  &c.,  by  fiBxniltOB,  ofBangourj  "Ah J  Chlorif," 
ftc,  by  Sir  Charlea  Sfldley*-Banw  hu  sttribntsd  it  to 
Bir  Peter  Halket,  of  PitfemA. 


pose  or  amend,  I  shall  receive  as  a  Ikvour.  la 
the  rustic  phrase  of  the  season,  "  Guda  sf^ 
tiie  wark  I" 

I  am.  Sir, 
Tour  veiy  humble  servant, 


ooxxzy. 

TO  MBS.  PUNLOP. 

[One  of  the  dangbton  of  Mn.  Donlop  was  oanied  to 
M.  Henri,  a  French  geaUemsa,  who  diod  la  VM,  ti  Loo- 
don  Cwtle,  in  Ayrshire.  The  widow  went  with  bm 
orphan  ion  to  France,  and  lived  for  awhile  annd  the 
daagen  of  the  revolatioa.] 

Dmnfriei,  2itk  B^Umber,  1792. 
I SAVS  this  moment^  my  dear  Vyj^wi^  yom 
of  the  twenty-third.  All  your  other  kind  re- 
proaches, your  news,  &o.,  are  oat  of  my  head 
when  I  read  and  think  on  Mrs.  S— — 's  aitii- 
ation.  Good  God  I  a  heart-wosBiM.  helplsBB 
young  womanr-4n  a  stra&go,  forelga  land,  said 
that  land  convulsed  with  every  honcr  thai  can 
harrow  the  human  feelings— dek—looldn^  k&g- 
ing  for  a  comforter,  but  finding  none — a  mo- 
ther's feelings,  too:— but  il  ia  too  mash:  he 
who  wounded  (he  only  can)  may  He  huXl 


I  wish  the  fhrmer  great  joy  of  his  new  i^ 

quisition  to  his  family.  *****  I  cannot  ssy 

that  Igive  him  joy  of  his  life  as  afarmer.  IH 

as  a  farmer  paying  a  dear,  unconscionablenot, 

a  cursed  Ufe  !    As  to  a  laird  farming  his  ova 

property ;  sowing  his  own  com  in  hope ;  and 

reaping  it,  in  spite  of  brittle  weather,  in  g^d- 

ness;  knowing  that  none  can  say  mto  him, 

<  what  dost  thou?' — ^fattening  his  herds;  •hea^' 

ing  his  flocks ;  rejoicing  at  Christmaa;  and  b»> 

getting  sons  and  daughters,  until  h«  ba  this 

venerated,  gray-haired  leader  of  a  litHs  trih^-* 

'tis  a  heavenly  life  I  but  deiil  take  tih»  lilb^ 

reaping  the  firuits  that  another  must  aaL 

Well,  your  kind  wishes  will  be  gratified  at  %s 
seeing  me  when  I  make  my  Ayrahita  viid^    I 

cannot  leave  Mrs.  B ,  until  her  aiaa  aaaalbtf 

race  is  run,  which  may  perhaps  be  in  Ihiaa  at 
four  ireeks.  She,  too,  seems  deienalaad  to 
make  me  the  patriarchal  leader  af  a  faaisl* 
However,  if  Heaven  will  be  so  obligiqg  as  to 
let  me  have  them  in  the  proportion  of  Uoaa  be«s 
to  one  girl,  Ishall  be  so  much  the  moiw  plaaaed. 
I  hope,  If  I  am  spared  wtth  them,  ie  sliov  a 


^>  1  ■* 
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•at  of  boyt  that  irill  do  bonpiir  to  iaj  ctrei  and 
naiDo;  but  I  am  not  cqnal  to  the  task  of  rearing 
^1s.  BeeideSi  I  am  too  poor;  a  girl  ehonld 
nlwaTt  haTO  a  fortune.  Apropos,  your  little 
godson  is  thrinng  charmingljy  but  is  a  Texy 
derlL  He,  though  two  years  yonnger,  has  oom- 
pletely  mastered  his  brother.  Bobert  is  indeed 
the  mildest,  gentlest  ereatnre  I  ever  saw.  He 
Baa  a  most  sarprising.memoi7,  and  is  quite  the 
pride  of  his  schoolmaster. 

Ton  know  how  readily  we  get  into  prattle 
upon  a  anidtet  dear  to  ont  heart :  you  can  ez- 
eoae  it    God  bless  yon  and  yonr§ ! 

B.B. 


OOZXXYI. 

TO  HB8.  PUNLOP. 

fThls  Isttor  hu  bo  dmta :  it  Is  loppoMd  to  hare  bean 
vritlMoa  Ike  dnih  of  her  dangiittr,  ICn.  Henri,  vAom 
oiphaa  HO,  <epfi?ed  of  the  pieteetio&  of  all  his  rtUtioai, 
WM  pnMcred  by  the  •freetkawte  kindiMw  of  Madomol- 
•allo  SoMttt)  one  of  the  funily  domaitiei,  and  after  tha 
Berolattoa  obtaiaad  tlia  attata  of  his  blood  and  nama.] 

I  BAD  been  from  home,  and  did  not  receire 
yovrletterimtil  my  return  the  other  day.  What 
ihaU  I  say  to  comfort  yon,  my  mnoh-valned, 
mnchnifiUeted  friend  t  I  can  bnt  grieye  with 
yon ;  consolation  I  hare  none  to  offer,  except 
that  which  relic^on  holds  ont  to  the  children  of 
aflictlon — ekOdrm  of  afflietionl—how  Just  the 
expresrion!  and  like  erery  other  family  thoy 
have  matters  among  them  which  they  hear,  see, 
and  fed  in  a  serions,  all-important  manner,  of 
which  the  world  has  not,  nor  oares  to  haye,  any 
Men.  The  worid  looks  indifferently  on,  makes 
the  pasmng  remark,  and  proceeds  to  the  next 
nerel  oecnrrence* 

Alas,  Madam  I  who  would  wish  for  many 
yean?  What  la  it  but  to  drag  existence  until 
e«r  joys  graduslly  expire,  and  leaje  us  in  a  night 
of^adseiy :  Kke  the  gloom  which  blots  out  the 
start  one  by  one,  from  the  fkce  of  night,  and 
Umwrn  us,  without  a  ray  of  comfort,  in  the  howl- 
ing wiftel 

I  am  itttermpted,  and  must  leare  off.  Ton 
shall  soon  hear  flrom  me  %gain. 

B.B. 


>0oagcucxyii 

<  It  la  ammthinf  woiss  ia  the  Ediatargb 


TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


[Tlioanoa  had  doUrarad  jadfOMBt  OB  MOM  old  Heottiah 
aoBgi,  bttt  tha  poat  monnarad  agaiaat  Oaoig  a'a  daorea.] 

Mt  DXAnSiB, 

Lit  me  tell  you,  that  you  are  too  fiitidious  In 
your  ideas  of  songs  and  ballads.  I  own  that 
your  oritioisms  are  just ;  the  songs  yon  specify 
In  your  list  haTO^  all  but  one,  the  fi^ults  you  re- 
mark in  them ;  but  who  shall  mend  the  matter? 
Who  shall  rise  up  and  say,  «Go  tol  I  willmake 
a  better!"  Por  instance,  on  reading  orer  '*The 
Lea-rig,"  I  immediately  set  about  tiying  my 
hand  on  it,  and,  after  all,  I  could  make  nothing 
more  of  it  than  the  following,  which,  HeaTon 
knows,  is  poor  enougli. 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  star,  fte.* 

Tour  obserraUon  as  to  the  aptitude  of  Dr. 
Percy's  ballad  to  the  air,  «*  Nannie,  0  r  is  just 
It  is,  besides,  perhaps,  the  most  beautiAd  ballad 
in  the  English  language.  But  let  me  remark  to 
you,  that  in  the  sentiment  and  style  of  our  Scot- 
tish airs,  there  is  a  pastoral  simplioity,  a  some- 
tiling  that  one  may  call  the  Doric  style  and  dia- 
lect of  Tocal  mnsio,  to  which  a  dash  of  our  natire 
tongue  and  manners  is  particularly,  nay  pecu- 
liarly, apposite.  For  this  reason,  and  upon  my 
honour,  for  this  reason  alone,  I  am  of  opinion 
(but,  as  I  told  you  before,  my  oianion  is  yours, 
i^ely  yours,  to  approTC  or  r^ect,  as  you  please) 
that  my  ballad  o^  •«  Nannie,  01"  might  perhaps 
do  for  one  set  of  Terses  to  the  tune.  Now  don't 
let  it  enter  into  your  head,  that  you  are  under 
any  necessity  of  taking  my  Terses.  I  have 
long  ago  made  up  my  mind  as  to  ^y  own  repn- 
tation  in  the  buuness  of  authorship,  and  hare 
nothing  to  be  pleased  or  offended  al»  in  year 
adoption  or  njeotion  of  my  itnm,  Thoai^ 
you  should  niJ^Mt  one  half  cf  what  I  ^to  you, 
I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  adopting  the  other 
half,  and  shall  oontinua  to  serte  yon  with  tha 
same  assiduity. 

In  the  printed  oopy  of  my  "Nannie^  OP  the 
name  of  the  riTcr  Is  horribly  proaaic*  I  will 
alter  it: 

Behfaid  yen  hOli  where  Lugar  iowa. 

Glrran  Is  the  name  of  therirer  that  suits  tha 
idea  of  the  stania  best,  but  Lugar  is  the  most 
agreeable  modulation  of  syllables. 


*•  Bahiad  yoa  bflla  whara  Btlaehar  iowi.'*< 


» 
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I  will  soon  give  yon  a  great  many  more  re- 
marks on  tlus  bnslnepB ;  but  I  hare  J  oat  now  an 
opportunity  of  conyeying  yon  this  scrawl,  free 
of  postage,  an  expense  that  it  la  iU  able  to  pay : 
80,  with  my  best  compliments  to  honest  Allan, 
CJnde  be  wi'  ye,  &c. 

Friday  NigkU 

Stutmriay  MmUnff. 

As  I  find  I  hare  still  an  hour  to  spare  this 
momiiig  before  my  cenTeyance  goes  away,  I  will 
giye  yon  *'5aBide,  0 1"  at  length. 

Yovr  remarks  on  **  Ewe-bnghts,  ICarion,"  are 
just ;  stiU  it  has  obtained  a  place  among  onr 
more  classleal  Soottisb  songs ;  and  what  with 
auny  beaatiea  in  its  composition,  and  mere  p«»- 
Jndices  in  its  faroiir,  you  will  not  find  it  Miy 
to  supplant  it. 

In  my  Tery  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking 
of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  I  took  the  follow- 
ing fkreweli  of  a  dear  girl.  It  ia  quite  trifling, 
and  has  nothing  of  the  merits  of  "Ewe-bughts;** 
bat  it  wiU  fill  op  this  page.  Ton  must  know 
that  all  my  earlier  lore-songs  were  the  breath- 
ings of  ardent  paasion,  and  though  it  might 
haye  been  easy  in  after-times  to  haye  giyen  them 
a  polish,  yet  that  polish,  to  me,  whose  they  were, 
and  who  perhaps  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
haye  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart,  which  was 
so  faithfully  inscribed  on  them.  Their  unconth 
simplicity  was,  as  they  say  of  wines,  their  race. 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  llai^?  &c.* 

<«aala  Water"  and  '«Auld  Bob  Morns'*  I 
think,  will  most  probably  be  the  next  subject 
of  my  musings.  Howeyer,  eyen  on  my  yerses, 
speak  out  your  criticisms  with  equal  frankness. 
My  wish  is  not  to  stand  aloof,  the  uncomplying 
bigot  of  apmidtreiif  but  cordially  to  join  iasne 
with  you  in  the  fiirtherance  of  the  work. 

ILB. 


ooxxxYin. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

{The  poet  loyed  to  deferiba  the  influeaee  whieh  the 
ohanu  of  BUm  Leiley  Baiilie  extreiaad  oyer  his  ioiBgi* 


ybffmber  8M,  1792. 
Iff  you  mean,  my  dear  Sir,  that  all  the  songs 
ia  your  collection  shall  be  poetry  of  the  first 
jnerit,  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  more  difficulty 

iflo^CLXXIX.  iSoiyCLXXX. 

a  Soof  CLXXXI. 


in  the  undertaking  than  you  are  awan  «C 
There  ia  a  peculiar  rhythmos  in  many  of  oir 
airs,  and  a  necessity  of  adapting  syllables  to  tlw 
emphasis,  or  what  I  would  call  the  feature^naim 
of  the  tune,  that  cramp  the  poet,  and  lay  him 
under  almost  insuperable  difficulties.  Fer  tar 
stance,  in  the  air,  « My  wife's  a  waatoa  vn 
thing,"  if  a  few  lines  smooth  and  pret^  csnbt 
adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  yon  can  expecC  The  At 
lowing  were  nuMla  extempore  to  it ;  and  thoegh 
on  ftirther  study  I  might  giye  you  somethi^ 
more  profound,  yet  it  might  not  ault  the  U^t- 
hofse  gallopTof  the  air  so  well  as  thia  rsadom 
•Unk:^ 

My  wife's  a  winsome  wee  thing,  ftc* 

I  haye  Just  been  looking  oyer  tbe  ■*OoIEa^i 
bonny  dochter ;"  and  if  the  following  riiapio^yi 
which  I  composed  the  othar  day,  on  a  rhsrmbg 
Ayrshire  girl.  Miss  Lesley  Bmllie,  as  she  passed 
through  this  place  to  Aigla&d,  will  suit  your 
taste  better  than  the  <«CoUier  Lassie,"  £U1  on 
and  welcome:— 

0,  aaw  ye  bonny  LeeleyT  &6.* 

I  haye  hitherto  deferred  the  subfimer,  m*e 
pathetic  airs,  until  more  leisure,  aa  they  vill 
take,  and  desenre,  a  greater  effort.  Uamtnr, 
they  are  all  put  into  your  hands,  aa  day  into 
the  handa  of  the  potter,  te  make  onie  ^tmnSi  to 
honour,  and  another  to  dishonour.  FaxeweD,fta 

E.B. 


TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[The  itoiy  of  Mfeiy  Canpboll*i  loye  ii  lelaied  ietti 
noteaoB  the  loagt  wbleh  the  pcet  wrote  ia  Nv  hatfcr. 
Thoanea  Mys,  ia  hie  easwer,  **  I  have  heacd  At  mi 
story  of  yoar  iUrjr  i  yoa  elwapi  MOB  ixpi'Vd  wiM  ;«• 
write  of  her.'*] 

Uik  JToMmacr,  VM, 
MTDBAnSHt 

I AOUB  with  you  that  tba  long,  *•  Kathtifae 
Ogie,"  ia  very  poor  atafi^  and  unworthyt  aUa- 
gether  unworthy  of  so  beauUftil  an  air.  I  tnti 
to  mend  it ;  but  the  awkward  sound,  Ope»  le^ 
curring  so  often  in  the  rhyme,  ipoila  crsr?  a^ 
tempt  at  introducing  sentiment  into  tlie  pieee. 
The  foregoing  song^  pleases  myself;  I  think  i< 


4  Y«  banks  sod  braes  mod  strsanie 
The  eestle  o*  Moatgomeir* 


n.yixg. 
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b  in  mj  happiest  manner :  you  will  see  at  first 
glance  (hat  it  suits  the  air.  The  Bat»}eet  of  the 
sang  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  passages  of 
taj  joQthfal  days,  and  I  own  that  I  should  be 
mach  flattered  to  see  the  rerses  set  to  an  air 
which  wonld  ensure  celebri^.  Perhaps,  after 
aH,  'tis  the  still  glowing  prejudice  of  my  heart 
that  throws  a  borrowed  lustre  oyer  the  merits 
of  the  compoution. 

I  hare  partly  taken  your  idea  of  "  Auld  Rob 
Morris.'*  I  have  adopted  the  two  first  Terses, 
and  am  going  on  with  Uie  song  on  a  new  plan, 
which  promises  pretty  well.  I  talce  up  one  or 
another,  just  as  the  bee  of  the  moment  busies 
In  my  bonnet*lug ;  and  do  you,  dam  ceremonief 
■lake  what  use  you  choose  of  the  productions. 

Adieu,  &c. 

R.  B. 


CCXL. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

(Tlie  po«l  approved  of  Mrenil  arnmidationi  proposed 
bf  ThoauoUf  whoM  wiib  wai  to  make  tha  wnrda  flow 
mora  nudiXy  with  tha  mntic :  ha  rafuaad,  howarar,  to 
adopt  othara,  whare  ha  thought  too  mach  of  tha  aaaaa  was 

rriiaad.] 


Jhimfna,  lit  December,  1792. 
TouE  alterations  of  my  <*  Nannie,  01"  are 
perfectly  right.  8o  are  those  of  **  My  wife's  a 
winsome  wee  thing."  Tour  alteration  of  th^ 
second  stanza  is  a  positiTe  improTement.  Now, 
my  dear  Sir,  with  the  freedom  which  character- 
ises our  correspondence,  I  must  not,  cannot  alter 
•*  Bonnie  Lesley."  You  are  right;  the  word 
**  Alexander"  makes  the  line  a  little  uncouth, 
but  I  think  the  thought  is  pretty.  Of  Alexan- 
der, beyond  all  other  heroes,  it  may  be  said,  in 
the  sublime  language  of  Scripture,  that  '*lie 
went  forth  conquering  and  to  conquer."  • 

For  nature  made  her  what  she  is, 
And  never  made  anither.       (Such  a  person  m 
ehe  is.) 

This  is,  in  my  opinion,  more  poetieal  than 
**  Ne*er  made  sic  anither."  Howerer,  it  is  im- 
material: make  it  either  way.  <*  Caledonie," 
I  agree  with  you,  is  not  so  good  a  word  as  could 
be  wished,  though  it  is  sanctioned  in  three  or 
four  instances  by  Allan  Ramsay ;  but  I  cannot 
help  it    In  short,  that  species  of  stania  la  the 

most  dlffioult  that  I  hare  CTsr  tried. 

KB. 


ccxu. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[Danean  Gray,  whieh  thia  lattar  eontainad,  baeaaia  ■ 
favoortta  as  aoon  as  It  waa  pebliahad,  aad  the  msm  oaay 
ba  said  of  AoJd  Rob  Morria.] 

4<A  Decmbm',  1702. 
Trk  foregoing  [<«Auld  Rob  Morris,"  and 
<*  Puncan  OTay,">]  I  submit,  my  dear  Sir,  to 
your  better  judgment.  Acquit  them  or  eon* 
demn  them,  as  seemeth  good  in  your  sight. 
«  Duncan  Gray"  is  that  kind  of  light-horse  gal- 
lop of  an  air,  which  precludes  sentiment    The 

ludicrous  is  its  ruling  feature. 

R.B. 


oczLn. 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 


[Bares  oftan  diaeonisas  with  Bin.  Benlop  «a  poetry 
and  poau :  tha  draaaa  of  Thonsooi  to  whieh  ha  aUndaa, 
are  atilT,  cold  compoaitions.] 

J)uwtfne»t  M  Detmber,  1792. 

I  SHA£L  be  in  Ayrshire,  I  think,  next  week; 
and,  if  at  all  possible,  I  shall  certainly,  my 
much-esteemed  friend,  haTC  the  pleasure  ef 
Tisiting  at  Punlop-honse. 

Alas,  Madam  1  how  seldom  do  we  meet  in  tUs 
world,  that  we  haTC  reason  to  congratulate  our* 
selyes  on  accessions  of  happiness !  I  hsTS  not 
passed  half  the  ordinary  term  of  an  old  man's 
life,  and  yet  I  scarcely  look  orer  the  oUtuaxy 
of  a  newspaper,  that  I  do  not  see  some  names 
that  I  haTC  known,  and  which  I,  and  other 
acquaintances,  little  thought  to  meetwifli  there 
so  soon.  Eyery  other  instance  of  the  mortality 
of  our  kind,  makes  us  cast  an  anxious  look  into 
the  dreadful  abyss  of  uncertainty,  and  shudder 
with  apprehension  for  our  own  fate.  But  of 
how  diiferent  an  importaaee  are  the  lires  of 
different  indiriduals  f  Nay,  of  what  importance 
is  one  period  of  the  same  life,  more  than  ano* 
ther  t  A  few  years  ago,  I  eonld  have  laid  down 
in  the  dust,  "  oareless  of  the  Toioe  of  the  mom* 
ing ;"  and  now  not  a  few,  and  these  most  kelp- 
less  indiriduals,  would,  on  losing  me  and  my 
exertions,  lose  both  their.'*staff  and  shield."  By 
the  way,  these  helpless  ones  have  lately  got 
an  addition ;  Mrs.  B  hating  given  me  a 

fine  girl  since  I  wrote  you.    There  is  a  ohena* 


1  Boofs  CLXXXIII.  and  CLXXXIV. 
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log  passage  in  Thomson's  "Edward  and  El«o- 


«  TiM  Taluuit  in  AmrmI/,  what  oaa  h«  tnflTar  ? 
Or  vrhMtt  need  h«  ngntd  hii  «hv<«  woea?*'  fte. 

As  I  am  got  in  the  waj  of  quotations,  I  shall 

giTs  yon  another  from  the  same  piece,  pecn- 

tiarlj,  alas  t  too  peenliarly  apposite,  my  dear 

lladami  to  yonr  present  frame  of  mind : 

«  WIm  so  aaworthy  bat  may  prondly  deck  him 
With  his  latr-waather  Tiitoe,  that  ezalu 
Olad  o'er  the  rammer  main !  the  tempest  comes, 
The  rough  winda  rage  aloud ;  when  from  the  helm, 
Thia  virtue  ahrinka,  and  in  a  comer  Ilea 
Lamenting— HeaTena !  if  privileged  from  trial, 
How  eheap  a  thiag  were  virtae  !" 

I  do  not  remember  to  have  heard  yon  men- 
tion Thomson's  dramas.  I  pick  np  favonrite 
quotations,  and  store  them  in  my  mind  as  ready 
armonr,  offenslTS  or  defensive,  amid  the  straggle 
of  this  tnrbnlent  existence.  Of  these  is  one,  a 
tery  faTonrite  one,  from  his  "  Alfred :" 

*<  Attach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuona  deeda 
And  offioea  of  life ;  to  life  itaelf, 
With  all  ita  vain  and  traaaient  joys,  sit  loose.'* 

Probably  I  have  quoted  some  of  these  to  you 
formerly,  as  indeed  when  I  write  from  the  heart, 
I  am  apt  to  be  guilty  of  such  repetitions.  The 
compass  of  the  heart,  in  the  musical  style  of 
expression,  is  much  more  bounded  than  that  of 
the  imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  the  former  are 
extremely  apt  to  run  into  one  another ;  but  in 
return  for  the  paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few 
notes  are  much  more  sweet.  I  must  still  give 
you  another  quotation,  which  I  am  almost  sure 
I  haTe  given  you  before,  but  I  oannot  resist  the 
temptation.  The  subject  is  religion — speaking 
of  its  importance  to  mankind,  the  author  says, 
"  >Tia  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  ovr  morning  bright.** 

I  see  you  are  in  for  double  postage,  so  I  shall 
e'en  scribble  out  t'other  sheet  We,  in  this 
country  here,  have  many  alarms  of  the  reform- 
ing, or  rather  the  republican  spirit,  of  your 
part  of  the  kingdom.  Indeed  we  are  a  good ' 
deal  in  commotion  ourselves.  For  me,  I  am  a 
placeman,  you  know;  a  very  humble  one  in- 
deed, Heaten  knows,  but  still  so  much  as  to  gag 
me.  What  my  private  sentiments  are,  you  will 
find  out  without  an  interpreter. 

I  have  taken  up  the  subject,  and  the  other 
day,  for  a  pretty  actress's  benefit  night,  I  wrote 
an  address,  which  I  will  give  on  the  other  page, 
called  *<  The  rights  of  woman :" 

*'  While  Eur^e's  eye  is  fixed  on  mighty  things." 


I  shsll  hare  the  honour  of  reeeiring  yonr  eriti' 
eisms  in  person  at  Dunlop.  R.  B. 


ccxun. 


TO  B.  OBAHAM,  ESQ.* 

rUTTEAT. 

[Graham  stood  by  the  bard  in  the  hoar  of  peril  reooiM 
in  this  tetter :  ami  the  Board  of  Excise  had  thegeosniiify 
to  permit  hia  to  eat  tU  "  bitter  bread**  for  the  lemiSte 
of  his  life.] 

DBomber^  17&2. 
Bin, 

I HAVB  been  surprised^  eonfonnded,  and  dis- 
tracted by  Mr.  Mitchell,  the  eoUeetor,  tdBag 
me  that  he  has  received  an  order  frmn  yonr 
Board  to  inquire  into  my  political  oondaat,  and 
blaming  me  as  a  person  disaffected  to  goTtrtf 
ment. 

Sir,  yon  are  a  husband— and  a  father. — ^You 
know  what  you  would  feel,  to  see  the  much* 
loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and  your  hapless, 
prattling  little  ones,  turned  adrift  into  the  world, 
degraded  and  disgraced  from  a  sitnaticm  in  which 
they  had  been  respectable  and  respeeted,  and 
left  almost  without  the  necessaiy  snppcct  of  a 
miserable  existence.  Alas,  Sir  I  most  I  think 
that  such,  soon,  will  be  my  lot  I  and  fitmi  the 
d-mned,  dark  insinuations  of  hellisli,  ground* 
less  envy  too  I  I  believe.  Sir,  I  may  arer  it,  ami 
in  the  sight  of  Omniscience,  that  I  would  not 
tell  a  deliberate  falsehood,  no»  not  tbmigh  even 
worse  horrors,  if  worse  can  be,  than  Uiosc  I 
have  mentioned,  hung  over  my  head ;  and  I  say, 
that  the  allegation,  whateter  villain  has  mads 
it,  is  a  lie  I  To  the  Britsh  conslitutioB  on  B««o- 
lution  principles,  next  after  my  God«  I  am  most 
devoutly  attached ;  you,  Sir,  have  been  maek 
and  generously  my  friend. — ^Heaten  knowi  how 
warmly  I  have  felt  the  obligatieny  aAd  how 
gratefrdly  I  have  thanked  yon. — Fortnna^  Sir* 
has  made  you  powerAil,  and  me  impotent;  haa 
given  yon  patronage,  and  me  dependence 
would  not  for  my  ringle  self,  call  on  your 
nity ;  were  such  my  insular,  uneoaneeted  situ- 
ation, I;would  despise  the  tear  that  now  aw«Ila 
in  my  eye— I  could  brave  mlsfortan%  I  «in34 
face  ruin;  for  at  the  worst,  *< Death's  th^oaasd 
doors  stand  open ;"  bn^  good  God  I  the 
concerns  that  I  have  mentioned^  the  elaiiB» 
ties  that  I  see  at  this  monienti  and  feel 
me,  how  they  unnerve  courage,  and 
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lotion  1  To  your  patronage,  m  a  man  of  lomo 
geainf,  joa  haTO  allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  your 
esuem,  as  an  honest  man,  I  know  ie  my  dne : 
to  tbeee.  Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal ;  by  these 
may  I  a^inre  yon  to  sa^e  me  from  that  misery 
which  threatena  to  orerwhelm  me,  and  which, 
with  my  latest  breath  I  will  say  it,  I  hare  not 
deaerred.  B.  B. 


OCXUT. 
TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

f Bonn  wu  ord«rtd,  h»  Myt,  to  miad  bis  datiM  ia  Um 
BxeiM,  «ad  to  hold  hii  tonfiie  aboot  politiea— the  latter 
p&ri  of  tho  iaiaaetioB  waa  hard  to  obof ,  for  at  that  tima 
potttiea  were  ia  oraiy  moath.] 


DuMfriet,  ZUt  Deember,  1792. 
PiAK  Mabax, 

A  flVBET  of  bnnness,  thrown  in  heaps  by  my 
absence,  has  nntil  now  proTented  my  returning 
my  grateftd  acknowledgments  to  the  good  family 
of  Dnntop,  and  yon  in  particular,  for  that 
hospitable  kindness  which  rendered  the  four 
days  I  spent  nnder  that  genial  roof,  four  of  the 
pleaaantest  I  eter  enjoyed. — ^Alas,  my  dearest 
friend !  how  few  and  fleeting  are  those  things 
we  call  pleasures!  on  my  road  so  Ayrshire,  I 
spent  a  night  with  a  friend  whom  I  much 
Talned;  a  man  whose  days  promised  to  be 
many ;  and  on  Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the 
dustl 

Jan.  2, 1798. 

I  WATi  just  reeeiTed  yonrs  of  the  80th,  and 
feel  much  for  your  situation.  Howerer,  I  heartily 
njolce  in  your  prospect  of  recorery  from  that 
tile  jaundice.  As  to  myself,  I  am  better,  though 
not  <piite  free  of  my  complaint — ^Ton  must  not 
think,  as  yon  seem  to  insinuate,  that  in  my 
way  of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that  I  haye 
enough;  but  occasional  hard  drinking  is  the 
deril  to  me.  Against  this  I  hsTo  again  and 
again  bent  my  resolution,  and  haye  greatly  sue- 
eteded.  TaTcms  I  hate  totally  abandoned :  it 
b  the  private  parses  in  the  family  way,  among 
the  hard-diinking  gentlemen  of  this  country, 
that  do  me  the  mischief— but  eren  this  I  haye 
mete  than  half  glyen  oyer. 

Mr.  Corbet  can  be  of  little  senrice  to  me  at 
preeent ;  at  least  I  should  be  shy  of  applying. 
I  eannot  possibly  be  settled  as  a  superrisor,  for 
Mfvend  years.  I  must  wait  the  rotation  of  the 
BaC,  and  there  are  twenty  names  before  mine. 


I  might  indeed  got  a  job  of  officiating,  where  a 
settled  superrisor  was  ill,  or  aged;  but  that 
hauls  me  from  my  family,  as  I  could  not  remoye 
them  on  such  an  nneertalnty.  Besides,  some 
enyions,  malidons  deyil,  has  raised  a  little  demur 
on  my  political  prindplee,  and  I  wish  to  let  that 
matter  settle  before  I  offer  myself  too  much  in 
the  eye  of  my  supervisors.  I  have  set,  hence- 
forth, a  seal  on  my  lips,  as  to  these  unlueMy  poli- 
tics; but  to  yon  I  must  breathe  my  sentiments.  In 
this,  as  in  eyeiything  else,  I  shall  diow  the  un- 
disguised emotions  of  my  souL  War  I  depre- 
cate :  misery  and  rain  to  thousands  are  in  the 
blast  that  announeea  the  destmctiTe  demon. 

B.B 


CXLY. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

(Tha  ioqgi  to  which  the  poet  alladaa  ware  <<Poortith 
Oaald,"  aad  <«  OalJa  Watar.*'] 

Jan.  1798. 

Maxt  returns  of  the  season  to  you,  my  dear 
Sir.  How  eomee  on  your  publication  f— will 
these  two  foregoing  [Songs  olzzzt.  and 
OLZzzvi.]  be  of  any  service  to  yon  T  I  should 
like  to  knoitlihat  songs  you  print  to  each  tune, 
besides  the  verses  to  which  it  is  set  In  short,  I 
would  wish  to  i^ve  yon  my  opinion  on  aB  the 
poetry  yon  publish.  You  know  it  is  my  trade, 
and  a  man  in  the  way  of  his  trade  may  suggest 
nseftd  hints  that  eseape  men  of  much  superior 
parts  and  endowmenti  in  other  things. 

If  yon  meet  with  my  dear  and  mnoh-vslned 
Cunningham,  greet  hiai,  in  my  name,  with  the 
eomplimenti  of  the  season. 

Yonrs,  dEe.f 

B.B. 


OCZLYI. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[ThonMOB  axplaiaad  aora  ftOly  thaa  at  irat  the  plan  of 
hla  pablieatioa,  and  ttetad  that  Dr.  Baattia^ad  pfvadsad 
aa  aany  oa  Seottlah  nnuie,  bj  way  of  aa  iatrodactloato 
tha  work.] 


2M  Jmu^r^f  1798. 
I  Amovi  greatly,  my  dear  Sir,  of  your  plans. 
Dr.  Beatde's  essay  will,  of  itself,  be  a  treasure. 
On  my  part  I  mean  to  draw  up  an  appendix  to 
the  Doctor's  essay,  oontaining  my  stock  of  anee- 
dotes,fto.,ofonr8eotieaaga.    AUtkalalaMr 
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GENERAL  GOBREffPONOENCE 


TjHu^B  aneedotes  I  haTe  by  me,  taken  down  iti 
tlie  oonrse  of  mj  acqnaintjwme  vith  hiJAf  tnm 
Uf  own  monUb  I  am  micli  an  entkomaet,  that 
in  the  oonrte  of  mj  seTeral  peregrinattoDs 
through  Scotland,  I  made  a  lulgrimage  to  the 
Uditidnal  spot  from  which  erery  eong  took  its 
Sisa»  ^'Iiodhaher^'  and  the  "  Braes  of  BaUenden** 
•so^pted.  80  far  as  the  localitj,  either  firom 
the  tftle  of  the  air,  or  the  tenor  of  the  song,* 
eonld  be  ascertained,  I  have  pmd  my  derotions 
at  the  partionlar  shrine  of  erery  Soots  muse. 

I  do  not  donbt  but  you  might  make  a  Tory 
valoaUe  ceUeetiov  of  jacobite  songs ;  but  would 
it  give  BO  offnee !  la  the  meantimoj  do  not 
yom  think  that  some  of  them,  particularly ''  The 
sow's  tail  to  Qeordie,"  as  an  air,  with  other 
words,  might  be  well  worth  a  place  in  your  col- 
lection of  lively  songs  f 

If  it  were  possible  to  procure  songs  of  merit,  it 
would  be  proper  to  have  one  set  of  Soots  words 
to  every  air,  and  that  the  set  of  words  to  which 
the  notes  ought  to  be  set.  Th^re  is  a  futvieti, 
a  pastoral  i^mplicity,  in  a  slight  intermixture 
of  9cots  words  and  phraseology,  which  is  more 
In  unison  (at  least  to  my  taste,  and,  I  will  add, 
to  eveiy  genuine  Caledonian  taste)  with  the 
simple  pathos,  or  rustic  sprightliness  of  our 
native  music,  than  any  Snglish  Ifcrses  what- 
tver. 

The  very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  an  acquisi- 
tion to  your  work.  His  '<  Gregory"  is  beautlM. 
I  have  tried  to  give  you  a  set  of  staasas  in  Scots, 
on  the  same  subject,  which  are  at  your  swvice. 
Not  that  I  intend  to  eater  the  lists  with  Peter 
— ^tbat  would  be  presumption  indeed.  My  song, 
though  much  inferior  in  poetio  merit,  has,  I 
think,  more  of  the  ballad  simpUoity  in  it. 

CM«r«  follows  ('LofdOrtyorr."   Song  GLXXXVIf.} 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  the  ho- 
nourable gentleman  who  favoured  me  with  a 
postscript  in  your  last    He  shaU  hear  from  me 

and  receive  his  MSS.  soon. 

Tours, 

B.B. 


COXLVIT. 

TO  MB.  CUKNINQHAM. 

(The  naI,  with  the  eoefe>or-aniu  wbloh  the  poat  in- 
vented,  it  itill  ia  the  family,  aad  regaidad  u  a  raliqnv.] 

Zd  March,  1793. 
Suras  I  wrote  to  you  the  last  lugubrious  sheet, 
I  have  not  had  time  to  write  you  further.  When 


I  say  that  I  had  not  time,  that  as  usual  metia^ 
that  the  three  demons,  indolence,  bufliness,  sad 
ennui,  have  so  completely  shared  my  hmsi 
among  them,  as  not  to  leave  me  a  five  miastei^ 
flfagment  to  take  vf  a  pen  in. 

Thank  heaven,  I  fad  ray  spirits  buoying  vp- 
wmrds  witii  the  renovating  year.  Now  I  Ain 
in  gobd  earnest  take  up  Thomson's  soagi.  I 
dare  say  he  thinks  I  have  used  him  unfcsBdlj, 
and  I  must  own  with  too  much  appearaaee  tl 
truth.  Apropos,  do  you  know  the  mnoh  admired 
old  Highland  air  called  <<The  Sutor'a  Dochtsrf" 
It  is  a  first-rate  favourite  of  mine,  and  I  hsTS 
written  what  I  reckon  one  of  my  beat  aon^  ta 
it  I  will  send  it  to  you  an  it  was  aaag  wiA 
great  applause  in  some  feehionable  oMes  >y 
Mijor  Boberston,  of  Lude,  who  was  hsn  with 
his  corps. 


There  is  one  commission  thai  I  must  trouble 
you  with.  I  lately  lost  a  valuable  seal,  a  pre- 
sent from  a  departed  firiend  which  vexes  me 
much. 

I  have  gotten  one  of  your  Htghlaad  pebbles, 
which  I  fancy  would  make  n  very  decent  ene; 
and  I  want  to  cut  my  armorial  bearing  on  it; 
will  you  be  so  obliging  as  inquire  what  wiU  bt 
the  expense  of  such  a  business  t  I  do  net  kaov 
that  my  name  is  matriculated,  as  the  hersMs 
call  it,  at  all ;  but  I  have  invented  arms  Dor  By- 
self,  so  you  know  I  shall  be  chief  of  the  nsne; 
and,  by  courtesy  of  Scotiand,  will  likewise  bt 
entitied  to  supporters.     These,  however,  I  do 
not  intend  having  on  my  seal.    I  am  a  bit  of  a 
herald,  and  shall  give  you,  neundum  affm,  mj 
arms.    On  a  field,  asure,  a  holly-bosh,  saedsd, 
proper,  in  base;  a  shepherd's  pipe  aad  ercok, 
saltier-wise,  also  proper  in  chief.  On  n  wrceth 
of  the  colours,  a  wood-lark  perching  on  a  spngof 
bay-tree,  proper,  for  orest   Two  mottos  ;  rvaad 
the  top  of  the  crest,  Wood-noUa  wAr.*  at  the  b<A* 
tom  of  the  shield,  in  the  usual  plaea,  JBuaer  s 
WM  bush  than  nae  hUUL    By  the  ah^herd^a  pipe 
and  crook  I  do  not  mean  the  nonsense  of  pa»t- 
ers  of  Arcadia,  but  a  9tock  and  Aom,  and  a  timS^ 
such  as  you  see  at  the  head  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
in  Allan's  quarto  edition  of  the  OtniU  Shepherd. 
By  the  bye,  do  you  know  Allan  ?  He  moat  be  a 
man  of  very  great  genius— Why  is  he  not  wrrt 
known? — Has  he  no  patrons  T  or  do  **IV>vciTf*t 
cold  wind  and  crushing  rain  beat  keecn  aid 
heavy*'  on  him?    I  oboe,  and  but  oacei,  geC  a 
glance  of  that  noble  edition  of  the  noblest 
toral  in  the  world;  and  dear  as  it  was^  I 
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dttf  fts  to  my  pocket,  I  would  hare  bought  it; 
bat  I  was  told  that  it  was  printed  and  engrayed 
for  ■ubacribera  only.  He  is  the  only  artist  who 
has  hit  gtnuine  pastoral  eo4tttms,  What»  my 
dear  Cunningham,  is  there  in  riches,  that  they 
aanow  and  harden  the  heart  so  ?  I  think,  that 
WITS  I  as  rich  as  the  sun,  I  should  be  as  gene- 
rous aa  the  day ;  but  as  I  have  no  reason  to 
imagjae  my  soul  a  nobler  one  than  any  other 
ma&*s,  I  must  conclude  that  wealth  imparts  a 
bird-lime  quality  to  the  possessor,  at  which  the 
mas,  in  his  natire  poTerty,  would  haTO  rerolted. 
What  has  led  me  to  this,  is  the  idea  of  such 
merit  as  Mr.  Allan  possesses,  and  such  riches 
aa  A  nabob  or  goTemment  contractor  possesses, 
and  why  they  do  not  form  a  mutual  league. 
X^  wealth  shelter  and  cherish  unprotected 
merit,  and  the  gratitude  and  celebrity  of  that 

merit  wall  richly  repay  it. 

B.  B. 


ooxLvm. 

TO  HB.  THOMSON. 

(BofM  ill  tfa«M  earelMs  wordt  nnkM  us  acquahited 
with  one  ot  hii  aviMtesfc  aooga.] 

20th  March,  1798. 
Ut  deak  Sib, 

Tbs  song  prefixed  ["Mary  Morison"*]  is  one 
of  mj  juvenile  works.  I  leave  it  in  your  hands. 
I  do  not  think  it  yeiy  remarkable,  either  for  its 
merila  or  demerits.  It  is  impossible  (at  least  I 
feel  at  so  in  my  stinted  powers)  to  be  always 
orig^al,  entertainingy  and  witty. 

What  is  become  of  the  list,  Ac,  of  yeov 
songs?  I  shall  be  out  of  all  temper  with  yon, 
by  and  bye.  I  have  always  looked  on  myself  as 
Iha  prince  of  indolent  oorrespondents,  and  Talued 
myself  aceordingly;  and  I  will  not,  cannot, 
bear  riTalship  from  you,  nor  anybody  else. 

ILB. 

OOXUZ. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[For  the  *<  Waad«rio(  WiUm"  of  tbia  eommoaicatioa 
Tkcxaaon  oflered  MvenU  eonectioiii.] 

March,  1798. 
Bmbm  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  Willie, 

Kow  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa  hame ; 
Coma  to  my  bosom,  "my  ae  only  dearie,    [same. 

And  tell  me  thou  bring^st  me  my  WiUie  the 

I  BoBg  cLznvxii. 


Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  part« 

ing; 
It  was  na  the  blast  brought,  the  tear  in  my 

e'e; 
Now  welcome  the  simmer,  and  welcome  my' 

WUUe, 
The  simmer  to  nature,  ngr  Willie  to  me. 

Te  hurricanes,  rest  in  the  caye  o'  your  slumbers  I 
Oh  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms! 

Awaken,  ye  breezes  I  blow  gently,  ye  billows ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my 
arms. 

But  if  he's  fbrgotten  his  faithftdest  Nannie, 

0  still  flow  between  us,  thou  wide,  roaring 

main; 
May  I  nerer  see  It,  may  I  nefer  trow  it, 
But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain ! 

1  leave  it  to  you,  my  dear  Sir,  to  determiae 
whether  the  above,  or  the  old  '<Thro*  the  lang 
muir  I  have  followed  mj  Willie,"  be  the  best 

B.B. 


CCL. 


.TO  MISS  BENSON. 


written,  wee  oa  a 
t  of  CsptuB  Craik ; 


[Min  BenKMi,  wh«n  this  letter 
viffit  to  Arbiglaod,  the  besatifiil 
■he  u  BOW  Mn.  Baail  Montagu.] 


Jhtmfiiei,  21«<  March,  1798. 
Madav, 

Ax6mo  many  things  for  whkk  I  envy  those 
hale,  long-lived  <fld  feUews  before  the  flood,  ia 
this  in  partieulas^  that  when  they  met  with  any- 
body after  their  own  heart,  they  had  a  eharm- 
ing  long  prospect  of  many,  many  h^py  meet- 
ings with  them  in  after-life. 

Now  in  this  short,  stormy,  irinter  day  of  our 
fleeting  existence,  when  yon  now  and  then,  in 
the  Chapter  of  Accidents,  meet  an  indiridual 
whose  aeqni^atanoe  is  a  real  acquisition,  there 
are  aU  the  probabilitiea  against  you,  that  yon 
shall  never  meet  with  that  valued  character 
more.  On  the  other  hand,  brief  as  this  miser- 
able being  is,  it  is  none  of  the  least  of  the  mise- 
ries belonging  to  it,  that  if  there  is  any  mis- 
creant whom  yon  hate,  or  creature  whom  you 
despise,  the  ill-run  of  the  chances  shall  be  so 
against  you,  that  in  the  overtakings,  turnings, 
and  jostUngs  of  life,  pop,  at  some  unlucky  cor- 
ner, eternally  oomes  the  wretch  upon  yon,  and 


will  not  allow  your  indignaUoii  or  oontenpt  a 
momont'B  i^knm.  As  I  wn  a  Bturdj  belitrer  in 
the  powon  of  dArknow,  I  take  these  to  be  the 
doing!  of  that  old  author  of  miechief,  the  denl. 
It  if  well-known  that  he  hae  some  kind  of  short- 
hand way  of  taking  down  onr  thonghts,  and  I 
make  no  doubt  he  is  perfectly  aeqnainted  with 
my  sentiments  respecting  Miss  Benson:  how 
much  I  admired  her  abilities  and  Talned  her 
worth,  and  how  very  fortunate  I  thought  mys^ 
in  her  acquaintance.  For  this  last  reason,  my 
dear  Madam,  I  mast  entertain  no  hopes  of  the 
TCiy  great  pleasure  of  meeting  with  you  again. 
Miss  Hamilton  tells  me  that  she  is  sending  a 
packet  to  you,  and  I  beg  leave  to  send  yon  the 
enclosed  sonnet,  though,  to  tell  you  the  real 
truth,  the  sonnet  is  a  mere  pretenoe,  that  I  may 
have  the  opportunity  of  declaring  with  how 
much  respectful  esteem  I  haTO  the  honour  to 
be,  &0.  B.  a 


OCLI. 
TO  PATRICK  MILLER,  ESQ., 

OF  DALSWXVTOK. 

[The  tine  to  which  Barni  allndei  was  the  period  of 
hin  oocvpfttioB  of  EUighuMl.] 


Sib, 


Duntfriity  April,  1798. 


Mr  poems  having  just  come  out  in  another 
edition,  will  you  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of 
a  copy?  A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you,  as  a 
gentleman  to  whose  goodness  I  have  been  much 
indebted ;  of  my  respect  for  ^u,  as  a  patriot 
who,  in  a  Yenal,  sliding  age,  stands  forth  the 
champion  of  the  liberties  of  my  country ;  and 
of  my  Teneration  for  you,  as  a  man,  whose  be- 
ncTolence  of  heart  does  honour  to  human  na- 
ture. 

There  was  a  time.  Sir,  when  I  was  your  de- 
pendent: this  language  tkm  would  haTO  been 
like  the  vile  incense  of  flattery — ^I  could  not  have 
Qsed  it  Now  that  connexion  is  at  an  end,  do 
me  the  honour  to  accept  of  this  konett  tribute  of 
respect  from,  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted  humble  aerrant, 

R.  B. 


i  Barni  here  ealli  himMlf  tho  «  Voice  of  Coila,'*  in 
imitaiioa  of  OMttm,  who  ienooiiiiatea  himMlf  the  "  Voiee 
of  Co—  »»- 


TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[Thii  review  of  oor  Seottlrfi  Ijriee  is  well  worth  (bi 
etCeetioB  ef  all  vri»  write  soagsi  reed  songi,  or  dag 
tOQffa.] 

7^41^1, 17M. 

Thaxx  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  pstbi 
Ton  cannot  imagine  how  much  this  busiAcsi  of 
composing  for  your  publication  haa  added  is 
my  ei^oyments.  What  with  my  eariy  attsch* 
ment  to  ballads,  your  book,  ftc,  ballad-^aaidsg 
is  now  as  completely  my  hobby-hone  aa  em 
fortification  was  Uncle  Toby's;  so  Fll  e'ea  esnter 
it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of  mj  race  Qod 
grant  that  I  may  take  the  right  ddo  of  flie  win- 
ning post! — and  then  oheerfoUy  looking  back 
on  the  honest  folks  witfi  wliom  I  have  been 
happy,  I  shall  say  or  ring,  •'Sae  menj  se  we 
a'  1^  beenl*'  and,  raising  my  last  leoki  to  the 
whole  human  race,  the  last  words  ef  the  voice 
of  «Coila*'i  shaU  be,  ««6ood  lu^t,  and  joy  be 
wi'  you  a*  1"  So  much  for  my  last  weids:  new 
for  a  few  present  remarks,  as  they  haveeeeurred 
at  random,  on  looking  over  yonr  list. 

The  first  lines  of  "The  last  time  I  esae 
o'er  the  moor,"  and  several  otker  lines  in  it, 
are  beaiitiful ;  but,  in  my  opinion— pardon  ae, 
revered  shade  of  Ramsay!— the  song  is  an* 
worthy  of  the  divine  air.  I  shaU  try  to  msfei 
or  mend. 

<<  For  ever,  Fortune,  wilt  Ikon  proves"*  b  a 
charming  song;  but  *<Xiogan  bum  and  Logia 
braes"  is  sweetly  susceptible  of  rural  imagtiy; 
Vn  try  that  likewise,  and,  if  I  suooeed,  the 
oliier  song  may  class  among  the  Kngtiah  cues. 
I  remmnber  tiie  two  last  lines  of  a  verse  in 
some  of  the  old  songs  of  **  Logan  Water"  (finr  I 
know  a  good  many  different  ones)  vrhteh  I  think 

pretty: — 

<*  Now  nj  deer  led  mana  flice  his  Aue, 
Far,  far  free  me  and  Lofaa  hraea.*^ 

"  My  Patie  is  a  lover  gay,"  is  unequaL  '*EU 

mind  is  never  muddy,"  is  a  mud(^  expreisioa 

indeed. 

«  Then  1*11  redgia  and  aaarrf  Pate, 
Aed  ayae  my  eoekeraottf— ^* 

Tli{s  is  surely  far  unworthy  of  Battsay  or  your 

book.    My  song,  <*  Rigs  of  barley,**  to  tfi«  asoee 

tune,  does  not  altogether  please  me ;  bnt  if  I 

can  mend  it,  and  thrash  a  few  loose  sentimants 

>  Bf  ThomeoDi  not  the  mnpiriaa,  bnt  the  poet. 
S  Thia  aoag  is  not  old ;  lU  author;  the  late  iahaMafva, 
long  oatlived  Burnt. 
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dot  of  it,  I  will  submit  it  to  your  eonnderation. 
•*  The  lass  o'  PaUe's  mill*'  is  one  of  Ramsay's 
best  songs ;  bnt  there  is  one  loose  sentiment  in 
it,  wbicb  my  much-Taliied  fHend  Mr.  Erskine 
will  take  into  lus  eritieal  oonsideration.  In  Sir 
Jobn  Sinclair's  statistical  Tolnmes,  are  two 
elnima-Hme,  I  think  from  Aberdeenshire,  and 
the  other  from  Ayrshire — ^for  the  hononr  of  this 
•ong.  Tiie  following  anecdote,  which  I  had 
from  the  present  Sir  William  Gonningham  of 
JtoberUand*  who  had  it  of  the  late  John,  Bail 
of  London,  I  can,  on  sneh  anthoritlei,  beliere: 

Allan  Bamsay  was  residing  at  London-castle 
with  the  then  Barl,  flUher  to  Sacl  John;  and 
iMM  forenoon*  liifing  or  walking,  ont  together, 
his  lordship  and  Allan  passed  a  sweet  romantio 
epot  on  Inrine  water,  still  called  "  Patie'a  mill," 
where  a  bonnie  lass  was  *'  tedding  hay,  bare- 
headed en  the  green."  My  lord  observed  to 
Allaa*  that  it  woold  be  a  fine  theme  for  apsong. 
Baasay  took  the  hint,  and,  lingering  behind, 
he  eompoeed  the  first  sketch  of  It,  which  he  pro- 
dneed  at  dinner. 

<*<hM  day  I  heard  Mary  say,"'  is  a  fine  song; 
but,  for  ccnsisteney'B  sake,  alter  the  name 
**  Adonis."  Were  there  erer  snch  banns  pub- 
lished, as  a  pnrpose  of  marriage  between  Adonis 
and  Maiy  1  I  agree  with  yon  that  my  song, 
*«Xh«re*s  nought  but  care  on  every  hand,"  is 
aneh  snperior  to  "  Pocrtith  canld."  The  ori- 
ginal song,  ««The  mill,  mill,  0!'"  thon^  ex- 
«ellsBt,  is^  en  a«ee«nt  of  delieacy,  inadmisrible ; 
■till  I  like  the  title,  and  think  a  Scottish  song 
weittlid  suit  the  notes  best;  and  let  your  choeen 
teo^  whieh  is  rery  pretty,  follow  as  an  English 
set.  «« The  Banks  of  the  Dee"  is,  you  know, 
fiterally  <•  Langolee,"  to  slow  time.  The  song 
is  well  enough,  but  has  some  false  imageiy  in 
It;  for  instance. 


»    ••  And  nrMtlf  the  aighliflffal*  auy  (Vom  tbe  tree.*' 

In  the  first  place,  the  nightingale  sings  in  a 
low  bush,  but  never  from  a  tree ;  and  in  the 
second  place,  there  never  was  a  nightingale 
seeai  or  heard  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee,  er  on 
the  banks  of  any  other  river  in  Scotland.  Exotic 
rural  Imagery  is  always  comparatively  flat.*  If 
I  could  hit  on  another  stansa,  equal  to  **  The 
small  birds  njoice,"  &c.,  I  do  myself  honestly 

1  Bj  Crawfurd.  t  By  Ramny. 

*  T1i#  AttUMf,  JohB  Ttit,  a  writer  to  tiM  8i^«t  and 
■lae  timm  Jodge  of  the  poiie6*coort  in  Edinburf  h, 
ttiattd  to  thit,  wad  wlttnA  the  line  to, 

"Aadeweetlythewood-iiifeoa  cooed  fVoai  the  tree.** 


avow,  that  I  think  it  a  superior  song.^  "John 
Anderson,  my  Jo" — ^the  song  to  this  tune  in 
Johnson's  Museum,  Is  my  composition,  and  I 
think  it  not  my  worst:*  if  it  suit  you,  take  it, 
and  welcome.  Your  collection  of  sentimental 
and  pathetic  songs,  is,  In  my  opinion,  very  com* 
plete ;  but  not  so  your  comic  ones.  Where  are 
«<Tullochgorum,"  « Lumps o'puddin,"  "Tibbie 
Fowler,"  and  several  others,  which,  In  my  hum- 
ble Judgment,  are  well  worthy  of  preservation  ? 
There  is  also  one  sentimental  song  of  mine  in 
the  Museum,  which  never  was  known  ont  of 
the  immediate  nelghbouriiood,  until  I  got  It 
taken  down  from  n  country  girl's  singing.  It 
Is  called  "Gralgiebum  wood,"  and,  in  the 
opinion  of  Mr.  Qaike,  Is  one  of  the  sweetest 
Scottish  songs.  He  Is  quite  an  enthusiast  about 
it;  and  I  would  take  his  taste  In  Scottish  music 
against  the  taste  of  most  connoisseurs. 

You  are  quite  right  In  inserting  the  last  five 
in  your  list,  though  they  are  certainly  Irish. 
'*  Shepherds,  I  have  lost  my  love  I"  is  to  me  a 
heavenly  air— what  would  you  think  of  a  set  of 
Scottish  verses  to  it  t  I  liave  made  one  to  it  a 
good  while  ago,  which  I  think  *  *  *,  but  in  its 
ori|pnal  state  it  is  not  quite  a  lady's  song.  I 
enclose  an  altered,  not  amended  copy  for  you,* 
if  you  choose  to  set  the«tune  to  it,  and  let  the 
Irish  verses  follow. 

Mr.  Erskine's  songs  are  all  pretty,  but  his 
«*  Lone  vale"  f  is  divine. 

Yours,  ftc 

Let  me  know  Just  how  yon  like  these  random 
hints. 


ccun. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[The  letter  Co  which  thle  it  ia  pert  ea  euwer,  Carrie 
■aja,  coBteiae  muif  oheervatiouoa  Scottish  aoDf  ■,  ami 
OB  theiaaaBerof  adapliBg  the  words  to  the  noaie,  which 
at  Mr.  ThOBuoa's  dedra  are  rappraaaad.] 

AjfrU,  1798. 
I  HATS  yours,  my  dear  Sir,  this  moment    I 
shall  answer  it  and  your  former  letter,  in  my 
desultory  way  of  saying  whatever  comes  upper  • 
most 

4  8oBgCXXXIX.     fSoDfLXXX.    S8oii«CLXXYiU 

7  "  How  aweet  thit  looe  vale,  aad  how  aoolhiaf  to  feeling, 
YoB  Bif  htiagale'a  Boiea  which  ia  BiakMty  neet." 

The  aoBf  haa  foaad  ita  waf  iato  aeveral  roHectinae 
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OENESAL   COBBESFONDENCE 


TJbe  bu«ine89  of  many  of  our  tunes  waiting, 
At  the  beginning,  irhu\  fiddlers  call  a  starting- 
note,  ie  often  a  rub  to  us  poor  rhymers. 

'*  There*8  brair,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
That  wander  through  the  blooming  heather,*' 

you  mi^  alter  te 

"  Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes^ 
Ye  wander,"  &c. 

My  song,  **  Here  awm,  there  aw%"  m  amended 
by  Mr*  Erskine,  I  entirely  ai^ro^e  of^  and  xe- 
tomyou. 

Give  me  leafe  to  eritieise  your  taite  in  the 
only  thing  in  whieh  it  is,  in  n^  opinion,  reprep* 
bensible.  You  know  I  ought  to  know  something 
of  my  own  trade.  Of  pathos,  sentiment,  and 
point,  you  are  a  complete  Judge ;  but  theve  is 
a  quality  more  neoessaxy  tlian  dther  in  a  song, 
and  which  is  the  Yery  essence  of  a  ballad  I 
mean  simpUcily :  now,  if  I  nustake  n^  this  last 
feature  you  are  a  little  apt  to  saoxifioe  to  the 
foregoing. 

Eamsay,  as  ereiy  other  poeti  hat  not  been 
always  equally  ha]^y  in  his  pieces ;  stUl  I  caifr- 
not  approve  of  taking  such  liberties  with  an 
author  as  Mr.  Walker  proposes  doing  with  '<  The 
last  time  I  came  o*er  the  moor."  Let  a  poet^ 
if  he  choose,  take  up  the  idea  of  another,  and 
work  it  Into  a  piece  of  his  own ;  but  to  mangle 
the  works  of  the  poor  bard,  whose  tuneful 
tongue  is  now  mute  for  e^er,  in  the  dark  and  nar* 
row  house— by  HeaTcn,  'twould  be  sacrilege !  I 
grant  that  Mr.  W.'s  Torsion  is  an  improToment ; 
but  I  know  Mr*  W.  well,  and  esteem  him  much ; 
let  him  mend  the  song,  as  the  Highlander  mend- 
ed his  gun— he  gaTO  it  a  new  stock,  a  new  look, 
and  a  new  barrel. 

I  do  not,  by  this,  object  to  leaying  out  impro- 
per stanzas,  where  that  can  be  done  without 
spoiling  the  whole.  One  stanza  in  "The  loss 
0*  Patie's  mill"  must  be  left  out :  the  song  will 
be  nothing  worse  for  it*  I  am  not  sure  if  we 
can  take  the  same  liberty  with  **  Com  rigs  are 
bonnie."  Perhaps  it  might  wont  the  last  stanza, 
and  be  the  better  for  it  "  Cauld  kail  in  Aber- 
deen," you  must  leave  with  me  yet  awhile.  I 
iiaye  vowed  to  have  a  song  to  that  air,  on  the  lady 
whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the  verses, 
i«Poortith  cauld  and  restless  love."  At  any 
rate,  my  other  song,  <*  Green  grow  the  rashes," 

1  Sosffs  CXCII.  and  CXCIII 


will  never  suit  That  aong  is  current  in  Scot- 
land under  the  old  title,  and  to  the  meny  old 
tune  of  that  name^  which,  of  course,  would  nur 
the  progress  of  your  song  to  celebrity.  lour 
bo^  will  be  the  standard  of^Scota  songs  for  the 
future :  let  this  idea  ever  keep  your  judgmcat 
on  the  alarm. 

I  send  a  song  on  n  celebrated  toast  in  tUi 
country,  to  suit  "  Bonnie  Dundee."  X  send  jou 
also  a  ballad  to  the  «<Mill,  mill,  0 1"i 

*'The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,"  I 
would  fain  attempt  to  make  a  Boots  soog  for, 
and  let  Bamsay's  be  the  English  set  You  ihiQ 
hear  from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to  London 
on  this  business,  can  you  come  by  Dumfries  ?  I 
have  still  several  MS.  Sects  airs  by  me,  vbick 
I  have  picked  up,  most^  from  the  nnging  of 
country  lasses.  They  please  ma  vastly;  hot 
your  learned  lufft  would  perhaps  be  displeased 
with  the  very  feature  for  whibh  I  like  them.  I 
call  them  simple ;  you  would  pronounce  them 
silly.  Do  you  know  a  fine  air  called  "Jackie 
Hume's  Lament  ?"  I  hare  a  song  of  consider- 
able merit  to  that  air.  TU  enclose  you  both 
the  song  and  tune,  as  I  had  them  ready  ta  send 
to  Johnson's  Museum.'  I  send  you  likewiM,  to 
me,  a  beautiful  little  air,  which  I  had  taken. 
down  from  viva  voa,* 

Adieu. 


OCLIV. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


CThoBMoa,  it  wonld  appiat  by  his  aaawar  la  tU»  tettaff 
wu  at  israa  with  Banw  on  the  nibieet-mafter  of  auncU 
city :  the  formor  tMini  to  have  detirMl  a  sort  of  di(»H 
matie  and  varaiahed  style :  the  latter  felt  that  alcs&siel 
and  aimplieity  were  "  sisters  tvrtn.*'] 

Mt  dkah  Sim, 
X  HAD  scarcely  put  my  last  letter  Into  the  po« 
office,  when  I  took  up  the  subject  of  *'  The  U 
timel  came  o'er  the  moor,"  and  ere  I  slm 
drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.^  How  I  ha 
^succeeded,  I  leave  on  this,  as  on  errery  other  c 
casion,  to  you  to  decide.  I  ovm  my  vanity 
flattered,  when  you  give  my  songs  a  place 
your  elegant  and  superb  work;  but  t»  b^ 
service  to  the  work  is  my  first  wish.    As  X  hi 

9  Song  CXCI V.  S  Btmg  CXOVITI . 

<  Song  ocxxxnr. 
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aftmlold  yon,  Xdo  not  in  amag^e  instanoe  wiah 
yov,  Ottt  of  eoBpUBent  to  me,  to  insert  any- 
tbiig  «f  mise.  One  U&t  let  me  giro  jon^ 
irtifttOTer  Hr.  Fleyri  does,  let  Mm  not  elter  one 
Sola  of  the  origiiml  Soottisk  airs,  I  mesa  in  the 
Miig  depei'lmeiit^  Iml  let-onr  iwtioBel  mvsio 
preserre  its  native  features.  Thej  are,  I  o«b» 
freqnenti J*  wild  end  irredneible  te  the  more 
moden  rales ;  bni  on  that  ynj  eoeentrioitji 
peibafe,  depends  a  grtai  paft  of  th^  effMt 

B.B. 


COLT. 
TO  JOHN  FRANCIS  EBSKINE,  ESQ.. 

or  M  AB. 

(TUs  rtmarkBU*  lelUr  bu  bom  of  lata  th«  labjaa  of 
•OHM  eootiOTersy:  Mr.  Fiiidl«ter,who  happentd  thtn  to 
b«  ia  ih«  ExctM,  ii  ▼ehaiiMiit  in  d«f«ace  of  the  "  honoara- 
Ma  board,*'  aad  ia  eactria  tbat  Bliraa  baamicapragaatad 
ttM  eoaduel  of  Ma  fvry  geaanma  oMatan.  Ia  aoawar  to 
tbiaat  baa  baaa  mrgod  that  the  wonl  of  tba  peat  baaia  aa 
othar  tkiag  beaaqoaatioBed :  that  is  tba  laet  raomanta  of 
bis  M;  he  eolemnly  wrote  thii  letter  into  hla  maowniB* 
dam-book,  and  that  the  reproof  of  Mr.  Corbet,  ie  giren  by 
hhn  aitbar  aa  a  qaotatioa  from  a  p^ar  or  an  exact  recol- 
laetioa  of  the  worda  need:  the  ezpreeiiohe,  "ael  fe 
Iftcab"  aad  be  «<  aiUmi  and  obtdunt**  are  onderliaed.] 


Sn, 


Vwnjjrm,  18a  April.  1798. 


DsannoATa  as  human  nature  is  said  to  be, 
aad  ia  many  instanees,  worthless  and  naprinoi- 
pled  it  is,  still  there  are  bright  examples  to  the 
eontrary ;  examples  that  even  in  the  eyes  of  sa- 
pcrior  beings,  mast  shed  a  lostre  on  the  name 
of  man. 

8««h  aa  example  haTO  I  now  before  me,  when 
yon,  Sir,  oame  forward  to  patroniie  aad  belHend 
a  distant,  obsoore  stranger,  merely  because  po- 
verty had  made  him  helpless,  aad  his  British 
hardihood  of  miad  had  proroked  the  arbitrary 
waatoaaess  of  power.  My  maeh  esteemed 
IHend,  Mr.  Riddel  of  Oleariddel,  has  Jost  read 
me  a  paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had  from'you. 
Accept,  Sir,  of  the  rileat  throb  of  gratitade ; 
for  words  would  but  mook  the  emotioas  of  my 
Soal. 

Too  hsTO  beea  misinformed  as  to  my  final 
dismission  from  the  Excise ;  I  am  still  in  the 
service. — Indeed,  but  for  the  exertions  of  a  gen- 
tleman who  must  be  known  to  you,  Mr.  Graham 
of  Fiatray,  a  gentleman  who  has  erer  been  my 
warm  aad  generous  friend,  I  had,  without  so 
maeh  as  a  hearings  or  the  slightest  prerious 


intimatioo,  been  turned  aifrift,  with  my  helpless 
fsmily,  to  aU  the  horrors  of  want  Had  I  had 
any  other  resouree,  probably  I  might  hare  saved 
them  the  trouble  of  a  dismission ;  but  the  little 
money  I  gained  by  my  publioation,  is  almost 
eveiy  guinea  embarked,  to  save  from  ruin  aa 
only  brother,  who,  though'  one  of  the  worthiest, 
is  by  no  means  one  of  the  meet  fortunate  <tf 
men. 

la  my  defence  to  thdraoeusatioDS,  I  said,  that 
whatever  might  be  my  sentimeBts  of  republics, 
aaoieal  or  aiodeni,  as  to  Britain,  I  abjured  the 
idea! — ^That  a  coasnTunov,  which, la  its  ori*. 
glaal  priaeiplee,  experieace  had  proved  to  be 
eveiy  way  fitted  for  our  happiaess  ia  society,  it 
would  be  iasaaity  to  saeriflee  to  aa  uatriedvi- 
sioaary  theory: — that,  ia  ooasideratloa  of  my 
beiag  situated  ia  a  departmeat,  however  hnmble» 
iauaediately  ia  the  heads  of  pe^e  ia  power, 
I  had  forborne  taUag  any  aetive  part,  either 
peisoaaHy,  or  as  sa  author,  ia  the  preseat  bust- 
ness  of  RaroaM.  But,  that,  where  I  must  de* 
elare  my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there  existed 
a  system  of  corruption  between  the  executive 
power  aad  the  represeatative  part  of  the  legis- 
lature, which  boded  ao  good  to  our  glorious  ooa« 
snrvnoir;  aad  which  every  patriotie  Briton 
must  wish  to  see  ameaded.— ^me  such  seati- 
meats  as  these,  I  stated  ia  a  letter  to  my  gene» 
roas  patro%  Mr.  Grahaai,  wUeh  he  laid  before 
the  Beard  at  Isrge;  where,  it  seems,  my  last 
rema^  gave*  great  dfeaee;  aad  olie  of  our 
supervisoia-geaeral,  a  Mr.  Corbet,  was  ia- 
stroeted  to  iacfuire  on  the  spot,  aad  to  doeu* 
meat  me^'*  that  my  busiaess  was  to  act,  not  le 
ihmk ;  aad  that  whatever  aiight  be  mea  or  mea». 
sures,  it  was  for  me  to  be  9U0U  and  oUdimt^'* 

Mr.  Corbet  was  likewise  my  steady  friend ; 
so  betweea  Mr.  Qraham  aad  him,  I  have  beea 
partly  forgivea;  oaly  I  uaderstaad  that  all 
hopes  of  my  getUag  officially  forward,    are 

blasted. 

Now,  Sir,  to  the  busiaess  ia  which  I  would 
more  iamiediately  iaterest  you.  The  partiality 
of  my  covHTaTMBV  has  brought  me  forward  aa 
a  maa  of  genius,  and  has  given  me  a  ehsraeter 
to  support  In  the  Poir  I  have  avowed  manly 
and  independent  sentiments,  which  I  trust  will 
be  found  in  the  max.  Beasons  of  no  less  weight 
than  the  support  of  a  wife  and  family,  have 
pointed  out  as  the  eligible,  and,  situated  as  I 
was,  the  only  eli|^ble  line  of  life  for  me,  my 
preeent  occupation.  Still  my  honest  fame  is  m| 
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dewMi  ooneem;  tad  » thonuad  tlniM  hmn  I 
trtmbled  At  the  ide*  of  those  i/tgnnHmg  eidthets 
thftt  maliee  or  mitrepresentatioii  mej  affix  to  mj 
name.  I  have  ofleD,  in  blasting  anticipation, 
listened  to  some  fntnre  hackney  scribbler,  with 
the  heavy  malice  of  sayage  stupidity,  exnlUng 
in  his  hireling  paragraphs — ''Bums,  notwith- 
standing the  fat^anmadit  of  independence  to  be 
found  in  his  works,  and  after  haying  been  held 
forth  to  public  Tiew  and  to  public  esUmation  as 
a  man  of  some  genius,  yet  quite  deeitate  of  re> 
sources  within  himself  to  support  his  bomwed 
dignity,  he  dwindled  into  a  paltiy  ezcisemaa, 
•■d  slunk  out  the  rest  of  his  insignificant  ex- 
istence in  the  meanest  of  pursuits*  and  among 
the  Tilest  of  mankind." 

In  your  illustrious  hands.  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  disaTowal  end  defiance  of  these  slaa- 
derous  falsehoods.  Buavs  was  a  poor  man  from 
birth,  and  an  exciseman  by  necessity:  but  I 
wU  say  it  I  the  sterling  of  his  honest  worth,  no 
poverty  could  debase,  and  his  independent 
British  mind,  oppression  might  bend,  but  could 
not  subdue.  Hstc  not  I,  to  me»  a  sMre  precious 
stake  in  my  country's  welfare  than  the  richest 
dukedom  in  it  ? — ^I  have  a  large  family  of  chil- 
dren, and  the  prospect  of  many  mAre.  I  hare 
three  sons,  who,  I  see  already,  have  brought 
into  the  world  souls  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the 
bodies  of  SLATM. — Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and 
see  any  machination  to  wrest  firom  them  the 
birthright  of  my  boys,-— the  littll  independent 
Bbitohs,  in  whose  Tcins  runs  my  own  blood? — 
No  1  I  will  not  1  should  my  heart's  blood  stream 
around  my  attempt  to  defend  it  I 

Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my  Aill  efforts 
can  be  of  no  serriee ;  and  that  it  does  not  be- 
long to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the 
concern  of  a  nation  t 

I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  indiyiduals 
as  I|  that  a  nation  has  to  rest,  both  for  the 
hand  of  support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence. 
The  uninformed  wob  may  swell  a  nation's  bulk ; 
and  the  titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng,  ma^  be  its 
feathered  ornament ;  but  the  number  of  those 
who  are  elcTated  enough  in  life  to  reason  and  to 
reflect ;  yet  low  enough  to  keep  dear  of  the 
venal  contagion  of  a  court ! — ^these  are  a  nation's 
strength. 

I  know  not  how  to  apologlie  for  the  imperti* 
nent  length  of  this  epistle ;  but  one  small  re- 
quest I  mutt  ask  of  yon  fiirther — ^when  you  haye 
honoured  this  letter  with  a  perusal,  please  to 


commit  it  to  the  flames.  Brans,  in  y^ose  be> 
half  you  haye  up  genet  uustyintersnlad  youwiii^ 
Ihscye  here  in  his  aiatmcoloun  drawn  tffi«»i, 
but  should  any  of  the  people  in  whoee  haadi  is 
the  ycfy  bread  bf  «ata»  get  the  least  knewledgt 
of  the  pictare,  «r  mwM  raw  Cfa  /war  babd  /«r 
ever/ 

My  poems  haying  just  come  oat  in  another 
edition,  I  beg  leaye  to  prsseat  yoa  with  a  copy, 
as  a  small  mark  of  that  hi^  esteem  and  srdeat 
gratitude,  with  which  I  haye  the  hcnour  to  be, 

Sir, 
Your  deeply  iadebted. 

And  oyer  deroted  hmible  scmnl^ 

as. 


OCLTT. 

TO  bobebt  Iinslib;  Bsa 


[«  Up  tail!  a%  bytiM  light  o'  the  nooe,** 
of  a  BoottWi  sir,  Co  yrhidi  thedmrfl  4neid  ynth  tbs 
witehM  of  Fife,  on  lUs«»  Moor,  ••  npocttd  br  «»» 
lock,  ia  that  er«dibl«  wofk,  «  SaCaa'a  UvuiUt  Wcfld 
difcoyerad."] 

A^  26,  lTd3. 

I  AX  d-mnably  out  of  humouTi  my  dear  Axn»- 
lie,  and  that  is  the  reason,  why  I  take  up  the 
pen  to  ywki  'tis  the  nearest  way  (prvtarvia  fA\ 
to  recoyer  my  spirits  again. 

I  receiyed  your  last,  and  yras  much  entet^ 
tained  with  it ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time,  nor  U 
any  other  time,  answer  it— Answer  a  letter?  I 
neyer  could  answer  a  letter  in  nj  life  2 — I  have 
yrxitten  many  a  letter  in  return  for  letters  I 
haye  receiyed;  but  then-— they  were  original 
matter — spurt-away!  sig  here,  sag  there;  as 
if  the  deyil  that,  my  Qrannie  (an  old  woman  in- 
deed)  often  told  me,  rode  on  will^o'-yrisp,  or,  in 
her  more  classic  phrase,  SpiniKia,  were  looking 
oyer  my  elbow. — Happy  thought  that  idea  has 
engendered  in  my  head  I  Bpubxib — thou  shalt 
henceforth  be  my  symbol  signature,  and  tutelary 
genius  I    Like  thee,  hsp-ftep-&ad4oyrp,  here* 
awa-there-awa,    higglety-pigglttyf     peU-mell, 
hither-and-yon,  ram-stam,  happy-go^lud^,  up- 
tail8-a'-by-the-lightH)*-the-moon, — ^hss  becs«  is, 
and  shall  be,  my  progress  through  the  mossct 
and  moors  of  this  yile,  bleak,  barren  wilderoeaa 
of  a  life  of  ours. 

Gome  then,  my  guardian  spirit,  like  thea  lany 
I  skip  away,  amusing  myself  by  aad  at  mj: 
light :  and  if  any  opaqne«souiad  labbe»  «f 
kind  complain  thai  my  alflne^  Tsmhimi,  film 
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•eroiH  wvideriiigB  luiTe  milled  Us  stapid  steps 
9¥«r  prec^cs,  or  into  bogs,  let  Ihe  tUekhesded 
bluaderbose  xeo6Ueot»  that  lie  is  not  Brummi : 


^SrvirKn'i  waadtriap  eooM  aot  ooptod  Im  ; 
Anad  thflM  pnili  bom  donfe  wilk  Imt  be."— 
*        »         «        «        « 

1  Hato  no  doubt  bat  Boholarorsft  nsj  be 
csnghtt  sa  s  Sootohman  ostcbes  tbe  itcb,— by 
IriotWv.  How  else  esa  yov  seeount  for  it,  tbst 
beni  bleckbesds,  by  mere  dint  of  Atmdlmg  books, 
grow  so  wise  that  OTsn  th^  tbemselyes  are 
•qaaU  J  ooB?ineed  of  and  surprised  at  their  own 
parte!  I  ones  esxried.  tbis  philoiopby  to  that 
degrea  that  in  a  knot  of  eonntry  folks  who  had 
a  library  amongst  them,  and  who,  to  the  honour 
of  their  good  sense,  made  me  ftetotom  in  the 
boainesB ;  one  of  onr  members,  a  little,  wise- 
looking,  squat,  nprighty  jabbering  body  of  a 
tailor,  I  advised  him,  instead  of  tnning  orer 
tha  leaves,  to  imd  $ke  b^ok  on  Am  tai.— Jonnnie 
took  the  hint;  and  as  onr  meetings  were  every 
fomth  Saturday,  and  PrioUonse  having  a  good 
Scote  mile  to  walk  in  eonung,  and,  of  course, 
another  in  returning,  Bodkin  was  sure  to  lay 
his  hand  on  some  heavy  quarto,  or  ponderous 
folio,  with,  and  under  which,  wrapt  up  in  his 
gray  plaid,  he  grew  wise,  as  he  grew  weary,  all 
the  way  home.  He  carried  this  so  far,  that  an 
old  musty  Hebrew  concordance,  which  we  had 
in  a  present  from  a  neighbouring  priest,  by  mere 
dint  of  applying  it,  as  doctors  do  a  blistering 
plaster,  between  Us  shoulders,  Stiteh,  in  a  dozen 
^Igrimages,  acquired  as  much  rational  theology 
as  the  said  priest  had  done  by  forty  years  pe- 
rusal of  the  pages. 

Ten  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what  you  think  of 

this  theory. 

Tours, 

SpUHcn. 


CGLYII. 
TO  MISS  KENNSDT. 


{KiaiKesatdy  was  OM  of  that  ■UMvoMbsad  of  ladies 
wte  pacroaisad  tha poat ia  Ediaboigh;  iha 
to  Oa  Haflultoaa  of  Mot^gial.] 


BCadav, 
AtBBiT  me  to  present  you  with  the  enclosed 
aa  a  small  though  grateful  tribute  for  the 
heoonr  of  your  aoquaintaaee.  I  have,  in  these 
attempted  some  faint  sketehes  of  your 


portrait  in  the  naembellished  simple  manner  of 
descriptive  tbittk. — ^Flattery,  I  leaTO  to  your 
MYBBS,  whose  exaggerating  fancies  may  make 
them  imagine  you  still  nearer  perfection  than 
yon  really  are. 

Poets,  Madam,  of  all  mankind,  feel  most  for- 
cibly the  powers  of  biaijtt;  as,  if  th^  are 
really  rons  of  nature's  making,  th^  feelings 
must  be  flner,  and  their  taste  more  delicate  than 
most  of  the  world.  In  the  oheerftil  bloom  of 
sntira,  or  the  penriTO  mildness  of  autvmx  ;  the 
grandeur  of  suioibb,  or  the  hoary  mi^esty  of 
wmTBB,  the  poet  feels  a  charm  unknown  to  the 
rest  of  his  species.  Bven  the  sight  of  a  fine 
flower,  or  the  company  of  a  flue  woman  (by  far 
the  finest  part  of  God's  works  below),  have  sen- 
sations for  the  poetio  heart  that  the  bbbd  of 
man  are  strangers  to. — On  this  last  account, 
Madan^  I  am,  as  in  many  other  things,  indebt- 
ed to  Mr.  Hamilton's  kiudness  in  introdocing 
me  to  you.  Tour  lovers  may  view  you  with  a 
wish,  I  look  on  you  with  pleasure ;  their  hearts, 
in  your  presence,  may  |^ow  with  desire,  mine 
rises  with  admiration. 

That  the  arrows  of  misfortune,  however  they 
should,  as  incident  to  humanity,  glance  a  slight 
wound,  may  never  reach  your  JUsrl-^that  the 
snares  of  viUany  may  never  beset  you  in  the 
road  of  life— that  isnooiiroi  may  hand  you  by 
the  path  of  Hoxovn  to  the  dwelling  of  pbacb,  is 
the  sincere  wish  of  him  who  has  the  honour  to 
be,  ftc.  B.  B. 


CCLTm. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[Tha  Bsma  of  tha  Maad  who  fall  a  ■aerifiea  to  thosa 
ahaagaablatiiMi,  baa  not  baas  maBtioaad:  iliabaUavad 
ha  was  of  tha  waat  eoaatrf .] 

JtifM,  1798. 

Whbv  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  a  friend 
of  mine  in  whom  I  am  much  interested,  has  fall- 
en a  sacrifice  to  these  accursed  times,  yon  will 
earily  allow  that  it  might  unhinge  me  for  doing 
any  good  among  ballads.  My  own  loss  as  to 
pecuniary  matters  is  trifling ;  but  the  total  ruin 
of  a  much-loved  friend  is  a  loss  indeed.  Far- 
don  my  seeming  inattention  to  your  last  com- 
mands. 

I  cannot  alter  the  disputed  lines  in  the  *'  Mill. 
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ma,  01"'  Wluit  7<m  think  %  defMt,  I  •ite«m 
ma  a  positive  bcAnty ;  lo  you  see  hoiw  doctors 
diifer.  I  sfasU  nov,  wUii  as  aiieh  slaority  as  I 
ean  mnater,  go  on  irkh  your  ci^anaiids. 

Tou  know  Frazer,  the  hantboy-player  in 
Sdinbnrgh-i-he  is  here,  instraoting  a  band  of 
mmie  for  a  feaoible '  oorps  qpartored  in  this 
county.  Among  aumy  of  his  airs  that  please 
me,  there  is  one,  well  known  as  a  reel,  by  the 
name  of  <^The  Quaker's  WUe ;"  andwhioh,  I 
remember,  a  graiid<«unt  of  mine  need  to  sing, 
by  the  name  of  "Idggeram  Cosh,  my  bonnie 
wee  lass."  Mr.  Eraser  plays  it  slow,  and  with 
an  ezpressipn  that  qoite  charms  me.  I  became 
such  an  enthusiast%abont  it,  that  I  made  a  song 
for  it,  which  I  here  salyoin,  and  enclose  Fra- 
ser's  set  of  the  tune.  If  they  hit  your  fancy, 
they  are  at  your  serriee ;  if  not,  return  me  the 
tune,  and  I  will  put  it  in  Johnson's  Museum.  I 
think  the  song  is  not  in  my  worst  manner. 

Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hilL' 


I  should 


to  hear  how  this  pleases  you. 

B.B. 


CCLIX. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

(Afsiast  tbs  miglity  appnmon  of  tht  asrth  the  poet 
WM  ever  nad j  to  aet  the  aharpost  ahafta  of  bia  wrath : 
tha  timaa  ia  which  ha  wrote  ware  aadly  oat  of  aorta.] 

June  25M,  1798. 
Hatb  you  CTcr,  my  dear  Sir,  felt  your  bosom 
ready  to  burst  with  indignation,  on  reading  of 
those  mighty  villains  who  divide  kingdoms,  de- 
solate provinces,  and  li^  nations  waste,  out  of 
the  wantonness  of  ambiUon,  or  often  from  still 
more  ignoble  passions  ?  In  a  mood  of  this  kind 
to^ay  I  recollected  the  w  of  <' Logan  Water," 
and  it  occuzMd  tame  that  its  querulous  nuiU4j 
probably  had  its  origin  from  tiie  plaintlre  indigo 
nation  of  some  swelling,  suffering  heart,  fired 
at  the  tyrannic  strides  of  some  public  destroyer, 
and  overwhelmed  with  private  distress,  the  con- 
sequence of  a  country's  ruin.    If  I  have  done 

>  "  The  liaea  were  the  third  and  fourth : 

*  WV  mony  a  aweet  babe  fktherleaa, 
Aad  moay  a  wMow  moofniog.* 

▲a  oar  poet  had  maintained  a  long  ailanee,  and  the  firat 
nnmber  of  Mr.  Thomaon'a  mnateai  work  waa  in  the  praaa, 
thii  gentleman  ventnrad,  hj  Mr.  Erakine'a  advice,  to  anb- 
aUtute  for.them,  in  that  pablicatioa. 


anything  at  sll  like  justice  to  my  feeUag%  A« 
following  song,  composed  in  three-quarten  of 
an  hour's  meditation  in  my  elbow-chair,  oa^ 
to  have  some  merit:— 

0  Logan,  sweetly  didst  thoa  glide.^ 

Do  you  know  the  following  beautiful  Uttls 
fragment,  in  Wotherspoon^s  collection  of  Seoti 
songs?* 

1 

Air— •«  JSR«!Us  GrakankT 

**Oh  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose, 
That  grows  upon  the  castle  vra* ; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drap  o*  dew. 
Into  her  bonnie  breast  to  fa' ! 

**  Oh  there,  beyond  exprenicn  blest, 
I'd  feast  on  beauty  a*  the  night, 
Seard  on  her  sOk^sIt  £wlds  to  rest^ 
im  fey 'd  awa  by  Ph«sbus  I;;ght  I" 

This  thought  is  inexpressibly  beaatiAil ;  and 
quite,  80  far  as  I  know,  originaL  It  is  too  short 
for  a  song,  else  I  wcnH  teswuaryeu  sUogether 
unless  you  gave  it  a  place.  I  iaive  onsn  tzitd 
to  eke  a  stansa  to  it,  but  in  vain.  After  ba- 
lancing mysrif  for  a  mnsing  fiv«  minuteS)  on  tht 
hind  legs  of  my  dbow^chmrt  I  produced  the  fol- 
lowing. 

The  Tcrses  are  ftar  inferior  to  the  feregwiiVi  I 
frankly  confess :  but  if  worthy  of  insertion  st 
all,  they  might  be  first  in  place ;  as  every  pott 
who  knows  anything  of  his  trade,  will  hnsbsnd 
his  best  thoughts  for  a  concluding  stroke.    . 

Oh  were  my  love  yon  lUac  fair, 
Wr  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring; 

And  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing ! 

How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  ton 
By  autumn  wild  and  winter  rude  I 

But  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  vring. 
When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  renewed.* 


•And  eyea  again  With  pi 
That  had  been  blearM  with  monrains.' 
Thoof  h  better  anited  to  the  mnaic,  theae  liaea  are 
to  the  original.*'— Ctrbix. 
I  Bong  GXY .  •  Song  CXOVI. 

4  Better  known  aa  Herd'a.    Wolherapoen 
the  pablishera. 
igeeSoagCXCVn. 


OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


4«8 


CCLX. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

ITlioanoBi  in  hU  reply  to  tile  preeediag  letter,  lameBta 
UiAt  AoythiBy  ehonld  nntnne  the  feelingi  of  the  poet,  end 
bef  e  hif  eeeepteifte  of  fiveiwiuide,  ee  ft  email  nark  of 
hie  gratltode  for  hie  beaatifol  wovg*.} 

July  2d,  1798. 

Mr  DBAB  8lB« 

I  BATS  JoBt  finished  the  following  ballad,  and, 
as  I  do  think  it  in  my  best  style,  I  send  it  yon. 
Mr.  Clarke,  who  wrote  down  the  air  from  Mrs. 
Boras's  wood-note  wild,  is  Tery  fond  of  it,  and 
has  given  it  a  celebrity  by  teaching  it  to  some 
yonxBg  ladies  of  the  first  fashion  here.  If  yon 
do  not  like  the  air  enough  to  give  it  a  place  in 
your  collection,  please  retnm  it  The  song  you 
may  keep,  as  I  remember  it 

There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair.* 

I  haTe  some  thoughts  of  inserting  in  your 
iudeZy  w  in  my  notes,  the  names  of  the  fair  ones, 
the  themes  of  my  songs.  I  do  not  mean  the 
name  at  taXi;  but  dashes  or  asterisms,  so  as 
iagemilty  may  find  them  out 

The  heroine  of  the  foregoing  is  Miss  M'Mnrdo, 
danghtcr  to  Mr.  M'Mnrdo,  of  Dmmlanrig,  one 
of  yoinr  subscribers.  I  haTe  not  painted  her  in 
the  rank  which  she  holds  in' life,  but  in  the  dress 
and  character  of  a  cottager.  £•  B. 


CCLXI. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

(Bonw  in  Ihie  letter  ipeeke  of  the  peenatery  praeent 
which  Thomeoa  eeat  him,  la  a  \otty  and  aiycy  laood :  he 
who  pabtiahed  poeau  by  subicription  might  earely  have 
accepted,  without  any  impropriety,  payment  for  hie 
•ttnga.]       • 

/tily,  1798. 
I  Asstmi  you,  my  desr  Sir,  that  you  truly 
hurt  me  with  your  pecuniary  parceU  It  de- 
grades ifie  in  my  own  ej9B,  HowcTcr,  to  return 
it  would  saTour  of  affectation ;  but,  as  to  any 
more  traflic  of  that  debtor  and  creditor  kind,  I 
swear  by  that  hovottb.  which  crowns  the  up- 
right statue  of  BoBBET  Birnvs's  Imtbobitt-^ 
OB  the  least  motion  of  it,  I  will  indignantly  spurn 
the  bypast  transaction,  and  from  that  moment 
eoamence  entire  stranger  to  you  t  Bubbs's  cha- 
racter for  generodty  of  sentiment  and  indepen- 


1  8m«  CXCVTIl. 

« ICiee  Rntherford,  of  Femllee  in  flelkirkdiire,  by 


dence  of  mind,  will,  I  trust,  long  outlire  any 
of  his  wants  which  the  cold  .unfeeling  ore  can 
supply ;  at  least,  I  will  take  care  that  such  a 
character  he  shall  deserre. 

Thank  you  for  my  copy  of  your  publication. 
Nerer  did  my  eyes  behold  in  any  musical  work 
such  elegance  and  correctness.  Your  preface^ 
too,  is  admirably  written,  only  your  partiality 
to  me  has  made  you  say  too  much :  howcTer,  it 
will  bind  me  down  to  double  every  effort  in  the 
future  progress  of  the  work.  The  following 
are  a  few  remarks  on  the  songs  in  the  list  you 
sent  me.  1  neyer  copy  what  I  write  to  you,  so 
I  may  be  often  tautological,  or  perhaps  contr** 
dictory. 

M  The  Flowers  o'  the  Forest,"  is  charming  as 
a  poem,  and  should  be,  and  must  be,  set  to  the 
notes;  but,  though  out  of  your  rule,  the  thrsj 
stanxas  beginning, 

« I've  eeen  the  emiUag  of  fortnae  befalling,'* 
are  worthy  of  a  place,  were  it  but  to  immortal- 
ixe  the  author  of  them,  who  is  an  old  lady  of 
my  acquaintance,  and  at  this  moment  living  in 
Edinburgh.  She  is  a  Mrs.  Cockbum,  I  forget 
of  what  place,  but  from  Boxburghshire.'  What 
a  charming  apostrophe  is 

«  O  fickle  fortune,  why  thia  erael  eporting, 
Why  thne  perplex  na,  poor  eona  of  a  day  T" 

The  old  ballad,  "  I  wish  I  were  where  Helen 
lies,"  is  silly  to  contemptibility.  My  alteration 
of  it,  in  Johnson^s,  is  not  much  better.  Mr. 
Pinkerton,  in  his,  what  he  calls,  ancient  ballads 
(many  of  them  notorious,  though  beautiAil 
enough,  forgeries),  has  the  best  set  It  is  full 
of  his  own  interpolationfr— but  no  matter. 

In  my  next  I  will  suggest  to  your  considera- 
tion a  ft w  songs  whi<di  may  haye  escaped  your 
hurried  notice.  In  the  meantime  allow  me  to 
congratulate  you  now,  as  a  brother  of  the  quill. 
Tou  haTe  eommitted  your  character  and  fasMp 
which  will  now  be  tried,  for  ages  to  come,  by 
the  illustrious  Jtny  of  the  Sobs  ahd  Baooh- 
TBBs  or'TASTB— all  whom  poesy  can  please  or 
music  charm. 

Being  a  bard  of  nature,  I  haTe  some  pretea- 
rions  to  second  sight ;  and  I  am  warranted  by 
the  spirit  to  foretell  and  affirm,  that  your  great- 
grand-«hildwiU  hold  up  yourTolumes,  and  say, 
with  honest  pride,  '<  This  so  much  admired  se- 
lection was  the  work  of  my  ancestor  I'* 

B.B. 


riage  Mre.  Patrick  Cockbara,  of 
17M,  at  an  advaneed  age. 


Bhe 


J 
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GENEBAL  GOBBESFONDSNCE 


ccLzn. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[St«pheo  Ctarka,  whOM  name  U  at  thia  itraaga  Bota, 
was  a  muucian  and  eompoaer ;  ha  waa  a  claver  man,  and 
had  a  high  opinion  of  hii  own  powan.] 

Av^y$tt  1798. 

Mt  DZAA  THOMtOV, 

I  HOLD  the  pen  for  our  IHend  Clurke,  who  at 
present  is  studying  the  mndo  of  the  spheres  at 
my  elbow.  The  Qeorglnm  Bidns  he  thinks  is 
rather  out  of  tnne ;  so,  nntil  he  rectify  that 
matter,  he  cannot  stoop  to  terrestrial  affairs. 

He  sends  you  idxof  the  fxmdeau  subjects,  and 
if  more  are  wanted,  he  sayi  you  shall  haTO 
them. 


Confound  your  long  stidrs  I 


8.  Ola 


GOUUn. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[*<  PhUlii  the  Fair"  eadnrad  mnohat  the  haadaof  both 
Barns  and  Clarke.  The  foang  lady  liad  raaion  to  eon- 
plain,  when  the  poet  volantaered  to  aing  the  imaginary 
loTO  of  that  fantaatic  fiddler.] 

Augutt^  1798. 

Toun  objection,  my  dear  Sir,  to  the  passages 
in  my  song  of  ''  Logan  Water,"  is  right  in  one 
instance ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  mend  it :  if  I  can, 
I  will.  The  other  passage  you  object  to  does 
not  appear  in  the  same  light  to  me. 

I  have  tried  my  hand  on  "  Bobin  Adair,"  and, 
you  will  probably  think,  with  little  success ;  but 
it  is  such  a  cursed,  cramp,  out-of-the-way  mea- 
sure, that  I  despdr  of  doing  anything  better  to 
it. 

While  larks  irith  Uttle  iring.> 

So  much  for  namby-pamby.  I  may,  after  all, 
try  my  hand  on  it  in  Scots  Terse.  There  I 
always  find  myself  most  at  home. 

I  haTO  just  put  the  last  hand  to  the  song  I 
meant  for  "  Cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen."  If  it  suits 
yon  to  insert  it,  I  shall  be  pleased,  as  the  hero- 
ine is  a  fanrourite  of  mine ;  if  not,  I  shall  also 
be  pleased;  because  I  wish,  and  will  be  glad, 
to  see  you  act  decidedly  on  the  business.  'Tis 
a  tribute  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  as  an  editor, 

which  you  owe  yourself. 

R.B. 

1  ^aog  CXCIX. 


OCXZIT. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[The  Inftialon  of  Highland  aim  and  north  eoeaCry  a^ 
|aeta  into  tha  nuiaie  and  aoqga  of  Seotlaad,  haa  i»Ttgoc^ 
tad  both:  Bena,  who  had  a  fioa  earns  well  mm^bm 
taata,  waa  iamiiiar  with  all,  either  Highhrnd  or  X^ow- 
land.] 

Avgmt^  1798. 

That  orinkum-crankum  tune,  **  Bobin  Adair,* 

has  run  so  in  my  head,  and  I  succeeded  so  ill  in 

my  last  attempt,  that  I  hare  rentured,  in  this 

morning's  walk,  one  essay  more. '  Yon,  my  dest 

Sir,  will  remember  an  unfortunate  part  of  our 

worthy  fHend  Cunningham's  story,  vhidi  bap 

pened  about  three  years  ago.    That  struck  my 

fancy,  and  I  endearoured  to  do  tha  idea  jostiee 

as  follows : 

Had  I  a  care  on  some  wild  distant  ^cn.' 

By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a  nraskil  Hi^ 
lander  in  Breadalbane's  Feneibled^  which  are 
quartered  here,  who  assures  me  that  ha  wiU 
remembers  his  mother  singing  Gaelio  soqgs  to 
both  "Bobin  Adur,"  and  «< Qrammachzee." 
They  certainly  hare  more  of  the  Scotch  than 
Irish  taste  in  them. 

This  man  comes  from  the  tiebiitj  of  tetr- 
ness :  so  it  could  not  be  any  intereonrse  with 
Ireland  that  could  bring  them ;  except,  what  I 
shrewdly  suspect  to  be  the  case,  the  waaderiag 
minstrels,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used  to  go  fre> 
quently  errant  through  the  wilds  both  of  Soot* 
land  and  Ireland,  and  so  some  faTourite  ain 
might  be  common  to  both.  A  ease  in  point— 
they  hare  lately,  in  Ireltnd,  published  an  Irish 
air,  as  they  say,  called  "Caun  du  delish."  The 
fact  is,  in  a  publication  of  Corn's,  a  great  while 
ago,  you  will  iind  the  same  air,  called  a  High* 
land  one,  with  a  Gaelic  song  set*to  it.  Its 
name  there,  I  think,  is  <«Onui  GaoO,"  tad  a 
line  air  it  is.  Bo  ask  honest  Allan  or  tha  Bar. 
Gaelic  parson,  about  these  matters. 

B.B. 


coLxr. 

TO  MB.  TH0M80K. 

pIV'hila  Bnma  eompoaad  aoaga,  Thoaum  got  aoMe  of 
tha  happiaat  ambodiad  by  Darid  Allan,  tha  painlar,  whota 
illnatratloaa  of  tha  Oantia  Shaphaid  had  baaa  lhft>ofahly 
rtceirad.  Bat  hto  when  an  old  bmb  was  adadtftad  le 

SBoQgCC. 


• 


■*«ki 


OF.BOBBBT  BUBNS. 
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BiaUS«afl  w«r»  ooarw 


iifafd«d  u  failaiM :  hii 
•ad  hii  old  wivM  rigwiddia 


M 


Avguti,  1798. 
Mt  dxab  Sib, 

Lbc  m»  in  this  m. nigbV*  I  irill  noonuder. 

I  MB  gUd  fhtt  you  we  pletsed  with  m j  Bong, 

•*  Had  I »  cATe,"  &o.,  m  I  liked  it  myself. 

I  welked  ont  yesterday  eTening  with  a  Tolume 

of  tlie  Mosenin  in  my  hand,  when  taming  np 

*'  Allan  Water,"  "What  numbers  shall  the  muse 

repeat,**  ftc,  as  the  words  appeared  to  me  rather 

unworthy  of  so  Une  an  air,  and  recollecting  that 

it  is  on  yottr  list,  I  sat  and  rayed  under  ,the 

shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wrote  one  to  suit 

the  measure.    I  may  be  wrong;  but  I  think  it 

BOtta  my  worst  style.    Tou  must  know,  that  in 

Ramsay's  Tea-table^  where  the  modem  song 

flrsl  afpearedy  the  aade&t  nana  of  the  time, 

Allan  says,  is  «< Allan  Water,*'  or  "My  lore 

Annie's  rery  bonnie.'*    This  last  has  certainly 

been  a  line  of  the  original  song ;  so  I  took  up 

the  idea,  and,  as  you  will  see,  have  introduced 

the  line  in  its  pla^  which  I  presume  it  formerly 

occupied ;  though  I  likewise  giTO  you  a  choosing 

line,  if  it  should  not  hit  the  cut  dT  your  fancy : 


BjAllaa 


I  ehanced  to  rare.' 


BraTO  f  say  I ;  it  is  a  good  song.  Should  you 
think  so  too  (not  else)  you  can  set  the  music  to 
it,  and  let  the  other  foUow  as  English  xerses. 

Autumn  is  my  propitious  season.  I  make 
more  rerses  in  it  than  all  the  year  else.  God 
bleevyou!  B.  B. 


anmtk 

Banu 
Kith  I  did 


OOQUVI. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

r  PhiJadelpUa  M'Moiio,  ia  n^ote  hoaow 
the  mng  btg innuDg  "Adowa  winding 
WBjidtr,"  and  MTtral  othert,  died  September 


Augwt^  1798. 
Is  <<  Whistle^  and  Fll  eome  to  you,  my  lad," 
one  of  your  airs  T  I  admire  it  much ;  and  yes- 
terday I  set  the  following  verses  to  it  Urbani, 
whom  I  haTo  met  with  here,  begged  them  of 
ne,  as  he  admires  the  air  much ;  but  as  I  under- 
•taiKl  that  he  looks  with  rather  an  evil  eye  on 
your  work,  I  did  not  choose  to  comply.  How- 
efTsr,  It  the  song  does  not  snii  yoar  taste  I  m»j 


posnbly  send  it  him.    The  set  of  the  air  whioh 
I  had  in  my  eye,  is  in  Johnson's  MnseuBL 

0  whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  you,  my  lad.' 

Another  faTOurite  sir  of  mine  i0»  ''Tha 
ttuekin'  o*  Cardie's  byre."  When  sung  slow, 
with  ^xptmAoBf  I  have  wished  that  it  had  had 
better  poetry ;  that  I  hart  endeatoured  to  supply 
as  follows : 

Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander.' 

Mr.  Clarke  begs  you  to  i^to  Miss  Fhillis  a 
comer  in  your  book,  as  she  is  a  particular  flame 
of  his,  and  out  of  compliment  to  him  I  hare 
made  the  song.  She  is  a  Miss  PhilHs  M'Murdo, 
sister  to  "  Bonnie  Jete."  They  are  both  pupils 
of  his.  Tou  shall  hear  from  me,  the  very  first 
grist  I  get  fkom  my  rhyming^milL 

B.B. 


ooLxvn. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


I 

90 


CCI 


l8oi«CClL 


[Beras  wm  foad  of  ejipreMlTe  wotda ;  «*0l0B]aiiif,t]ie 
twilight,'*  esyi  Carrie,  <<  !■  a  beaatiTol  poetie  word, 
which  ought  to  be  adopted  in  England."  Bnnu  and 
Scott  hare  made  the  Bcottiih  tengnage  popular  over  the 
world.] 

Avffuitf  1798. 
That  tune,  "  Cauld  kaU,"  is  such  a  faTourita 
of  yours,  that  I  once  more  roTod  out  yesterday 
for  a  gloamin-shot  at  the  muses ;  when  the  muse 
that  presides  o'er  the  shores  of  Kith,  or  rather 
my  old  inspiring  dearest  nymph,  Coila,  whis- 
pered me  the  following.  I  liaTo  two  reasons  for 
thinking  that  it  was  my  early,  sweet  simple  in- 
spirer  that  was  by  my  elbow, ''  smooth  gliding 
without  step,"  and  pouring  the  song  on  my 
glowing  fancy.  In  the  first  plaoe,  sinoe  I  left 
Coila's  natiTO  haunts,  not  a  fragment  of  a  poat 
has  arisen  to  cheer  her  solitary  musings,  by 
catching  inspiration  from  her,  so  I  more  than 
suspect  that  she  has  followed  me  hither,  or,  at 
least,  makes  me  occasional  visits;  secondly,  the 
last  stania  of  this  song  I  send  you,  is  the  Toy 
words  that  Coila  taught  me  many  yean  ago^  and 
which  I  set  to  an  old  Soots  reel  in  Jehaaen'a 
Museum. 

Come,  let  me  take  thee  lo  my  breast.* 

If  you  thTnk  the  abore  nill  suit  your  idetkot 


•  BoagCClii. 


^SoagOCnr. 


■^MM 


jour  fftTourite  idr,  I  shall  be  highly  pleased. 

'<  The  last  time  I  came  o*er  the  moor"  I  cannot 

meddle  with,  as  to  mending  it;  and  the  mnsioal 

world  have  been  so  long  accnstomed  to  RamaaT's 

wrords,  that  a  different  songv  though  poriitiTely 

snperior,  wonld  not  be  so  well  reoelTed.    I  am 

not  fond  of  ehoroses  to  songs,  so  I  haTO  not 

made  one  for  the  foregoing. 

B.B. 


OOLXVni. 
TO  MR.   THOMSON. 

[M  Orald  bdl  ia  Ab«i<dara,«iid  OMtoekt  in  fltrabogle,'* 
an  word!  which  haT«  no  conaexioii  with  the  Mattmnit 
of  tho  MQg  which  Barm  wroU  for  the  air.] 

Augutt^  1708. 

SOXQ. 

Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers.' 

« 

go  mnch  for  Davie.  The  chorus,  you  know, 
Is  to  the  low  part  of  the  tune.  See  Clarke's  set 
of  it  in  the  Museum. 

N.  B.  In  the  Museum  they  hare  drawled  out 
the  tune  to  twelve  lines  of  poetry,  which  is  — • 
nonsense.  Four  lines  of  song,  and  four  of 
chorus,  is  the  way.' 


CCLXIX. 
TO  MISS  CRAIK. 

[M iM  Helen  Craik,  of  Arbigland,  had  merit  both  ae  a 
poeteaa  and  novelist :  her  ballada  may  be  conqwred  with 
thoae  of  Hector  M'Neil:  her  noTela  had  a  aeaaoning  of 
entire  in  them.] 

Duv^friet,  Auffust,  1798. 
Madam, 

Sola  !rather  unlooked-for  accidents  have  pre- 
vented my  doing  myself  the  honour  of  a  second 
visit  to  Arbigland,  as  I  was  so  hospitably  in- 
vited, and  so  positively  meant  to  have  done.— 
However,  I  still  hope  to  have  that  pleasure  be- 
fore the  busy  months  of  harvest  begin. 

1  endlose  you  two  of  my  late  pieces,  as  some 
kind  of  return  for  the  pleasure  I  have  received 
in  perusing  a  certain  MS.  volume  of  poems  in 
the  possession  of  Cs^ptain  Riddel.  To  repay  one 
with  an  old  sonff,  is  a  proverb,  whose  force,  you, 
Madam,  I  know,  will  >not  allow.    What  is  said 


lAvgooy. 


JAeeBoqgUCVIl. 


of  illustrious  descent  is,  I  believe,  etpiaUy  tm 
of  a  talent  for  poetry,  none  ever  despised  ituho 
had  pretensions  to  iL    The  fates  and  chorscten 
of  the  rhynung  tribe  often  employ  my  tlion^U 
when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melancholy.    Then 
is  not,  among  all  the  martyrologies  that  ntr 
were  penned,  so  ruefbl  a  narrative  as  the  Utcs 
of  the  poets. — In  the   comparative  liev  of 
wretches,  the  criterion  is  not  what  they  in 
doomed  to  suffer,  but  how  they  are  formed  to 
bear.    Take  a  being  of  our  kind,  give  him  i 
stronger  imagination  and  a  more  delicate  leoffi- 
bility,  which  between  them  vrili  ever  engender 
a  more  ungovernable  set  of  passions  than  an 
the  usual  lot  of  man ;  implant  in.  him  an  irre- 
sistible impulse  to  some  idle  vagary,  such  ts 
arranging  wild  flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays, 
tracing  the  grasshopper  to  hia  haunt  by  hii 
chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks  of  the  Utile 
minnows  in  the  sunny  pool,  or  hunting  after  the 
intrigues  of  butterflies— > in  short,  send  him 
adrift  after  some  pursuit  which  shall  eternally 
mislead  him  from  the  patl^of  teore,  and  yet 
curse  him  with  a  keener  reuah  than  any  nan 
living  for  the  pleasures  that  Inere  can  purchase ; 
lastiy,  fill  up  the  measure  of  his  woes  by  be- 
stowing on  him  a  spurmng  asnae  of  his  on 
dignitr,  and  you  have  created  a  wight  veariy  u 
miserable  as  a  poet    To  you,  Madam,  I  need 
not  recount  the  fairy  pleasures  the  nose  bestom 
to  counterbalance  this  catalogue  of  evils«   Be^ 
witching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  woman ;  Bh< 
has  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  misleading  man* 
kind  fix>m  the  councils  of  wisdom  sad  the  path 
of  prudence,  involving  them  In   dificoltiefl 
baiting  them  with  poverty,  branding  them  wili 
infamy,  and  plunging  them  in  tibc  wbirting  ve] 
tez  of  ruin ;  yet,  wher^  is  the  man  but  m« 
own  that  all  our  happiness  on  earth  is  not  worti 
the  name— that  even  the  holy  hennit'a  fio&ta] 
prospect  of  paradisiacal  blitt  hi  but  the  gUtt 
of  a  northern  sun  rising  over  a  ftaaen  re^ 
compared  with  the  many  pleasures,  tks  nnn 
less  raptures  that  we  owe  to  the  lorvly  qa« 
of  the  heart  of  man  I  R.  B« 


TO  LADY  OLENCAIKN 

(Boms,  ae  the  eoaclndiag  paragn^k  eC  tfn*  V< 
proves,  eontlttued  to  the  lactyean  of  liia  bfia  1^  la^d 
the  coDpoiitioa  of  a  Beottiih  drama,  whieb  Six  Vf^* 
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8r9tt  lammts  te  did  not  writa,  loitead  of  poariDf  ont 
BUilUtndM  of  Jyriee  lor  Johneoa  and  Thoouoa.] 

Mt  Ladt, 
Tub  honour  you  hare  done  yonr  poor  poet,  in 
writing  him  so  rery  obliging  a  letter,  and  the 
plea&ure  the  enclosed  beantifal  Tersea  hare 
giTen  him,  came  rerj  seasonably  to  his  aid, 
aaiid  the  cheerless  gloom  and  sinking  despond- 
ency of  diseased  nevres  and  December  weather. 
As  to  forgetting  the  family  of  Glencaim,  Heaven 
is  my  witness  with  what  sincerity  I  could  use 
thofie  old  Terses  which  please  me  more  in  their 
rude  simplicity  than  th«  most  elegant  lines  I 
erer  saw. 

•<  If  Ui««,  Jerusalem,  I  forget. 
Skill  pmrt  from  my  right  hand. 

Mf  toDgne  to  my  month*!  roof  let  cleaTti 

Ifldotbeefoiget, 
Jeroietem,  ead  thee  above 

My  chief  joy  do  not  let."— 

When  I  am  tempted  to  do  anything  improper, 
I  dare  not,  because  I  look  on  myself  as  aocount- 
able  to  your  ladyship  and  family.  Now  and 
then,  when  I  have  the  honour  to  be  called  to 
the  tables  of  the  great,  if  I  happen  to  meet  with 
any  mortification  from  the  stately  stupidity  of 
•elf'^vifieient  squires,  or  the  luxurious  insolence 
of  npctart  nabobs,  I  get  above  the  creatures  by 
ealUng  to  remembrance  that  I  am  patronised 
by  the  noble  house  of  Glencaim ;  and  at  gala- 
timest  rack  as  new-year'^  day,  a  christening,  or 
the  kim-night,  When  my  punch-bowl  is  brought 
from  its  dusty  comer  and  filled  up  in  honour  of 
the  oeeaeion,  I  begin  with,— 7*1^  Cwmittt  of 
Vimetifn  !  Uy  good  womaot  with  the  enthusiasm 
of  a  grateful  heart,  next  cries,  My  Lord  I  and 

00  the  toast  goes  on  until  I  end  with  Ltuty  Bar* 
wui%  Uitk  tmgtil  wflbse  epithalamium  I  have 
pledged  myself  to  write. 

When  I  received  your  ladyship's  letter,  I  was 
just  in  the  act  of  transoriblbg  for  you  some  verses 

1  bave  lately  composed ;  and  meant  to  have  sent 
them  my  first  leisure  hour,  and  acquainted  you 
with  my  late  change  of  life.  I  mentioned  to 
my  lord  my  fears  concerning  my  farm.  Those 
feam  were  indeed  too  trae;  it  is  a  bargain 
vould  have  ruined  me,  but  for  the  lucky  cireum- 
•Caace  of  my  baring  an  excise  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  please,  of  the  igno- 
suny  of  the  excise;  60/.  a  yearwUl  support  my 
wife  and  children,  and  keep  me  independent  of 
llie  wortd ;  and  I  would  much  rather  have  it 
9aid  that  my  proftssion  borrowed  eredit  from 
■e^  tkan  that  I  borrowed  eredit  from  my  pro- 


I  fessiott.  Another  advantage  I  have  In  this 
business,  is  the  knowledge  it  gives  me  of  the 
various  shades  of  human  character,  consequently 
assisting  me  vastly  in  my  poetic  pursuits.  I 
had  the  most  ardent  enthusiasm  for  the  muses 
when  nobody  knew  me,  but  myself,  and  that 
erdour  is  by  no  means  cooled  now  that  my  lord 
Olencairn's  goodness  has  introdueed  me  to  all 
the  world.  Not  that  I  am  in  haste  for  the  press. 
I  have  no  idea  of  publishing,  else  I  certainly 
had  consulted  my  noble  generous  patron ;  but 
after  acting  the  part  of  an  honest  man,  and 
supporting  my  family,  my  whole  wishes  and 
riews  are  directed  to  poetio  pursuits.  I  am 
aware  that  though  I  were  to  |^ve  performances 
to  the  world  superior  to  my  former  works,  stIU 
if  they  were  of  the  same  kind  with  those,  the 
comparative  recepUon  they  would  meet  with 
would  mortify  me.  I  have  turned  my  thoughts 
on  the  drama.  I  do  not  mean  the  stately  buskin 
of  the  tragic  muse. 

«  •  •  • 

Does  not  your  ladyship  think  that  an  Edin- 
burgh theatre  would  be  more  amused  with  affec* 
taUon,  folly,  and  whim  of  true  Scottish  growth, 
than  manners  which  by  far  the  greatest  part 
of  the  audience  enn  only  know  at  second 
hand? 

I  hftve  the  honour  to  be, 

Tour  ladyship's  ever  devoted 
And  grate  All  humble,  servant, 

B.B. 


CCLXXI. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[Peter  Pindar,  the  name  nnder  whieh  it  was  the  pUo^ 
■ore  of  that  bitter  bat  vulgar  latiriet,  Dr.  Wolcot,  to 
write,  wae  a  man  of  little  lyrical  talent.  He  pnrebaaed 
a  good  annaity  for  the  remainder  of  bia  Ulb,  by  the  copy* 
right  of  hie  worke,  anil  sarvived  bis  popolaiity  many 
yeart.] 

Sept.  1798. 

Tou  may  readily  trust,  my  dear  Sir,  that  any 
exertion  in  my  power  is  heartily  at  your  service. 
But  one  thing  I  must  hint  to  you;  the  very 
name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  of  great  serrice  to  your 
publication,  so  get  a  verse  from  him  now  and 
then;  though  I  have  no  oli(]ection,  as  well  as  I 
can,  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  business. 

Yon  know  that  my  pretensions  to  musical 
taste  are  merely  a  few  of  nature's  instincts, 
untaught  and  untutored  by  art  For  this  rea- 
son, many  musleal  oompodtloBi»  perUcularly 


4«8 
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wiMi%  mach  of  the  merit  lies  in  counterpoint, 
however  they  may  tr»neport  and  ravish  the  ears 
of  your  conaoissevrs,  affect  mj  simple  lug  no 
otherwise  than  merely  as  melodious  din.  On 
the  other  hand«  hy  way  of  amends,  I  am  de- 
lighted with  many  little  melodies,  which  the 
learned  musician  despises  as  silly  and  insipid. 
I  de  net  know  whether  the  old  air  "  Hey  tuttie 
taitie,"  may  rank  among  this  number;  but  well 
I  know  that,  with  Praser's  hant-boy,  it  has 
often  filled  my  eyes  with  tears.  There  is  a 
tradition,  which  I  have  met  with  in  many  places 
m  Scotland,  that  it  was  Robert  Brnce's  march 
at  the  battle  of  Bannockbum.  This  tiiought, 
in  yesternight's  evening  walk,  warmed  me  to  a 
pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the  theme  of  liberty  and 
independence,  which  I  threw  into  a  kind  of 
Scottish  ode,  fitted  to  the  air,  that  one  might 
suppose  to  be  the  gallant  Royal  Scot's  address 
to  his  heroio  followers  on  the  eventM  morning. 

Scots,  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled.^ 

So  may  Qod  ever  defend  the  cause  of  truth 
and  liberty,  as  he  did  that  day !   Amen. 

P.  S.  I  showed  the  air  to  Urban!,  who  was 
highly  pleased  with  it,  and  begged  me  to  make 
soft  verses  for  it ;  but  I  had  no  idea  of  giving 
myself  any  trouble  on  the  subject,  till  the  acci- 
dental recollection  of  that  glorious  struggle  for 
freedom,  associated  with  the  glowing  ideas  of 
some  other  struggles  of  the  same  nature,  not 
quite  so  ancient,  roused  my  rhyming  mania. 
Clarke's  set  of  the  tune,  with  his  bass,  you  will 
find  in  the  Museum,  though  I  am  afraid  that 
the  air  is  not  what  will  entitle  it  to  a  place  in 
your  elegant  selection.  R.  B. 


OCLXXII. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[This  totter  eoataiiui  further  praof  of  tiM  love  of  Bami 
for  the  tin  of  the  HifhlawU.] 

Sept  1798. 
I DAU  say,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  will  begin 
to  think  my  correspondence  is  persecution.  No 
matter,  I  can't  help  it;  a  ballad  is  my  hobby- 
horse, which,  though  otherwise  a  simple  sort 
of  harmless  idioticsl  beast  enough,  has  yet  this 
blessed  headstrong  property,  that  when  once  it 


has  fiirly  made  off  with  a  hapless  wight.  It  ^(ti 
so  enamoured  with  the  tinkle-gingle,  tinU»- 
gingle  of  its  own  bells,  that  it  is  sure  to  va 
poor  pilgarliek,  the  bedlam  jockey,  quit*  be- 
yond  any  useftd  point  or  post  in  the  commcs 
race  of  men. 

The  following  song  I  have  composed  fv>*' 
<*Oran-gaoil,"  the  Highland  air  that,  joa  t«" 
me  in  your  last,  you  have  resolved  to  give  « 
place  to  in  your  book.  I  have  this  momert 
finished  the  song,  so  you  have  it  glowing  froa 
the  mint  If  it  suit  you,  well  !•— If  not,  *tie  a!?? 
weUl 


Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive ! 


R.  B. 


ooiixxin. 


I  Hon^  CCVII. 


•  Bong  CCVIIl. 


TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[This  H  eBOther  of  the  Mgaeiotot  IttMs  oa  SeottMSi 
■oug,  which  poets  aad  marieuuM  weald  4s  weU  «>  mA 
and  cooaidar.] 

S^C  1793. 

I  HAVi  received  your  list,  n^  dear  &,  sirl 
here  go  my  observations  on  it* 

**  Down  the  bum,  Bavie."  I  have  this  oo- 
ment  tried  an  alteration,  leaving  out  the  lut 
half  of  the  third  stanza,  and  the  first  half  of  the 
last  stanza,  thus: 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way, 

And  thro'  the  flowery  dale ; 
His  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 
With  <*  Mary,  when  shall  we  return, 

Sic  pleasure  to  ren^wT" 
Quoth  Mary,  «  Love,  I  like  the  bum, 

And  aye  shall  follow  yoo."* 

<«  Thro'  the  wood,  laddie"— I  am  deddedly  oi 
opinion  that  both  in  this,  and  *«There*U  nevri 
be  peace  till  Jamie  oomee  heme,"  the  eeoond  ^ 
high  part  of  the  tune  being  a  repetition  of  tui 
first  part  an  oetave  higher,  is  only  for  in§m] 
mental  mnric,  and  would  be  mneh  better  okkI 
ted  in  un^g. 

"  Cowden-kncwes.'*  Remember  in  year  ind^ 
that  the  aong  in  pore  Eni^iah  to  this  tancv  •< 
l^nning^ 


«  Whea  ■ttmmflT  comes,  the  twaios  on  Tw««d, 


•f 


S  BIr.  ThoBSoa'a  llctof  aoags  Ibr  hU  piiblinuia» 

4  This  is  u  altecatioa  oi  on*  of  Cia«fbfd'» 
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tt  the  productioa  of  Crtfwfnrd.    Sob«rt  was  his 
ChrUtlAii  name.' 

•*  Laddie,  lie  near  me,"  mast  lie  by  me  for 
some  time.  I  do  not  know  the  air;  and  until  I 
am  complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  singing 
(such  as  it  is),  I  can  never  compose  for  it  My 
way  is :  I  consider  the  poetic  sentiment  corre- 
spondent to  my  idea  of  the  musical  expression ; 
then  choose  my  theme ;  begin  one  stansa :  when 
thai  is  composed,  which  is  generally  the  most 
difiienlt  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  ont,  sit 
down  now  and  then,  look  oat  for  objects  of  na- 
ture aronnd  me  that  are  in  onison  and  harmony 
with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy,  and  workings 
of  my  bosom ;  hamming  eyery  now  and  then  the 
air  with  the  yerses  I  hare  framed.  When  I  feel  my 
nose  beginning  to  jade,  I  retire  to  the  solitary 
fire-side  of  my  stndy,  and  there  commit  my  effu- 
sions to  paper;  swinging  at  interrals  on  the 
hind-legs  of  my  elbow-chair,  by  way  of  calling 
forth  my  own  critical  strictures  as  my  pen  goes 
on.  Seriously,  this,  at  home,  is  almost  inyari- 
ably  my  way. 

What  cursed  egotism ! 

**  CHI  Morice"  I  am  for  leaying  oat.  It  is  a 
plaguy  length ;  the  air  itself  is  nerer  sung ;  and 
its  place  can  well  be  supplied  by  one  or  two 
songs  for  fine  airs  that  are  not  in  your  list — ^for 
insunee  *'  Craig^ebum-wood"  and  "  Boy's  wife." 
Tho  firsts  beside  its  intrinsic  merit,  has  noTclty, 
and  the  last  has  high  merit  as  wsll  as  great 
colebri^.  I  have  the  original  words  of  a  song 
for  tho  last  air,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  lady 
who  composed  it ;  and  they  are  superior  to  any 
edltloB  of  the  song  which  the^  public  has  yet 
see*. 

••  Highland  laddie."  The  old  set  will  please 
a  mere  Scotch  ear  best ;  and  the  new  an  Italian- 
wed  one.  There  is  a  third,  and  what  Oswald 
calls  the  old  '*  Highland  laddie,"  which  pleases 
mo  mevo  than  wther  of  them.  It  is  sometimes 
eaUod  "  Qinglin  Johnnie ;"  it  being  the  air  of  an 
old  hnmoroos  tawdry  song  of  that  name.  You 
%riU  find  it  in  tho  Hosenm,  <«I  has  been  at 
CrooJdedeo,"  ^  I  would  advise  you,  in  tho 
masfccal  quandary,  lo  offer  up  your  prayers  to 
tho  muses  for  inspiring  direction ;  and  in  tho 
msiaMtmo»  waiting  Ibr  this  direction,  bestow  a 
tibfttioa  to  Bacchus ;  and  there  is  not  »  doubt 
bnt  you  win  hit  on  a  judicious  choice.  iVote- 
fns  tft^ 


1  Bit  Cbfiitian 

sssHCXcy. 


WiUiaiB. 


"  Auld  Sir  Simon"  I  must  beg  you  to  leave 
out,  and  put  in  its  place  **  The  Quaker's  wife." 

«  Blytho  hae  I  been'  on  yon  hill,"t  is  one  of 
the  finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life,  and,  be- 
sides, is  composed  on  a  young  lady,  posiUvely 
the  most  boautiAil,  lovely  woman  in  tho  world. 
As  I  purpose  giving  you  the  names  and  desig- 
nations of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  in  some 
ftituro  edition  of  your  work,  perh^s  half  a 
century  hence,  you  must  certainly  Indudo  *'  The 
bonniest  lass  in  a'  the  world,"  ia  your  col- 
lection. 

**  Dainty  Davie"  I  have  heard  sung  nineteen 
thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times, 
and  always  with  the  chorus  to  the  low  part  of 
the  tune;  and  nothing  has  surprised  me  so 
much  as  your  ojrfnion  on  this  subject  If  it  wiU 
not  suit  as  I  proposed,  we  will  lay  two  of  tho 
stansas  together,  and  then  make  the  chorus  fol- 
low, exactly  as  Lucky  Nancy  ia  the  Museum. 

«( Fee  him,  father :"  I  enclose  you  Fraser^s 
set  of  this  tune  when  he  plays  it  slow :  in  fact 
he  makes  it  the  language  of  despair.  I  shall 
>  here  give  you  two  stansas,  in  that  style,  merely 
to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement  Were  it 
possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathos 
which  Fraser  pves  it  in  playing,  it  would  make 
an  admirably  pathetic  song.  I  do  not  give 
these  verses  for  any  merit  they  have.  I  com- 
posed them  at  the  time  in  which  •*  Patie  Allan's 
mither  died — that  was  about  tho  back  o'  mid- 
night ;"  and  by  the  leo-side  of  a  bowl  of  punch, 
which  hsd  overset  every  mortal  ia  eompaay  ex- 
cept the  hautbois  and  tho  muse. 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jaade.^ 

"  Jockie  and  Jenny"  I  would  discard,  and  ia 
its  place  would  put  **  There's  nae  luck  about 
the  house,"^  which  has  a  very  pleasant  air,  and 
which  is  positively  the  finest  love-ballad  in  that 
style  in  the  Scottish,  or  perhaps  in  any  other 
language.  '*  When  she  came  ben  she  bobbit," 
as  aniur  is  more  beautiful  than  either,  and  in 
the  andtmU  way  would  unito  with  a  charming 
sentimentsl  ballad. 

«  Saw  ye  my  father  ?"  is  one  of  my  greatest 
favourites.  The  evening  before  last,  I  wandered 
out,  and  began  a  tender  song,  in  what  I  think 
is  its  native  stylo.  I  must  promise  that  the  <dd 
way,  and  tho  way  to  give  most  offeet,  is  to  have 
no  starting  note,  as  the  fiddlers  esU  it,  but  to 

Sfioef  CODC. 

4  Br  WiUtem  Joliat  MieUe. 
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burst  at  onoe  into  the  pathos.  Etstj  oountiy 
gill  sings  *'  Saw  70  mj  father  t"  kc. 

Ify  song  is  but  Jnst  began ;  and  I  should  like, 
before  I  proceed,  to  know  your  opinion  of  it 
I  haye  sprinkled  it  with  t|ie  Scottish  dialect, 
bat  it  maj  be  easily  tomed  into  correct  Eng- 
lish.' 

<«Todlin  hame."  Uibani  mentioaed  an  idea 
of  his,  which  has  long  been  mine,  that  this  ur 
is  highly  sosceptible  of  pathos :  accordinglj, 
yoa  will  soon  hear  him  at  yoor  concert  try  it 
to  a  song  of  mine  in  the  Moseom,  <•  Ye  banks 
and  braes  0'  bonnie  Doon."  One  song  more  and 
I  h*Te  done;  •'Aold  lang  syne."  The  ur  is 
bat  mediocre ;  bat  the  following  song,  the  old 
song  of  the  olden  times,  and  which  has  ncTcr 
been  in  print,  nor  eren  in  manascript,  antil  I 
took  it  down  from  an  old  man's  sing^g,  is 
enoagh  to  recommend  any  air.' 

Kow,  I  sappose,  I  hsTe  tried  yoor  patience 
fairly.  Yon  mast,  after  all  is  orer,  have  a 
namber  of  ballads,  properly  so  called.  "  Qil 
Moriee,** «' Tranent  Moir,"  ••Macpherson's  fare- 
well," "BatUe  of  SheniiF-mair,"  or,  *«  We  ran, 
and  th^ran,"  (I  know  the  anther  of  this  charm- 
ing ballad,  and  his  history,)  ''Hardiknnte," 
**  Barbara  AUan"  (I  can  Aimish  a  finer  set  of 
this  tone  than  any  that  has  yet  appeared ;}  and 
besides  do  yon  know  that  I  really  haTO  the  old 
tone  to  which  «  The  cherry  and  the  slae*'  was 
song,  and  which  is  mentioned  as  a  well-known 
air  in  •<  Scotland's  Complaint,"  a  book  pablished 
before  poor  Mary's  days  t^  It  was  then  called 
*<The  banks  of  Helicon;"  an  old  poem  which 
Pinkerton  has  bronght  to  light.  You  will  see 
all  this  in  Tytler's  history  of  Scottish  mnsic. 
The  tane,  to  a  learned  ear,  may  haTo  no  great 
merit;  bat  it  is  a  great  cariosity.    I  haye  a 

good  many  original  things  of  this  kind. 

B.  B.  . 


OCLXXIV. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

>  * 

[Bqcu  liftonMl  too  raadiljr  to  th«  fiifg«itioii  of  Thom- 
■OB,  to  altar  *'  Bniee'i  Addresa  to  hia  troopa  at  Bannock- 
burn  :"  whaterer  may  ba  the  marita  of  the  air  of  '*  Lonii 
OordoB,*'  the  aablime  aimplicltf  of  the  worda  waa  in- 

I  The  aoBg  here  alladed  to  ia  one  which  the  poet  afler- 
warda  aent  in  an  entire  form : — 

'•Where  are  the  jojra  I  hae  naet  u  the  morning." 

1 800s  ccx. 


Jared  bf  the  alteration :  It  la  bow  mm^  ea  OTignrily 
written,  by  ell  aiagen  of  t«aU.J 

SepUmher,  1791 

I  AM  happy,  my  dear  Sir,  that  my  ode  plcsMS 
yon  so  mocb.  Yonr  idesy  "  honoor's  bed,"  is, 
though  a  beantifal,  a  hackneyed  iden;  so,  if 
yon  please,  we  will  let  the  line  stand  as  it  ii. 
I  have  altered  the  song  as  follows : — ^ 

K.  B.  I  haye  borrowed  the  last  stansa  ttm 
the  common  stall  ediUon  of  Wallace-^ 

<*  A  Alee  oanyper  aiaka  ia  every  Cm, 
Aad  liberty  ratnna  with  every  blow. 

A  coaplet  worthy  of  Homer.  Yesterday  70s 
had  enoagh  of  my  correspondence.  The  poit 
goes,  and  my  head  aches  miserably.  One  com* 
fort  I  I  saifer  so  mncli,  Jost  now,  in  this  world, 
for  last  night's  joviality,  that  I  shall  eieaps 
scot-free  for  it  in  the  world  to  come.    AmeiL 

B.a 


CCLXXT. 
TO  MB.   THOMSON. 

[The  poet'a  good  aenea  roae  at  laat  ia  araa 

eritieiama  of  the  moaician,  and  he  refuaed  to 
dignity  of  hia  war-ode  by  any  more  alterntioaa.] 


the 

Ike 


«• 


StpttmUr^  179a. 
Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree  T' 
My  ode  pleases  me  so  maoh  that  I  cannot  alter 
it  Your  proposed  alterations  would,  ia  bj 
opinion,  make  it  tame.  I  am  esccediagly  obliged 
to  yon  for  patting  me  on  reconsidering  it,  as  I 
think  I  have  much  improved  it.  Instead  of 
«*sodger!  hero!"  I  will  have  it  <'CaIedo&iAn« 
on  wi'  me  I" 

I  have  Bcrntinixed  it  over  and  over;  and  to 
the  world,  some  way  or  other,  it  shall  go  aa  it 
is.  At  the  same  time  it  will  not  in  the  lea&t 
hart  me,  should  you  leare  it  out  altogether,  an<j 
adhere  to  your  first  intention  of  adopting  X^ogaa': 
Yerses. 

I  hsTe  finished  my  song  to  **  Saw  yn  ay  & 
ther?"  and  In  EngUsh,  as  yon  will  see.  Tba 
there  is  a  syllable  too  much  for  the  ezpresaie.' 
of  the  air,  is  true ;  bat,  allow  me  to  say,  the 
the  mere  dividing  of  a  dotted  orotebei  into 
crotchet  and  a  quaver,  is  not  a  great  mnttcf 
however,  in  that  I  hare  no  pretensJoma  to  oof 
in  judgment  with  yon.    Of  the  poetry  I  apes 

a  A  cariooa  and  rare  book,  which  Leydea  altonnsi 
edited. 
4  Bong  CCVII. 
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tvith  eoaftdenoe;  Imt  (he  mwe  is  %  bnoness 
where  I  hint  my  ideas  irith  the  utmost  diffi- 
dence. 

The  old  Teraes  hsTe  merit,  though  nneqnal, 
%nd  are  popular :  my  sdyice  is  to  set  the  idr  to 
the  old  words,  and  let  mine  follow  as  English 
Tcrses.    Here  they  are : — 

Where  are  the  joys  I  hare  met  in  the  morn- 
ing t» 

AdieOy  ny  dear  Sir  1  the  post  goes,  so  I  shall 
defer  some  other  remarks  until  more  leisure. 

&.B. 


OOLXXYI. 

TO  MB.  THOMSOIJ. 

tFor  ••  F7 !  let  u  a*  to  the  bridal,"  and  «  Fy !  gia  ma 
mj  eogfia,  Sin,**  and  **Thara*s  naa  lock  about  tha 
booM,"  Bunu  ptttfl  ia  a  word  of  praiaa,  from  a  fealia^ 
that  TbooMOB*!  tasta  would  iodnca  him  to  axeloda  tha 
ftnt— oaa  of  our  moat  original  ■onga— from  hia  eollac- 

tiea.1 

September,  1798. 

I  HATS  been  turning  orer  some  rolumes  of 
songs,  to  find  rerses  whose  measures  would  suit 
the  airs  for  which  you  haye  allotted  me  to  find 
English  songs. 

ror  •*  Muirlattd  Willie,*'  you  have,  in  Ram- 
say's Tea-Table,  an  excellent  song  beginning, 
**  Ah,  why  those  tears  in  Nelly's  eyes  ?"  As  for 
<<Tbe  Collier's  Qochter,"  Ukethe  following  old 
haoohanal : — 

<«  Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure,  &c."* 

The  faulty  line  in  Logan-Water,  I  mend 
thus: 

How  can  your  flinty  hearts  eijoy         * 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry  T 


The  song  otherwise  will  pass.  Asto*«M'Ore- 
goira  Su^Buth,"  you  will  see  a  song  of  mine 
Co  it,  with  a  set  of  the  air  superior  to  yours,  in 
the  Museum,  toI.  U.  p.  181.    The  song  begins, 

Eafing  winds  around  her  blowing.* 

Tour  Irish  idrs  are  pretty,  but  they  are  rank 
Irish.  If  they  were  like  the  "  Banks  of  Ban- 
ttft,**  for  instance,  though  really  Irish,  yet  in  the 
Scottish  taste,  you  might  adopt  them.  Sinc^ 
you  are  so  fond  of  Irish  music,  what  say  you  to 


twenty-fiTO  of  them  in  an  additional  number  t 
We  could  easily  find  this  quantity  of  charming 
airs ;  I  will  take  care  that  you  shall  not  wfnt 
songs ;  and  I  assure  you  that  you  would  find  it 
the  most  saleable  of  the  whole.  If  you  do  not 
approve  of  *<  Boy's  wifsi"  for  the  music's  sake^ 
we  shall  not  insert  it  "  Deil  tak  the  wars"  is 
a  charming  song ;  so  is, "  Saw  ye*  my  Peggy  T" 
« There's  nae  luck  about  the  house>"  well  de- 
serTcs  a  place.  I  cannot  say  that "  O'er  the 
hills  and  far  awa"  strikes  me  as  equal  to  your 
selection.  **  This  is  no  my  ain  house,"  is  a  great 
faTOurite  air  of  mine ;  and  if  you  will  send  me 
your  set  of  it,  I  will  task  my  muse  to  her  highest 
effort  What  is  your  opinion  of  "I  hae  laid  a 
herrin'  in  sautt"  I  like  it  much.  Tour  Jaco- 
bite airs  are  pretfy,  and  there  are  many  others 
of  the  same  kind  pretty ;  but  you  hare  not  room 
for  them.  Ton  cannot,  I  think,  insert  "Fyt 
let's  a'  to  the  bridal,"  to  any  other  words  than 
its  own. 

What  pleases  me^  as  simple  and  imSm^  dis- 
gusts you  as  ludicrous  and  low.  For  this  rea- 
son, «<  Fy  i  gie  me  my  coggie,  Sirs,"  <<  Fj  I  let's 
a'  to  the  bridal,"  with  soTeral  others  of  that 
oast,  are  to  me  highly  pleasing ;  while,  *'Saw 
ye  my  father,  or  saw  ye  my  mother  T"  delights 
me  with  its  descriptive  simple  pathos.  Thus 
my  song,  *'  Ken  ye  what  Meg  o'  the  null  has 
gotten  t"  pleases  myself  so  much,  that  I  cannot 
try  my  hand  at  another  song  to  the  air,  so  I 
shall  not  attempt  it  I  know  you  will  laugh  at 
all  this ;  but  **  ilka  man  wears  his  belt  his  ain 
gait"  B.  B. 


OCLXXYII. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[Of  tha  Hon.  Andraw  Enkina  an  aceouat  wai  eoauaa- 
Bieatad  ia  a  lattor  to  Bams  by  Thomaoa,  which  tha  wri- 
taf  haa  withhald.  Ht  wai  a  gantlaman  of  talaat,  and 
Joint  projector  of  Thonuon'i  now  calabratod  work.] 

Oetobtr,  1798. 
Tovm  last  letter,  my  dear  Thomson,  was 
indeed  laden  with  heaTy  news.  Alas,  poor 
Erskine  !^  The  recollection  that  he  was  a  co- 
a^Jutator  in  your  publication,  has  till  now  scared 
me  l^m  writing  to  you,  or  turning  my  thoughts 
on  eomposing  for  you. 


1 8ong  CCXI. 


s8oi«UI. 


I  Song  CCXII. 


« <iTha  honourabla  AadrawErdriaa,  whoMmalaaehol/ 
death  Mr.  Thomson  had  eommnnioatad  ia  an  eBoaiInU 
latter,  which  ha  haa  ■BppfMMd.**..^vBais. 


m 
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I  am  pleued  that  yoa  are  reooneilad  to  Hie 
air  of  the  «  Quaker's  wife ;"  though,  hj  the  bye, 
an  old  Highland  gentleman,  and  a  de^  anti* 
qnarian,  telle  me  it  is  a  Oaelio  air,  and  known 
by  the  name  of  *<  Leiger  m'  chose."  The  follow* 
ing  Torses,  I  hope,  will  please  yon,  as  an  English 
song  to  the  air. 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithM  fair :  > 

Your  otjection  to  the  English  song  I  pro- 
posed for  "John  Anderson  my  jo,"  is  certainly 
JQSt  The  following  is  by  an  old  acquuntanoe 
df  mine,  and  I  think  has  merit  The  song  was 
nerer  in  print,  which  I  think  is  so  much  in  your 
favoor.  The  more  original  good  poetry  your 
collection  contains,  it  certwly  has  so  much  the 
more  merit 

SONO^BY  GAVIN  TURNBULLJ 
Oh}  coadeiceiid,  dear  eharmiiig  maid, 

My  wretched  itate  to  view ; 
A  tender  iwain,  to  love  betmy'd, 

And  Hid  deepeir,  by  yoa. 

While  here,  all  melancholy, 

My  paeaion  I  deplore, 
Yet,  urg'd  by  itenii  reuaUeis  late, 

I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

I  heard  of  love,  and  with  diedaui 

The  nrehin*B  power  denied. 
I  laughM  at  every  lover'i  pain, 

And  mock'd  them  when  (hey  lighM. 

Bat  how  my  etate  is  alter'd ! 

Thoee  happy  days  are  o'er; 
For  all  thy  onrelentiqg  hate, 

I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Oh,  yield,  illaetrioai  beauty,  yield ! 

No  longer  let  me  moam ; 
And  thoagh  victoriooe  in  the  field, 

Thy  captive  do  not  icom. 

Let  generoai  pity  warm  thee, 

My  wonted  peace  reetore ; 
And  gratefol  I  ehall  bleis  thee  atUl,  • 

And  love  thee  more  and  more. 

The  following  address  of  Tomboll'a  to  the 
Nightingale  will  suit  as  an  English  song  to  the 
air  **  There  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  fair.'*  By 
the  bye,  Tnmbnll  has  a  great  many  songs  in 
MS.,  which  I  can  command,  if  yoa  like  his 
manner.  Possibly,  as  he  is  an  (dd  firiend  of 
mine,  I  may  be  pr<gudiced  in  his  foyoor ;  bat  I 
tike  some  of  his  pieces  very  much. 

THE  NIGHTINOALB. 
Thoa  cweeteit  minstrel  of  the  gvove, 
That  ever  tried  the  plaintive  strain, 

I  flong  CCXIII. 

1 6avln  Taraboll  was  the  aathor  of  a  now  forgotten 


Awake  thy  tender  tale  of  io^ 
And  soothe  a  poor  fonakam  swale. 

For  thoagh  the  mosee  deiga  to  aid 
And  teach  him  smoothly  to  eomplaia, 

Yet  Delia,  charming,  emel  maid, 
Is  deaf  to  her  forsaken  swaia. 

AU  day,  with  fashion's  gaady  sen, 
la  sport  she  wanders  o'er  the  plain : 

Their  tales  approves,  and  stUl  she  shant 
The  notes  of  her  fomkea  swain. 

When  evening  ehades  obeeue  the  sky, 
And  bring  the  eolema  hoars  sgaia, 

Begin,  sweet  bird,  thy  melody. 
And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swoia. 

I  shall  just  transcribe  another  of  TunboU'i, 
which  would  go  charmingly  to  **  Lewie  Gordon." 

Let  me  wander  wliere  I  will, 
By  shady  wood,  or  wtadiag  cU ; 
Where  the  sweetest  May-boca 
Paint  the  meadows,  deck  the 
Where  the  linnet's  early 
Echoes  irw9t  the  woods  • 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 
Laara  haants  my  fancy  still. 

If  at  rosy  dawn  I  choose 
To  indalge  the  smiii^  maee; 
If  I  court  some  cool  retreat, 
To  avoid  the  noontide  heat ;    « 
If  beneath  the  moon's  pale  ray, 
Thro*  anfreqnented  wilds  I  stray ; 
liCt  me  wander  where  I  will, 
l4aara  hannta  my  fluey  stilt 

When  at  night  flie  drowsy  god 
Waves  his  sleep-oompelli^  rod. 
And  to  iancy'e  wakeftU  eyes 
Bids  celestial  viidoas  rise, 
While  with  boandlees  joy  I  love 
Thro*  the  ftiry  land  of  love ; 
^  Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 

Lanra  hannta  ray  foacy  still. 

The  rest  of  your  letter  I  shall  answer  at  some 
other  opportunity.  B»  B^ 


CGLZZTin. 


TO  JOHN  H*MUaBO.  ESQ., 

WITH  a  PABOBX*. 

[The  collection  of  eongs  alladed  to  in  thia  letter,  az^ 
only  knowa  to  the  carious  ia  loose  ton :   they  w«nl 


volome,  pabUshed  at  Glasgow, » 178B,  omler  the 
"  PoeUeal  Essays.** 
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f  fiated  by  as  obMiir*  bookMller,  bat  notbcfbra  dtadi  had 
oacoftd  him  Uom  th»  indiy— tiim  of  Boias.] 


8i&, 


DumflrUty  IDecemher,  1798.] 


*Ti9  Mid  that  we  take  the  greatest  liberties 
with  o«r  greatest  friends,  and  I  pay  mjself  a 
Teiy  high  eom^iaMBt  im  the  manner  in  wliich  I 
nm  going  to  apply  the  remarlL  I  hare  owed 
yoa  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
man.  Here  is  Kerr's  aeoonnt,  and  here  are  the 
six  guineas ;  and  now  I  don't  owe  a  shilling  to 
man— or  woman  either.  But  for  these  d  d 
dirty,  dog's-ear'd  little  pages,'  I  had  done  my- 
self the  honour  to  hare  waited  on  yon  long  ago. 
Independent  of  the  obligations  yonr  hospital!^ 
has  l^d  me  nnder,  the  eonscionsness  of  your 
superiority  in  the  n^k  of  man  and  gentleman, 
of  itself  was  ftilly  as  muoli  as  I  oonld  erer  make 
bead  against ;  bnt  to  owe  yon  money  too,  was 
more  than  I  conld  faee. 

I  think  I  onoe  mentioned  something  to  yon 
of  n  eoUeetion  of  8eota  songs  I  hare  for  some 
years  been  making:  I  send  yon  a  perusal  of 
what  I  haTO  got  together.  I  eould  not  oonTO- 
niently  spare  them  above  tlTe  or  six  days,  and 
five  or  six  glaaoes  of  them  will  probably  more 
than  sul&ee  you.  When  you  are  tired  of  them, 
please  leare  them  with  Mr.  Clint,  of  the  King's 
Arms.  There  is  not  another  eopy  of  the  ool- 
lection  in  the  werld ;  and  I  should  be  sonry  that 
any  unfortunate  ne^genoe  should  depriTe  me 
of  wbal  has  cost  me  a  good  deal  of  pains. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &o. 

HB. 


TO  JOHN  M'MUEBO,  X8a» 

fThtM  wordi,  thrown  lato  the  form  of  a  note,  are 
eopiad  rraaablaak  laaf  of  tha  po«t*a  worki,  pabUahad  ia 
two  TDlamaa,  nmU  oatave,  ia  179S.] 

DMN/fMi,  1798. 
WfiA  Mr.  M'Murdo  do  me  the  favour  to  accept 
of  these  volumes ;  a  trifling  but  sincere  mark 
of  the  very  high  respect  I  bear  for  his  worth  as 
a  man,  his  manners  as  a  gentieman,  and  his 
kindness  as  a  friend.  However  inferior  now,  or 
afterwards,  I  may  rank  as  a  poet ;  one  honest 
virtue  to  which  few  poets  can  pretend,  I  trust 


I  shall  ever  claim  as  mine : — ^to  no  man,  what- 

ever  his  station  in  life,  or  his  power  to  serve 

me,  have  I  ever  paid  a  compliment  at  the 

expense  of  txuyb. 

Tib  Autbob. 


TO  CAPTAIN 


(This  eseoUant  lattar,  ebtainad  ftom  Btawart  of  Dal* 
goiaa,  it  copied  from  mj  kind  friapd  Chamb«n*a  eollao* 
turn  of  BcoUiah  ionf  a.] 


8iB, 


2>wst/Weff,  M  Deember,  1798. 


IBeottiahBaakaotas. 


HxATxn  as  I  was  with  wine  yesternight,  I 
was  perhaps  rather  seemingly  impertinent  in 
my  anxious  wish  to  be  honoured  with  your  ac- 
quaintance. Ton  will  forgive  it :  it  wan  the 
impulse  of  heart-felt  respect  ■*  He  is  the  fa- 
ther of  the  Scottish  county  reform,  and  is  a 
man  who  does  honour  to  the  business,  at  the 
same  time  that  the  businees  does  honour  to  him," 
said  my  worthy  friend  Glenriddel  to  somebody 
by  me  who  was  talking  of  your  coming  to  tliis 
county  with  your  corps.  '*  Then,"  I  said,  **  I 
have  a  woman's  longing  to  take  him  by  the  hand, 
and  say  to  him,  'Sir,  I  honour  you  as  a  man 
to  whom  the  interests  of  humanity  are  dear,  and 
as  a  patriot  to  whom  the  rights  of  your  country 
are  sacred.' " 

In  times  like  these.  Sir,  when  our  commoners 
are  barely  %ble  by  the  glimmer  of  their  own 
twilight  understandingB  to  scrawl  a  firank,  and 
when  lords  are  what  gentlemen  would  be 
ashamed  to  be,  to  whom  shaU  a  sinking  coun- 
try call  for  help?  To  the  independent  country 
gentieman.  To  him  who  has  too  deep  a  stake 
in  his  countfy  not  to  be  in  earnest  for  her  wel- 
fare ;  and  who  in  the  honest  pride  of  man  can 
view  with  equal  contempt  the  Insolence  of  office 
and  the  allurements  of  corruption. 

I  mentioned  to  you  »  Scots  ode  or  song  Aiad 
lately  composed,  and  which  I  think  has  some 
merit  Allow  me  to  enclose  it  When  I  fall 
in  with  you  at  the  theatre,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
have  your  opinion  of  it  Accq>t  of  it,  Sir,  as 
a  very  humble  but  most  sincere  tribute  of  re- 
spect from  a  man,  who,  dear  as  he  prises  poetic 
fame,  yet  holds  dearer  an  independent  mind. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

R.B. 


^m 


I 
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oc 

TO   MBS.  BIDBEL, 

Who  vat  about  to  beipeak  a  Play  one  evening  at 
the  Dumfriee  Theatre. 


[Thii  clever  lady,  to  whom  Bnriw  eo  heppilf  a| 
the  worde  of  Thomeon,  died  in  the  year  1890,  at  Uampton 
Ooart.] 

I  AM  thinking  to  aend  my  "  Address*'  to  some 
periodical  pablication,  but  it  has  not  yet  got 
your  sanction,  so  praj  look  OTer  it* 

As  to  the  Tuesday's  play,  let  me  beg  of  yoa, 
my  dear  madam,  to  give  ns,  '*  The  Wonder,  a 
Woman  keeps  a  Secret  1"  to  which  please  add, 
«<  The  Spoilt  Child  "—yon  wiU  highly  oblige  me 
by  so  doing. 

Ah,  what    an  enyiable  creature  you  are! 

There  now,  this  cursed,  gloomy,  blue-deyil  day, 

you  are  going  to  a  party  of  choice  spirits — 

«  To  play  the  ehapei 
Of  frolic  fancy,  and  inceuant  form 
Those  rapid  pictarei,  aaeembled  train 
Of  fleet  ideal,  nerer  join*d  before, 
Where  lively  wit  exeitea  to  gay  eaipriie; 
Or  folly-painting  kwnouTy  grave  hinuelf, 
Calla  laughter  forth,  deep-ibaking  every  nerve." 

Thomsoit. 

But  as  yon  rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice, 
do  also  remember  to  weep  with  them  that  weep, 
and  pity  your  melancholy  friend. 

B.  B. 


CGLXXXn. 


TO  A  LADY. 

IN  YATOUB  or  A  FLATSX's  BXNiriT. 

[The  name  of  the  lady  to  whom  thia  letter  ia  addreaaed, 
haa  not  traaapired.] 

Dumfriee^  1794. 
Madast, 

You  were  so  very  good  as  to  promise  me  to 
honour  my  friend  with  your  presence  on  his 
benefit  night.  That  night  is  fixed  for  Friday 
first:  the  play  a  most  interesting  one  I  '*  The 
Way  to  Keep  Him."  I  have  the  pleasure  to 
know  Mr.  O.  well.  His  merit  as  an  actor  is 
generally  acknowledged.  He  has  genius  and 
worth  which  would  do  honour  to  patronage :  he 
is  a  poor  and  modest  man ;  cliums  which  from 
their  very  eiUnce  have  the  more  forcible  power 
on  the  generous  heart.  Alas,  for  pltyl  that 
Arom  the  indolence  of  those  who  have  the  good 
things  of  this  life  in  their  gift,  too  often  does 
bracen-fronted  importunity  snatch  that  boon. 


the  righfnl  dne  of  retiring,  humble  waatl  Of 
all.  the  qualities  we  assign  to  the  anther  sad 
director  of  aatore,  by  fitf  tha  moat  antiable  ]»« 
to  be  able  **  to  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all  eyts." 
0  what  insignificant,  sordid  wretches  are  they, 
however  chance  may  have  loaded  them  with 
wealth,  who  go  to  their  graves,  to  thor  magaifi- 
cent  moMeoUvmMf  with  hardly  tha  eoaaeioasaM 
of  having  made  on^  poor  honest  heart  hi^pyl 
But  I  crave  your  pardon,  Madam;  I  came  to 
beg,  not  to  preach.  B.  B. 


TO  THE  EABL  OF  BUCHAN, 

With  a  Copy  of  Sruee*e  Addrete  to  hit  JYoept  et 

Bannockbum, 

[Thia  fantaatie  Bail  of  Baohaa  died  a  frw  jmn  afa; 
when  he  waa  pat  into  the  ftmily  boiial-gnwad,  at  Drf- 
bnrgh,  hia  head  waa  laid  the  wrong  way,  which  Bis 
Walter  Bcott  aaid  waa  little  matter,  aa  it  had  aarer  beaa 
quite  right  in  hia  lifetime.] 

Dumfriet,  12tk  Janwary,  17M. 

Mt  LOBD, 

Will  your  lordship  allow  me  to  present  yod 
with  the  enclosed  little  composition  of  mint,  is 
a  smaU  tribnte  of  gratitude  for  the  aoqojdntaaee 
with  which  you  have  been  pleased  to  honour  met 
Independent  of  my  enthusiasm  as  a  Scotsmaa, 
I  haTe  rarely  met  with  anything  in'  history 
which  interests  my  feelings  as  a  man,  equal  vi^ 
the  story  of  Bannockbum.  On  the  one  hand,  a 
cruel,  but  able  nsurper,  leading  on  the  finest 
army  in  Europe  to  extinguish  the  last  sparic  of 
freedom  among  a  greatly-daring  and  greatly-ia- 
jured  people;  on  the  other  hand,  the  despe- 
rate relics  of  a  gallant  nation,  derotiiig  them- 
selves  to  rescue  their  bleeding  country,  or  perish 
with  her. 

Liberty!  thou  art  a  priie  truly  and  Indeed 
invaluable  I  for  never  oanst  thou  b«  too  dearly 
bought  t 

If  my  little  ode  has  the  honour  of  your  lord- 
ship's approbation,  it  wiH  gratify  my  highest  am- 
bition. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &o. 

B.B 


■•^ 


.• 
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ccLxzxrv. 

TO  CAPTAIN  HILLES, 

DAIiBiriHTOir. 

[Captain  Millar,  of  Paliwinton,  nk  i;i  tha  Houm  of 
Commona  for  tba  Damfrias  diitrict  of  boroogha.  Bal- 
■wlntoa  haa  paatad  ttom  tha  family  to  mf  friaod  Jamai 
M*<41pina  Unj,  Ei^.] 

DxAB  Sib, 
Tbx  fbllowisg  ode  is  on  a  sabjeet  whieh  I 
know  70a  by  no  means  regard  with  indifference. 
Oh,  Libertj, 

"  Thoo  mak'rt  Ilia  gloooiy  faca  of  aatnra  gay, 
OiT'at  baanty  to  tha  aoa,  aad  plaarara  to  tha  day." 

AsBiaov. 

It  does  me  so  much  good  to  meet  with  a  man 
whose  honest  bosom  glows  with  the  generous* 
enthusiasm,  the  heroic  daring  of  liberty,  that  I 
could  not  forbear  sending  you  a  composition  of 
my  own  on  the  subject,  which  I  really  think  is 
in  mj  best  manner. 

I  haye  the  honour  to  b^. 

Dear  Sir,  &e. 

B.B. 


coLxxxy. 

TO  MBS.  RIDDEL. 

[Tha  dragOB  goardlng  tha  Haiparian  fniit,  waa  limply 
a  military  oOcar,  who,  with  tha  eoartaiy  of  thoM  whoaa 
tiada  ia  aims,  paid  attaatioa  to  tha  lady.] 

DsAB  Hadam, 

I  MiAXT  to  haye  called  on  you  yesternight, 
tut  as  I  edged  up  to  your  box-door,  the  first 
object  which  greeted  my  yiew,  was  one  of  those 
lobster-coated  puppies,  sitting  like  another  dra- 
gon, guarding  the  Hesperian  fruit  On  the  con- 
ditions and  capitulations  70U  so  obligingly  offer, 
I  shall  certainly  make  my  weather-beaten  rustic 
phis  a  part  of  jour  boz-fbmiture  on  Tuesday ; 
when  we  may  arrange  the  business  of  the  yisit 

Among  the  profusion  of  idle  compliments, 
which  insidious  craft,  or  unmeaning  folly,  in- 
cessantly offer  at  your  shrine— a  shrine,  how  far 
exalted  aboTc  such  adoration — ^permit  me,  were 
it  but  for  rari^s  sake,  to  paj  you  the  honest 
tribute  of  a  warm  heart  and  an  independent 
mind ;  and  to  assure  you,  that  I  am,  thou  most 
amiable  and  most  accomplished  of  thy  sex,  with 
the  most  respectful  esteem,  and  fenrent  regard, 
thine,  Ac.  B.  B. 


OCIJCXXVI. 
TO  MRS.  RIDDEL. 

[Tha  patiant  som  of  ordar  and  prndanea  Mam  oftaa 
to  hara  itirrad  tha  poat  to  nich  invaetiTaa  aa  thia  latter 
exhibits.] 

I  WILL  wait  on  you,  my  eyer-Talued  friend, 

but  whether  in  the  morning  I  am  not  sure. 

Sunday  closes  a  period  of  our  curst  reyenue  bn* 

siness,  and  may  probably  keep  me  employed 

with  my  pen  until  noon.    Fine  employment  for 

a  poet's  pen  I    There  is  a  species  of  the  human 

genus  that  I  call  the  gm-haru  dau :  what  en- 

Tiable  dogs  they  are  I    Bound,  and  round,  and 

round  they  go,— Mundell's  ox  that  driyes  his 

cotton-mill  is  their  exact  prototype — without 

an  idea  or  wish  beyond  their  circle ;  Jist,  sleek, 

stupid,  patient,  quiet,  and  contented;  while 

here  I  sit,  altogether  Noyemberish,  a  d-mn*d 

melange  of  fretfulness  and  melancholy;   not 

enough  of  the  one  to  rouse  me  to  passion,  nor 

of  the  other  to  repose  me  in  torpor,  my  soul 

flouncing  and  fluttering  round  her  tenement,  like 

a  wild  finch,  caught  amid  the  horrors  of  winter, 

and  newly  thrust  into  a  cage.    Well,  I  am  per^ 

suaded  tiiat  it  was  of  me  the  Hebrew  sage 

prophesied,  when  he  foretold— <*  And  behold, 

on  whatsoeyer  this  man  doth  set  his  heart,  it 

shall  not  prosper  V*  If  my  resentment  is  awaked, 

it  is  sure  to  be  where  it  dare  not  squeak :  and 
if ♦        ♦        ♦        *        » 

Pray  that  wisdom  and  bliss  be  more  frequent 
▼isiUrs  of  B.  B. 


CCLXXXVII. 

TO  MBS.  BIDDEL. 

[Tha  bard  often  oflaadad  aad  oAaa  appaaaad  thia  whim- 
aieal  bat  Tory  clarar  lady.] 

I  RATE  this  moment  got  the  song  fr^m  Syme, 
and  I  am  sorry  to  see  that  he  has  spoilt  it  a 
good  deal.  It  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me  how  I 
lend  him  anything  ag^n. 

I  hate  sent  you  ••Werter,"  truly  happy  to 
haye  any  the  smallest  opportuni^  of  obliging 
you. 

'Tis  true,  Hadam,  I  saw  you  once  since  I  was 
at  Woodlea ;  and  that  once  frose  the  yery  lifb« 
blood  of  my  heart  Tour  reception  of  me  waa 
such,  that  a  wretch  meeting  the^ye  of  Ms  judg% 
about  to  pronounce  sentenoe  cf  death  on  hia 
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could  only  hare  enned  my  feelings  uid  Bitaa- 
tion.  But  I  hate  the  theme,  and  nerer  more 
shall  write  or  speak  on  it  • 

One  thing  I  shall  proudly  say,  that  I  can  pay 
Mrs.  B.  a  higher  tribute  cf  esteem,  and  appre- 
ciate her  amiable' worth  more  truly,  than  any 
man  whom  I  hare  seen  approach  her. 

B.B. 


TO  HB8.  BIPDEXi. 

[Bam  ofUa  eonpiafacd  in  eonpu&f ,  sad  ■omttSmM 
'ji  hit  Istlen,  of  the  eaprie*  of  Mn.  RidiM.] 

I  HATS  often  told  you,  my  dear  friend,  that 
you  had  a  spiee  of  eaprice  inyour  composition, 
and  you  haTe  aa  often  disaTOwed  it;  eren  per^ 
haps  while  your  opinions  were,  at  the  moment^ 
irrefragably  proving  it  Gould  oi^Mm^  estrange 
me  from  a  friend  such  aa  you?— >No !  To-morrow 
I  shall  haTe  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

Parewell,  thou  first  of  friends,  and  most 
accomplished  of  women ;  even  with  all  thy  little 
caprices  I  B.  B. 


TO  MBS.  BIDDBL. 

[The  oflhndMl  IftdywM  soothed  by  this  •abmituvv  let* 
ttr,  tad  the  herd  wae  le-eetebliehed  ia  her  good  gmeee.] 

'     Mabax, 

I  BBTUBii  your  common-place  book.  I  haye 
perused  it  with  much  pleasure,  and  would  have 
continued  my  criticisms,  but  as  it  seems  the 
critic  has  forfeited  your  esteem,  his  strictures 
must  lose  their  tulue. 

If  it  is  true  that  **  offences  come  only  from 
the  heart,"  before  you  I  am  guiltless.  To  ad- 
mire, esteem,  and  priie  you  aa  the  most  accom- 
plished of  women,  and  the  first  of  friends— if 
these  are  criipes,  I  am  the  most  offending  thing 
aliTe.. 

In  a  face  where  I  used  to  meet  the  kind 
complacency  of  friendly  confidence,  now  to  find 
cold  neglect,  and  contemptuous  scorn — is  a 
wrench  that  my  heart  can  ill  bear.  It  is,  how- 
erer,  some  kind  of  miserable  good  luck,  and 
while  di  Kaut-en-bat  rigour  may  depress  an 
unoffending  wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a  ten- 
dency to  rouse  a  stubborn  something  in  his 
bosom,  which,  though  it  cannot  heal  the  wounds 


of  his  soul,  is  at  least  an  opiate  to  blunt  their 
poignancy. 

With  the  profoundest  tei^eci  Ibr  your  abili- 
ties ;  the  most  sincere  eateem  and  ardent  regard 
for  your  gentle  heart  and  amiable  maaaeKa; 
and  the  most  ferrent  wish  and.  ptayer  for  year 
weltee^  peaee^  and  blis%  I  haTu  the  lioneur 

to  be, 

.  Madam, 

Your  BOit  doToted  hnmbla  aerrattt, 

».B, 


coxc 

TO  JOHN  8YME,  ESQ. 

•  [ioha8jniie,ef«heilaaip«ettee,wettheeoaipauniu 
well  ••  eonmde  ia  ame, of  Bans:  he  wae  a  wdlie> 
formed  genUemaa,  lored  wittsr  eompeay,  sad  ttaaed  ia 
rhyme  now  and  then :  his  epigrams  were  often  hippy.] 

Tov  know  that  among  other  high  digaiiies, 
you  haTe  the  honour  to  be  my  supreme  court 
of  critical  judicature,  from  whioh  there  Is  ao 
appeal.  I  enclose  you  a  aoog  wliieb  I  composed 
since  I  saw  you,  and  I  am  going  to  i^ve  you 
the  history  of  it  Do  you  know  that  aiMmg 
much  that  I  admire  in  the  characters  and  aua- 
ners  of  those  great  folks  whom  I  haire  new  the 
honour  to  call  my  acquaintances,  the  OsvaM 
family,  there  is  nothing  charms  me  more  thsa 
Mr.  Oswald'a  uneencealable  attnehment  ta  that 
incomparable  woman.  IHd  ye«  ever,  my  dssr 
8yme,  meet  with  a  man  who  owed  more  to  the 
Dirine  GiTer  of  all  good  thinga  than  Mr.  O.t 
A  fine  fortune ;  a  pleasing  exterior ;  aeif-efidsBl 
amiable  dispositions,  and  an  ingenuous  i^iight 
mind,  and  that  informed^  toe,  much  beyond  the 
usual  run  of  young  fellows  of  hia  rank  aad  for- 
tune :  and  to  all  this^  such  a  woman  I— 4Mt  of 
her  I  shall  say  nothing  al  all,  in  despair  ef 
saybg  anything  adequate:  in  my  aoag  I  have 
endeaTOured  to  do  juatiea  to  whai  would  be 
his  feelings,  on  seeing,  in  the  aeeoa  I  haie 
drawn,  the  habitation  of  hia  lioef.  Aa  I  sa  a 
good  deal  pleased  with  my  performanoe,  I,  ia 
my  firat  fervour^  thought  of  sending  it  to  Mia 
Oswald,  but  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  what 
I  offer  as  the  honest  ineenae  of  genuine  respict, 
might,  fr^m  the  well-known  chavaeter  of  poierty 
and  poetry,  be  construed  into  somamodifiestioa 
or  other  of  that  servility  which  my  soul  abhon. 

B.& 
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CCXOl, 


f  0  MISS 


pBvroB,  on  ot1i«r  oeeaiiona  than  thli,  recalled  both  hie 
UtIerBuul  verata;  it  ia  to  be  Tfl^retted  that  he  did  not 
ftCtU  aore  of  both.] 

JDumfrut,  1794. 
Madam, 

NoTRuio  short  of  %  kind  of  alMolnte  neoessity 
ooold  haTo  made  me  trouble  yon  vith  this  let- 
ter. Except  my  ardent  and  just  esteem  for 
yotxr  sense,  taste,  and  worth,  eyeiy  sentiment 
nrMng  in  my  breast,  as  I  pnt  pen  to  paper  to 
70Qy  is  painfoL  The  soeaes  I  hare  passed  with 
the  friend  of  my  soul  and  his  amiable  con- 
nexions I  the  wrench  at  my  heart  to  think  that 
he  is  gone,  for  OTor  gone  firom  me,  never  more 
to  meet  in  the  wanderings  of  a  weary  world ! 
And  the  cutting  reflection  of  aU,  that  I  had 
most  unfortunately,  though,  most  undeserredly, 
lo«t  the  oonfidenoe  of  that  soul  of  worth,  ere  it 
tookitafli^tl 

These,  Madam,  are  sensations  of  no  ordinary 
•Bgnish.— Howerer,  you  also  may  be  offended 
with  some  mjmted  improprieties  of  mine ;  sen- 
sibili^  you  know  I  possess,  and  sincerity  none 
will  deny  me. 

To  oppose  those  prejudices  which  haTO  been 
niaed  against  me,  is  not  the  business  of  this 
letter.  Indeed  it  is  a  warfare  I  know  not  how 
to  wage.  The  powers  of  positiTe  rice  I  can 
in  some  degree  calculate,  and  against  direct 
maletoleaoe  I  can  be  on  my  guard ;  but  who 
ean  esUmate  the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprice,  or 
ward  off  the  unthinking  mischief  of  precipitate 
foUyt 

I  haTO  a  faTour  to  request  of  you,  Madlim, 

and  of  your  sister  Ifrs. »  through  your 

means.  Tou  know  that,  at  the  wish  of  my  late 
friend,  I  made  a  collection  of  all  my  trifles  in 
Terse  which  I  had  erer  written.  They  are  many 
of  them  local,  some  of  them  puerile  and  silly, 
and  an  of  them  unflt  for  the  public  eye.  As  I 
have  aome  little  Dune  at  stiJce,  a  fame  that  I 
trust  may  Uto  when  the  hate  of  those  who 
*'  watch  for  my  halting,"  and  the  contnmelious 
sneer  of  those  whom  accident  has  made  my  su- 
perion»  wiU,  with  themseWes,  be  gone  to  the 
regions  of  oblivion ;  I  am  uneasy  now  for  the 
fate  of  those  maauscripta— >Will  Mrs.  —  have 
th«  goodness  to  destroy  then,  or  return  them 
to  met  As  a  pledge  of  ftriendsbip  they  were  be- 
stowed ;  and  that  circumstance  indeed  was  all 
their  merit    Most  unhappily  for  me,  that  merit 


th^  no  longer  possess ;  and  1  hope  that  Mrs. 

^'s  goodness,  which  I  well  know,  and  erer 

will  rerere,  will  not  reAise  this  favour  to  a 
man  whom  she  once  held  in  some  degree  of 
estimation. 

With  the  sinoereet  esteem, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Madam,  &c. 


ooxdi. 

TO  MB.  CUNNINGHAM. 

[The  religioaa  feeling  of  Bofnawaeeonetimea  blaated, 
bat  at  timea  it  barat  ont,  aa  In  thia  letter,  with  eloqaeaet 
and  feryonr,  mingled  with  fear.] 

26M  FOruary,  1794. 
Camst  thou  minister  to  a  mind  diseased? 
Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a  soul  tost 
on  a  sea  of  troubles,  without  one  friendly  star 
to  guide  her  course,  and  dreading  that  the  next 
surge  may  overwhelm  her  T  Canst  thou  give  to 
a  frame  tremblingly  alive  as  the  tortures  of 
suspense,  the  stability  and  hardihood  of  the 
rock  that  braves  the  blast  t  If  thou  canst 
not  do  the  least  of  these,  why  wouldst  thou 
distorb  me  in  my  miseries,  with  thy  inquiries 
after  me? 

For  these  two  months  I  have  not  been  able 
to  lift  a  pen.  My  constitution  and  frame  were, 
ab  origm^j  blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  taint 
of  hypochondria,  whioh  poiaoni  my  existenoe. 
Of  late  a  number  of  domestio  vazationsi  and 
some  pecuniary  share  in  the  ruin  of  these  cursed 
times;  losses  which,  though  triflings  were  yet 
what  I  could  ill  bear,  have  so  irritated  me^  that 
my  feelings  at  times  eould  only  be  envied  by  a 
reprobate  spirit  listening  to  the  senienee  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition. 

Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ? 
I  have  exhausted  in  reflection  ttwf  topic  of 
comfort  A  heart  at  mm  would  have  been 
charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings ; 
but  as  to  myself  I  was  like  Judas  Isearioi 
preaching  the  gospel ;  he  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own 
kept  its  native  incorrigibility. 

Still  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear  us 
up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfortune  and  misery. 
The  OXB  is  composed  of  the  different  modifica^ 
tions  of  a  certain  noble  stubborn  something  in 
man,  known  by  the  names  of  courage,  fortitude 
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magnuiiBiity*  Tlie  othik  is  tnode  vp  of  those 
feeltngs  and  seniunents,  vhiobi  howsTer  the 
■eeptic  nifty  denj  them,  or  the  enthottftst  disft* 
gure  them,  sre  yet,  I  am  oonvineed,  original 
and  component  parts  of  the  homan  sonl ;  those 
seii««f  of  the  nUnd,  if  I  may  he  allowed  the  ex- 
pression, which  connect  ns  with,  and  link  ns  to, 
those  awftal,  obscnre  realities— an  all-powerful, 
and  equally  beneficent  God;  and  a  world  to 
come,  beyond  death  and  the  graye.  The  first 
gires  the  nerre  of  combat,  while  a  ray  of  hope 
beams  on  the  field :  the  last  pours  the  balm  of 
comfort  into  the  wonnds  which  time  can  neyer 
care. 

I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cnnningham, 
that  yon  and  I  CTcr  talked  on  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion at  all.  I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it,  as 
the  trick  of  the  crafty  nw,  to  lead  the  nndis- 
oerning  uaxt  ;  or  at  most  as  an  uncertain  ob- 
scurity, which  mankind  can  never  know  any- 
thing of,  and  with  which  they  are  fools  if  they 
give  themseWes  much  to  do.  Nor  would  I 
«  quarrel  with  a  man  for  his  irreligion,  any  more 
than  I  would  for  his  want  of  a  musical  ear.  I 
would  regret  that  he  was  shut  out  from  what, 
to  me  and  to  others,  were  such  superlatire 
sources  of  enjoyment  It  is  in  this  point  of 
yiew,  and  for  this  reason,  that  I  will  deeply 
imbue  the  mind  of  every  child  of  mine  with  re- 
ligion. If  my  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man 
of  feeling,  sentiment,  and  taste,  I  shall  thus 
add  largely  to  his  ei^oyments.  Let  me  flatter 
myself  that  this  sweet  little  fellow,  who  is  just 
now  running  about  my  desk,  will  be  a  man  of 
a  melting,  udent,  glowing  heart ;  and  an  ima- 
gination, delighted  with  the  painter,  and  rapt 
with  the  poet  Let  me  figure  him  wandering 
out  in  a  sweet  evening,  to  inhale  the  balmy 
gales,  and  ei^oy  the  growing  luxuriance  of 
spring ;  himself  the  while  in  the  blooming  youth 
of  life.  He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,  and 
through  nature  up  to  nature's  God.  His  soul, 
by  swift  delighting  degrees,  is  rapt  above  this 
sublunary  sphere,  until  he  can  be  silent  no 
longer,  and  bursts  out  into  the  glorious  enthusi- 
asm of  Thomson, 

«  ThoM,  u  th«y  elmage,  Almighty  Father,  theie 
Are  bat  th«  varied  God.^— The  rolling  year 
Ii  full  of  thee." 

And  so  on,  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that 
charming  hymn.  These  are  no  ideal  pleasures, 
they  are  real  delights ;  and  I  ask  what  of  the 
delights  among  the  sons  of  men  are  superior, 


not  to  say  equal  to  themf  And  thejhave 
precionsy  rest  addition,  that  conscious  rirlsi 
stamps  them  for  her  own ;  and  lays  hold  oa 
them  to  bring  herself  into  the  presence  ef  a 
witnessing,  judging,  and  approving  God. 

B.B 


ocxoin. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  GLEKCAIBN. 

[The  origintl  letter  1«  u  the  poeeeaaion  of  the  Boa 
Mn.  Hallaad,  of  Poyaiaga :  tt  la  aadated,  bat  ttom  a 
memoranthun  on  the  back  it  a^ipeais  to  have  heea  wiiun 
in  May,  1791.] 

May,  1791 
Mr  LoBD, 

Whkn  you  east  your  eye  on  the  name  st  the 
bottom  of  this  letter,  and  on  the  title-page  ef 
the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  tend  your 
lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feeling  than  my 
vanity  tells  me  that  it  must  be  a  name  not  etr- 
tirely  unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patronage 
of  your  late  illustrious  brother  found  me  in  the 
lowest  obscurity :  he  introduced  my  rustic  muse 
to  the  partiality  of  my  country ;  and  to  Inin  I 
owe  all.  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  and  tht 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  aeblt 
protector  and  fHend,  I  have  endeavoured  to 
express  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have 
now  published.  This  e<fition  is  just  flrom  tiie 
press ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  sad 
my  respect  for  the  living  (fame  belies  you,  my 
lord,  if  you  possess  not  the  same  dignity  of  nan, 
which  was  your  noble  broiher*s  characteristie 
feature),  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Bari  of 
Ol^ncaim.  I  learnt  just  now  that  you  are  In 
town : — allow  me  to  present  it  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  such  is  the  vile,  venal  conta- 
gion which  pervades  the  world  of  letters,  that 
professions  of  respect  f^om  an  author,  particu- 
larly from  a  poet,  to  a  lord,  are  more  than  sus- 
picious.   I  claim  my  by-past  conduct,  and  my 
feelings  at  this  moment,  as  exceptions  to  the 
too  just  conclusion.   Exalted  as  are  the  hononn 
of  your  lordship's  name,  and  unnoted  aa  is  the 
obscurity  of  mine ;  with  the  uprightness  of  aa 
honest  man,  I  come  before  your  lordship  with 
an  offering,  however  humble,  'tis  all  I  hare  to 
give,  of  my  gratef^il  respect;  and  to  beg  of 
you,  my  lord, — *tXB  all  I  have  to  ask  of  you,— 
that  you  will  do  me  the  l^onoor  to  accept  of  it 
I  have  the  honour  V>  b^ 

B.B* 
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OCXOIV. 

TO  MB.   THOMSON. 

[Tb*  oomtpondeiica  batwMa  the  poet  and  the  maii- 
•Ua  waa  tntemiptad  ta  apriaf ,  bot  in  aamiiMr  aad  ao- 
toaa  tba  long-itraina  war*  ranawed.] 

May,  1794. 
Mt  diak  Sn^ 

I  return  70a  the  platee,  with  which  I  am 
highly  pleased ;  I  would  humblj  propose,  in- 
•tead  of  the  younker  knitting  stockings,  to  put 
%  atock  and  horn  into  his  hands.  A  friend  of 
mine,  who  is  posftf Tel j  the  ablest  jndge  on  the 
nitjeot  I  have  erer  met  with,  and,  though  an 
unknown,  is  yet  a  superior  artist  with  the  burin, 
is  quite  charmed  with  Allan's  manner.  I  got 
him  %  peep  of  the  «  Gentle  Shepherd ;"  and  he, 
prononneee  Allan  a  most  original  artist  of  great 
•zoeQeBoe. 

For  my  part,  I  look  on  Mr.  Allan's  chooetng 
ny  fiftvonrite  poem  for  his  subject,  to  be  one  of 
the  highest  con^iliments  I  hare  ever  receired. 

I  am  quite  Texed  at  Pleyel'a  being  cooped  up 
Sa  France,  as  it  will  put  an  entire  stop  to  our 
work.  Now,  and  for  six  or  seten  months,  I 
•hall  be  quite  in  song,  as  you  shall  see  by  and 
bye.  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enough,  composed  by 
I«ady  KUsabeth  Heron,  of  Heron,  which  she 
ealla  "The  Banks  of  Cree."  Cree  is  a  beauti- 
fnl  romantic  stream ;  and,  as  her  ladyship  is  a 
partieular  friend  of  mine,  I  hare  written  the 
following  song  to  it 

Here  is  the  glen  and  here  the  bower.  >  * 

B.B. 


C30XCV. 

TO  DAVID  M'CULLOCH,  ESQ. 

[Tka  eadoraaaiaat  00  the  back  of  tha  or%iaal  lattar 
ahowt  ia  what  far  laadt  Uhaa  txaTallad  :->*<  Oivan  by  Da- 
rid  M'Calloeh,  Paaaag,  1810.  A.  Fraiar."  "Racaivad, 
tftth  Daeambar,  16S9,  fa  Caleotta,  from  Captaia  Fraxar'i 
widow,  by  BM,  Thomaa  Raakiaa.**  <•  Traaflnhtad  to 
Atcbibald  Baatia,  Eaq.,  Loadon,  Btareh  17th,  ISM,  from 
Bonbay.**] 

Dun^riet,  2Ut  June,  1794. 

Mr  PXAK  Sn, 

Mt  long-projected  Journey  through   your 

country  is  at  last  fixed :  and  on  Wednesday  next, 

if  you  haye  nothing  of  more  importance  to  do, 

take  a  saunter  down  to  Gatehouse  about  two  or 


I  Soi^  CCXXIII. 


three  o'clock,  I  shall  be  happy  to  take  a  draught 
of  M'Kune's  best  with  you.  Collector  Syme 
will  be  at  Qlens  about  that  time,  and  will  meet 
us  about  diah-of-tea  hour.  Syme  goes  also  to 
Kerroughtree,  and  let  me  remind  you  of  your 
kind  promise  to  accompany  me  there ;  I  will 
need  all  the  friends  1  can  muster,  for  I  am  in- 
deed ill  at  ease  whenerer  I  approach  your  ho- 
nourables  and  right  honourables. 

Yours  sincerely, 

B.B. 


OCXCVI. 
TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Caatla  Doaglai  ia  a  thriTioff  Oalloway  Tillaf  a :  it  ^ 
ia  othar  dayt  callad  "  Tha  Carliawark,"  bat  aeceptad  ita 
proaaat  prood  nama  froman  opulaat  family  of  maroantila 
IXniflaiMi,  wall  known  ia  Scotlaad,  Sag  land,  and 
Amarica.] 

Cattle  Dougloi,  25M  June,  1794. 

Hiui,  in  a  solitary  inn,  in  a  solitary  tillage, 
am  I  set  by  myself,  to  amuse  my  brooding  fancy 
as  I  may. — Solitary  confinement,  you  know,  is 
Howard's  faTouiite  idea  of  reclaiming  sinners ; 
so  let  me  consider  by  what  fatality  it  happens 
that  I  haye  so  long  been  so  exceeding  sinful  as  to 
neglect  the  correspondence  of  the  most  yalued 
friend  I  have  on  earth.  To  tell  yon  that  I  haye 
been  in  poor  health  will  not  be  excuse  enough^ 
though  it  is  true.  I  am  afraid  that  I  am  about 
to  suffer  for  the  follies  of  my  youth.  My  medi- 
cal friends  threaten  me  with  a  flying  gout ;  but 
I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

I  am  Just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  pa- 
tience with  the  first  sketch  of  a  stania  I  havo 
been  framing  as  I  passed  along  the  road.  The 
sulgect  is  Liberty:  yon  know,  my  honoured 
friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to  me.  I  dedga 
it  as  an  irregular  ode  for  General  Washington's 
birth-day.  After  having  mentioned  the  dege- 
neracy of  other  kingdoms,  I  come  to  Sootlaad 
thus:— 

Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  famed  for  martial  deed,  and  sacred  song^ 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  T 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead  I 

Beneath  the  hallowed  turf  where  WalltM 
Ues! 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds  in  silence  sweep, 
Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep." 


with  additions  of 

Thftt  arm  wliioli  nerred  irith  thimderiiig  fate, 
Braved  urarpation's  boldest  daring  I 

One  quenched  In  darkness  like  the  sinking  star, 
And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  power- 
less age. 

Yoa  will  probaUj  hare  another  aorawl  from 
me  in  a  stage  or  two.  R.  B. 


cczoyn. 


TO  MB.  JAMES  M)HNaOK. 

[Tha  anxiety  of  Banu  aboat  the  •ceuraey  of  hia  poetry, 
while  in  tha  preaai  waa  great ;  he  found  AiU  employment 
for  montha  in  eorreetiaf  a  aew  edition  et  hit  poena.] 

Mt  DBAS  FbIXHB, 

Yov  shoold hare  heard  from  ne  long  ago; 
bat  OTer  and  abore  eomo  Tozatioiia  share  in  the 
peenniary  losaes  of  these  aoeorsed  times,  I  haTe 
sill  this  winter  been  plagaed  with  low  ^irits  and 
bine  derils,  so  that  Ikaoi  dbnoU  hmg  mg  Aorji 
on  ih9  wiHUnO'trtet, 

I  am  jnst  now  busy  eorreeting  a  new  edition 
of  m J  poems,  and  this,  with  my  ordinary  busi- 
ness, finds  me  in  fodl  employment 

I  send  yoa  by  my  friend  Mr.  Wallace  forty* 
one  songs  for  yoor  fifth  Tolome ;  if  we  cannot 
finish  it  in  any  other  way,  what  would  you  think 
of  Scots  words  to  some  beautlAil  Irish  airs? 
In  the  mean  time,  at  your  leisure,  giro  a  copy 
of  the  Museum  to  my  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Peter 
Hill,  bookseller,  to  bind  for  me,  interleayed  with 
blank  leayes,  exactly  as  he  did  the  Ldrd  of 
Glenridders,  that  I  may  insert  erery  aneodote 
I  can  learn,  together  with  my  own  criticisms 
and  remarks  on  the  songs.  A  copy  of  this  kind 
I  shall  leave  with  you,  the  editor,  to  publish  at 
some  after  period,  by  way  of  making  the  Mu- 
seum a  book  famous  to  the  end  of  time,  and 
you  renowned  for  erer. 

I  hare  got  an  Highland  dirk,  for  which  I 
hare  great  veneration ;  as  it  once  was  the  dirk 
of  Lord  Baimerino,  It  fell  into  bad  hands,  who 
stripped  it  of  the  silver  mounting,  as  well  as 
the  knife  and  fork.  I  have  some  thoughts  «f 
sending  it  to  your  care,  to  get  it  mounted  anew. 

Thank  you  for  the  copies  of  my  Volunteer 
Dalllid. — Our  friend  Clarke  has  done  mdudw^U  1 
'tis  chaste  and  beautifuL  I  have  not  met  with 
anything  that  has  pleased  me  so  much.    Tou 


know  I  am  no  connoisseur:  but  that  I  am  aa 
amateur— will  be  allowed  me. 

B.a 


ooxomx. 

TO  ME.  THOMSON. 

[The  blank  in  thia  letter  eonld  be  filled  op  withoat 
writlBf  treaeon :  hnt  aothias  has  beea  omitted  of  ti 
original  nature.] 

^M^,  1794. 

Is  these  ao  news  yet  ef  PleyelT  Or  is yav 
work  to  be  aft  a  dead  stop^  watil  the  aHies  set 
our  modem  Orpheus  at  Ubeity  frimi  the  savsgt 
thraldom  of  democrat  diseords  !  Alas  the  dij! 
And  woe  is  mel  That  av^ietew period, prtg- 
sant  with  the  happlaess  of  miUioas.  •    •   •   • 

I  have  presented  a  oopy  of  yov  scogs  to  the 
daughter  of  a  muoh-valued  and  aueh-hsnoored 
friend  ef  niaM^  Mr.  Graham  ef  nitr^.  I 
wrote  on  the  blaak  dde  of  the  titiepaga  the 
foUttwIag  ftddiesa  to  th»  yowag  Mr  t 

Here,  where  the  Bcottish  muse  itaimovtal  Utc^ 

&o.> 

K.B. 


CCXCIX. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

(Thomaan  Mya  to  Bnnia,  "  Ton  have  aaticipaiad  af 
opinion  of  *  O'er  the  aeaa  and  far  away.'  '*  Tet  aecDa  cf 
the  veriea  are  original  and  toaehing.] 

80M  Am^u$i^  1794 
Tbb  last  evening,  as  I  was  straying  out,  and 
thinking  of  "O'er  the  hills  and  far  away,"*  I 
spun  the  following  stanza  for  it;  but  whether 
my  spinning  wiU  deserve  to  be  laid  up  in  store, 
like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silk-worm,  or 
brushed  to  the  devil,  like  the  vie  maaufactare 
of  the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  Sir,  to  your 
usual  candid  criticism.  I  waa  pleased  with 
seversl  lines  in  it  at  first, bat  Iowa  that  now  it 
appears  rather  a  fiiimsy  busiaees. 

This  is  Just  a  hasty  sketch,  until  I  see  whether 
it  be  worth  a  critique.  We  have  m%Mj  sailor 
songs,  but  as  far  as  I  at  present  recollect,  th^ 
are  mostiy  the  eff\uions  of  the  jovial  aailor«  not 
the  w^liaga  of  his  lova4om  mistreas.  I  aust 
here  make  one  sweet  e«e<ptien  **  SwaeA  Anaie 
ft»e  the  sea-beaeh  came.''  Now  for  tha  aeag^- 

How  oan  my  poor  heart  be  g^ad.* 
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« soi«  ccxxr? 
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I  g|w  you  le»te  to  abtue  Uiis  song,  but  do  it 
la  tbe  vpirit  of  Christiaa  meekneM. 

B.B. 


COO. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

(The  ■tieam  on  the  banks  of  which  this  loiig  ii  inp- 
poaed  to  be  rang,  ii  kaown  by  three  namei|  Cairn,  Dal- 
gtnmXf  and  Cl^den.  It  riiee  under  the  name  of  Cairn, 
niai  through  a  wiM  country,  nnder  the  name  of  Dalgo- 
■sr,  aibfding  fine  tront-fiahing  as  well  as  fine  seenea, 
ad  Md«r  thalof  Clodea  it  a^  bat  wnabee  the  walls  of 
yinfladeB  College,  and  then  vnites  with  the  Nith.]     * 

1 8HAU  iriUidntw  my  *'  On  the  Beu  and  far 
awfty^  altogether!  it  is  vaeqiial,  and  nnirorthy 
the  work.  Making  a  poem  ia  like  begetting  a 
MB :  yon  cannot  know  whether  yon  hate  a  wise 
man  w  a  fool,  nntO  yon  produce  him  to  the 
world  to  tiy  him. 

For  that  reason  I  send  yon  the  offspring  of 
my  bnuh,  abortions  and  all ;  and,  as  snch,  pray 
look  oyer  them$  and  for^^ye  them,  and  burn 
them.  I  am  flattered  at  yonr  adopting  **  Ca' 
the  yowes  to  the  knowes,'*  as  it  was  owing  to 
me  that  eyer  it  saw  the  light  About  seyen 
years  ago  I  was  well  acquainted  inth  a  worthy 
little  fellow  of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clunie,  who 
sang  it  charmingly;  and,  at  my  request,  Mr. 
Clarke  took  it  down  from  his  ringing.  When  I 
gave  it  to  Johnson,  I  added  some  stansas  to  the 
song,  and  mended  others,  but  still  it  will  not  do 
for  yon«  In  a  solitary  stroll  which  I  took  to- 
day, I  tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastoral  lines, 
foHowing  up  the  idea  of  the  chorus,  which  I 
would  presenre.  Here  it  is,  with  all  its  crudi- 
ties and  Imperfections  on  its  head. 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowee,  &o.^ 

I  shall  ^ye  you  my  opinion  of  your  other 
newly  adopted  songs  my  first  scribbling  fit 

B.B. 


0001. 


TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


(Br.  Msswell,  wteae  drill  ealled  forth  the  pnlaes  of 
IW  poeCy  had  the  hoBoar  of  being  named  by  Burke  in  the 
Boose  of  Commons:  he  ahared  in  the  French  reTolation, 


fl8oi«ccxxyi. 


and  narrowly  escaped  the  goiUotlae,  like  many  other 
tnie  frienda  of  liberty.] 

8qfi.  1794. 

I>o  you  know  a  blackguard  Irish  song  called 
"Onagh's  WaterikUt"  The  air  is  charming^ 
and  I  haTO  often  regretted  th^  want  of  decent 
yerses  to  it  It  is  too  much,  at  least  for  my 
humble  rustic  muse,  to  expect  that  CTery  effort 
of  hers  shall  haye  merit ;  still  I  think  that  it  is 
better  to  haye  mediocre  yerses  to  a  fayourite 
air,  than  none  at  alL  On  this  principle  I  haye 
all  along  proceeded  in  the  Scots  Murical  Mu- 
seum; and  as  that  publication  is  at  its  last 
yolume,  I  intend  the  following  song,  to  the  air 
aboye  mentioned,  for  that  work. 

If  it  does  not  suit  you  as  an  editor,  you  may 
be  pleased  to  haye  yerses  to  it  that  you  can  sing 
in  the  company  of  ladies. 

Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringleta^* 

Not  to  compare  small  things  with  great,  my 
taste  in  murio  is  like  the  mighty  Frederick  dT 
Prusria's  taste  in  painting:  we  are  told  that  he 
frequentiy  admired  what  the  oonnoisseura  d^ 
cried,  and  always  without  any  hypocri^  con- 
fessed his  admiration.  I  am  senuble  that  my 
taste  in  murio  must  be  inelegant  and  yulgar, 
because  people  of  undisputed  and  cultiyated 
taste  can  find  no  merit  in  my  fayourito  tunes. 
Still,  because  I  am  cheaply  pleased,  is  that  any 
reason  why  I  should  deny  myself  that  pleasure? 
Many  of  our  strathspeys,  ancient  and  modem, 
^ye  me  most  exquisite  enjoyment,  where  you 
and  other  Judges  would  probably  be  showing 
disgust.  For  instance,  I  am  Just  now  making 
yerses  for  "  Kothemurche*s  rant,"  an  tar  which 
puts  me  in  raptures ;  and»  in  fact,  unless  I  be 
pleased  with  the  tune,  I  neyer  can  make  yersea 
to  it.  Here  I  haye  Clarke  on  my  ride,  who  is  a 
Judge  that  I  will  pit  against  any  of  you.  <*Bothe- 
murche,"  he  says,  '*  is  an  air  both  original  and 
beautiful;"  and,  on  his  recommendation,  I  have 
taken  the  first  part  of  the  tune  for  a  chorus, 
and  the  fourth  or  last  part  for  the  song.  I  am 
but  two  stansas  deep  in  the  work,  and  posribly 
you  may  think,  and  Justiy,  that  the  poetiy  is  as 
littie  worth  your  attention  as  the  muric. 

[Here  follow  two  atansaaof  the  aosg,  beginning  <«  Xisa* 
Bfewi' the  lint-white  loeka.*'   Bo^CGXXXllI.] 

I  haye  begun  anew,  <'  Let  me  in  this  ae  night." 
Bo  you  think  that  we  ought  to  retain  the  old 
chorus  T  I  think  we  must  retain  both  the  old 
chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the  old  song.    I 


M« 
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do  not  altogether  like  tlie  third  line  of  the  first 
stansft,  bat  cannot  alter  it  to  pleaee  myself.  I 
am  Joflt  three  stanzas  deep  in  it.  Would  you 
bare  the  denouement  to  be  successful  or  other- 
vise  ? — should  she  *'  let  him  in"  or  not  7 

Bid  you  not  once  propose  <'  The  sow's  t^  to 
Geordie"  as  an  air  for  your  work?  I  am  quite 
delighted  with  it ;  but  I  acknowledge  that  is  no 
mark  of  its  real  excellence.  I  once  set  about 
Terses  for  it>  which  I  meant  to  be  in  the  alter- 
nate way  of  a  lorer  and  his  mistress,  chanting 
together.  I  haTe  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
Mrs.  Thomson's  Christian  name,  and  yours,  I 
am  afraid,  is  rather  burlesque  for  sentimeBt, 
else  I  had  meant  to  have  made  you  4h«  hero 
and  heroine  of  the  little  piece. 

How  do  you  like  the  following  epigram  which 
I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lorely  young  girl's 
recoTory  fh>m  a  feyerf  Doctor  Maxwell  was 
the  physician  who  seemingly  saTcd  her  from 
the  graye  ;  and  to  him  I  address  the  following : 

TO  DB.  MAXWELL, 

OH  msS  JXSSIE  STAIO'S  BICOTI&T. 

Maxwell,  if  merit  here  you  crave, 

That  merit  I  deny : 
You  ssTO  fair  Jessy  from  the  grave  7— 

An  angel  could  not  die ! 

God  grant  you  patience  with  this  stupid 
epistle  1  .  R.  B. 


cccn. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[The  po«t  reUtes  the  hiatory  of  leveml  of  hit  boat 
■oags  in  thii  letter:  the  trae  old  etnua of  **  Aadro  and 
nil  eotty  gun"  ia  the  fint  of  its  kind.] 

I9th  October^  1794. 
Mt  DXA&  FuBin), 
Bt  this  morning's  post  I  have  your  list,  and, 
in  general,  I  highly  approve  of  it  I  shall,  at 
more  leisure,  give  you  a  critique  on  the  whole. 
CIsrke  goes  to  your  (own  by  to-day's  fly,  and  I 
wish  you  would  caU  on  him  and  take  his  opinion 
in  general :  you  know  his  taste  is  a  standard. 
He  will  return  here  again  in  a  week  or  two,  so 
please  do  not  miss  asking  for  him.  One  thing  I 
hope  ke  will  do— persuade  you  to  adopt  my  fa- 
vourite ''  Oraigiebnrn-wood,"  in  your  selection : 
H  is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of  mine.  The 
lady  on  whon  it  eras  made  is  one  of  the  finest 


women  in  Scotland ;  and  in  faet  {entre  meat)  it 
in  1^  manner  to  me  what  Sterne's  Blixa  was  le 
him — a  mistress,  or  friend,  or  what  you  will,  is 
the  guUeless  simplicity  of  Platonic  love.  (Koir, 
don't  put  any  of  your  squinting  constructioa 
on  this,  or  have  any  elishmaclaver  about  U 
among  our  acquaintances.)  I  asanre.yon  thtt 
to  my  lovely  friend  you  are  indebted  for  msaj 
of  your  best  songs  of  uiae.  Do  yon  think  ihst 
the  sober,  gin-horse  routine  of  existence  c«el4 
inspire  a  bms  with  life,  and  love,  and  j>j— 
could  fire  him  with  enthunasm,  or  melt  hia 
with  pathos,  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book? 
Kol  bo!  Whenever  I  want  to  be  more  Una 
ordinaiy  in  song— to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to 
your  diviner  airs — do  you  imagine  I  fast  and 
pray  for  the  celestial  emanation  7  Ibw  m  »»• 
twttirel  I  have  a  glorious  recipe ;  the  vciy  oos 
that  for  his  own  use  was  invented  hj  the  divi* 
nity  of  healing  and  poetry,  when  erst  Be  piped 
to  the  flocks  of  Admetna.  I  put  myself  in  a 
regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  womsa ;  aivd  in  pro- 
portion to  the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  pro- 
portion you  are  delighted  with  my  verses.  The 
lightning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Pamu* 
sus,  and  the  witchery  of  her  aaile  the  dSvim^ 
of  Helicon ! 

To  descend  to  business :  if  you  like  ray  idea 
of  <'  When  she  cam  ben  she  bobUt^"  the  follov* 
ing  stanzas  of  mine,  altered  a  Uttte  from  what 
they  were  formerly,  when  set  to  another  air, 
may  perhaps  do  instead  of  worse  stansas: — 

0  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Vhely.^ 

Now  for  a  few  misoeUaaeoua  rcmarics.    **  The 
Posie"  (in  the  Museum)  is  my  eompomtion;  the 
air  was  taken  down  from  Mrs.  Bums's  voice.  It 
is  well  known  in  the  west  oomitry,  but  the  old 
words  are  trash.     By  the  bye,  take  a  look  at 
the  lune  i^^,  and  tell  me  IT  yen  do  not  think 
it  is  the  original  from  whieh  «'BoaUn  Cas^*' 
is  composed.    The  teoond  part  in  partieidar, 
for  the  first  two  or  three  ban,  is  exaol^  the 
old  air.     «  Strathallan's  Lament^'  is  mine;  the 
music  is  by  our  right  trusty  and  deservedly 
well-beloved  Allan  Masterton.  *'  Bonocht-Head*' 
is  not  mine ;    I  would  give  ten  pounds  it  were. 
It  appeared  first  in  the  Sdinbui^  Herald,  and 
came  to  the  editor  of  that  paper  with  the  New- 
castle post-mark  on  it    **  Whistie  o'er  tke  lave 
o't"  is  mine :  the  musio  said  to  be  by  « 
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Bruce,  »  celebrated  Tiolin-player  Sn  DomfHes, 
about  the  beginning  of  this  century.  This  I 
know,  Bruce,  irho  was  an  honest  man,  though  a 
red-wud  Highlandman,  constantly  claimed  it; 
and  bj  all  the  old  musical  people  here  is  be- 
lleyed  to  be  the  author  of  it. 

<'  Andrew  and  his  cutty  gun."  The  song  to 
vhi  A  this  is  set  in  the  Museum  is  mine,  and 
waj  composed  on  Miss  Euphemia  Murray,  of 
Lintrose,  commonly  and  deservedly  called  the 
Flower  of  Strathmore. 

"  How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night  I"  I  met 
with  some  such  words  in  a  collection  of  songs 
somewhere,  which  I  altered  and  enlarged ;  and 
to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your  fayourite  air,  I 
have  taken  a  stride  or  two  across  my  room,  and 
haTo  arranged  it  anew,  as  yon  will  find  on  the 
other  page. 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night,  &c.' 

Tell  me  how  you  like  this.  I  differ  from  your 
idea  of  the  expression  of  the  tuna.  There  is, 
to  me,  a  great  deal  of  tenderness  in  it.  Tou 
cannot,  in  my  opinion,  dispense  with  a  bass  to 
your  addenda  airs.  A  lady  of  my  acquaintance, 
a  noted  performer,  plays  and  sings  at  the  same 
time  so  charmingly,  that  I  shall  neyer  bear  to 
see  any  of  her  songs  sent  into  the  world,  as 
naked  as  BIr.  What-d'ye-call-um  has  done  in  his 
I/>ndoB  collection.' 

These  English  songs  gravel  me  to  death.  I 
have  not  that  command  of  the  language  that  I 
have  of  my  native  tongue.  I  have  been  at 
M  Duncan  Gray,"  to  dress  it  in  English,  but  all 
I  can  do  is  deplorably  stupid.  For  instance  :— 

Let  not  woman  e'er  complain,  &c.* 


the  above,  I  have  been  out  in  the  coun- 
try, taking  a  dinner  with  a  fHend,  where  I  met 
with  a  lady  whom  I  mentioned  in  the  second 
paga  in  this  odda-and-ends  of  a  letter.  As 
naual,  I  got  into  song ;  and  returning  home  I 
composed  the  ftdlowing : 

Sleep'st  thou,  or  wak*st  thou,  fairest  creature 

If  you  honour  my  verses  by  setUng  the  air  to 
thea^  vill  vamp  up  the  old  song,  and  make  it 
£nglish  cnoagh  to  be  understood. 

I  aadoM  you  a  musical  curiosity,  an  East  In- 
dian air,  which  you  would  swear  was  a  Scottish 


ift^vCcxxYni. 

t  Mr.  Rltaon,  whofe  eolleetfon  of  Scottish  tonga  was 
ptthUAed  this  ytw. 


one.  I  know  the  authenticity  of  it,  as  the  gen* 
tleman  who  brought  it  over  is  a  particular  ao« 
quaintance  of  mine.  Bo  preserve  me  the  copy 
I  send  you,  as  it  is  the  only  one  I  have.  Clarke 
has  set  a  bass  to  it,  and  I  intend  putting  it  into 
the  Musical  Museum.  Here  follow  the  verses  I 
intend  for  it 

But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green,  &o.* 

I  would  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  pro- 
cure me  a  sight  of  Ritson*s  oollection  of  English 
songs,  which  you  mention  in  your  letter.  I  will 
thank  you  for  another  information,  and  that  as 
speedily  as  you  please :  whether  this,  miserable 
drawling  hotchpotch  epistle  has  not  eompietely 
tired  you  of  my  correspondenoe  T 

TABIATIOV. 

Now  to  the  streaming  fountain^ 

Or  up  the  heathy  mountain, 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freely,  wildly-wanton 
stray; 

In  twining  hazel  bowers, 

His  lay  the  linnet  pours; 

The  lav'rock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi*  sangs  o'  Joy, 
While  the  sun  and  thou  arise  to  bless  the  day. 

When  frae  my  Chloris  parted, 

Sad,  cheerless,  broken-hearted. 
The  night's  gloomy  shades,  cloudy,  dark,  over- 
cast my  sky. 

But  when  she  charms  my  sight, 

In  pride  of  beauty's  light ; 

When  through  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart; 
*Tia  then,  'tis  then  I  wake  to  life  and  Joy  I 

B.B. 


occni.* 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[The  preM&ts  made  to  th«  poet  were  far  tnm  Bnintr* 
ona :  the  book  for  which  he  expreaaaa  hia  thaaka,  wm§ 
the  work  of  the  waapiah  Ritaqp.] 

ir<fvemb«r,  1794. 

Maht  thanks  to  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your 

present;  it  is  a  book  of  the  utmost  importance 

to  me.    I  have  yesterday  begun  my  anecdotes, 

&c.,  for  your  work.    I  intend  drawing  them  up 

in  the  form  of  a  letter  to  you,  which  will  save 
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mo  from  the  tedious  dull  business  of  sjatemAtio 
arrangement.  Indeed^  as  all  I  have  to  say  con- 
sists of  unconnected  remarks,  anecdotes,  scraps 
of  old  songs,  &e.,  it  would  be  impossible  to  give 
the  work  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end, 
which  the  critics  insist  to  be  absolutely  necessaiy 
in  a  work.  In  mj  last,  I  told  you  my  objections 
to  the  song  you  had  selected  for  "My  lodging 
is  on  the  cold  ground."  On  my  yisit  the  other 
day  to  my  fair  Chloris  (that  is  the  poetic  name 
of  the  loTely  goddess  of  my  inspiration),  she 
suggested  an  idea,  which  I,  on  my  return  from 
the  Tisit,  wrought  into  the  following  song. 

My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  grores.' 

How  do  you  like  the  simplicity  and  tenderness 
of  this  pastoral  ?    I  think  it  pretty  well. 

I  like  you  for  entering  so  candidly  and  so 
kindly  into  the  story  of  **ma  chere  amie."  X  as- 
sure you  I  was  never  more  in  earnest  in  myllfe, 
than  in  the  account  of  that  affair  which  I  sent 
you  in  my  last.  Conjugal  love  is  a  passion 
which  I  deeply  feel,  and  highly  venerate ;  but, 
somehow,  it  does  not  make  such  a  figure  in  poesy 
as  that  other  species  of  the  passion, 

<*  Whore  loye  it  liberty,  and  aatare  law." 
Musically  speaking,  the  first  is  an  instrument 
of  which  the  gamut  is  scanty  and  confined,  but 
the  tones  inexpressibly  sweet,  while  the  last  has 
powers  equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modulations 
of  the  human  soul.  Still,  I  am  a  very  poet  in 
my  enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The  welfare  and 
happiness  of  the  beloved  object  is  the  first  and 
inviolate  sehtiment  that  pervades  my  soul ;  and 
whatever  pleasures  I  mightwish  for,  or  whatever 
might  be  the  raptures  they  would  give  me,  yet, 
if  they  interfere  with  that  first  principle,  it  is 
having  these  pleasures  at  a  dishonest  price ;  and 
justice  forbids  and  generosity  disdains  the  pur- 
chase. 

Despairing  of  my  own  powers  to  give  you 
variety  enough  in  £ngUsh  songs,  I  have  been 
turning  over  old  collections,  to  pick  out  songs,  of 
which  the  measure  is  something  similar  to  what 
I  want ;  and,  with  a  little  alteration,  so  as  to 
suit  the  rhythm  of  the  air  exactly,  to  give  you 
them  for  your  work.  Where  the  songs  have 
hitherto  been  but  little  noticed,  nor  have  ever 
been  set  to  music,  I  think  the  shift  a  fair  one. 
A  song,  which,  under  the- same  first  verse,  you 
will  find  in  Bamsay's  Tea-table  Miscellany,  I 


have  cut  down  for  an  Englisli  dress  to  tov 
**  Dainty  Davie,"  as  foQows : — 

It  was  the  channing  month  of  May  J 

You  may  think  meanly  of  this,  Imt  take  a  look 
at  the  bombast  original,  and  you  will  be  sur^ 
prised  that  I  have  made  ao  much  of  sL  I  have 
finished  my  song  to  *'  Bothenrarohe's  rant,"  and 
you  have  Clarke  to  oonanh  as  tp  the  set  of  the 
air  for  einj^ng. 

Lassie  vrl'  the  Unt-white  locks,  &c.' 

This  piece  has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  a 
regular  pastoral :  the  vernal  mom,  the  summer 
noon,  the  autumnal  evening,  and  the  winter 
night,  are  regularly  rounded.  If  you  like  it, 
well ;  if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in  the  Museum. 

B.& 
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CCCIV. 

TO  MR.  THOMSOK. 

[Sir  Walter  Scott  remarked,  on  the  lyriea  of  Bvae, 
"  that  at  last  the  writing  a  serica  of  aoi^  for  Uif^ma* 
aical  coUectiona  degenerated  into  aalavith  labour  vioch 
no  talonta  could  aupport.^] 

I  AH  out  of  temper  that  you  should  set  so 
sweet,  BO  tender  an  air,  as  "  Deil  tak  the  war».'' 
to  the  foolish  old  verses.  Tou  talk  of  the  filli- 
ness  of  "Saw  ye  my  father?" — By  heaTez»«I 
the  odds  is  gold  to  brass !  Besides,  the  old 
song,  though  now  pretty  well  modemixod  into 
the  Scottish  language,  is  origis^y,  and  in  ths 
early  editions,  a  bungling  low  imitation  of  the 
Scottish  manner,  by  that  genius  Tom  DTrfey, 
80  has  no  pretensions  to  be  a  Scottish  prodae- 
tion.  There  is  a  pretty  English  eong  by  Sheri- 
dan, in  the  <*  Duenna,"  to  this  air,  which  u  out 
of  sight  superior  to  D'Urfey's.    It  beginf, 

'<  When  sable  night  each  drooping  plant  teitodqg/* 
The  air,  if  I  understand  the  expression  of  it 
.properly,  is  the  very  native  language  of  simpli- 
city, tenderness,  and  love.    I  have  again  gone 
gone  over  my  song  to  the  tune. 

Now  for  my  English  song  to  "  Nancy's  to  t^ 
greenwood,"  &c. 

Farewell  thou  stream  that  winding  flovs.^ 

There  is  on  air,  "  The  Caledonian  Hunt's  De« 
light,"  to  which  I  wrote  a  song  that  you  wiO  finC 
in  Johnson,  "  Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonrae 


sSongCCXSUUII. 


*  Song  ccxxxnr. 


OF  BOBERT  BUBNS. 


486 


Doon:*'  this  air  I  think  might  find  ft  place 
among  your  hundred,  as  Lear  says  of  his  knights. 
Do  yon  know  the  history  of  the  ur  ?  It  is  ca- 
rious enough.  A  good  many  years  ago,  BIr. 
James  MlUer,  writer  in  your  good  town,  a  gentle- 
man whom  poBsihly  you  know,  was  in  company 
with  our  friend  Clarke ;  and  talking  of  Scottish 
music,  Miller  expressed  an  ardent  ambition  to 
be  able  to  compose  a  Scots  air.  Mr.  Clarke, 
partly  by  way  of  joke,  told  him  to  keep  to  the 
black  keys  of  the  harpsichord,  and  preserre 
some  kind  of  rhythm,  and  he  would  infallibly 
Compose  a  Scots  air.  Certain  it  is  that,  in  a 
few  days,  Mr.  Miller  produced  the  rudiments 
of  an  air,  which  Mr.  Clarke,  with  some  touches 
and  corrections,  fashioned  into  the  tune  in  ques- 
tion. Bitson,  you  know,  has  the  same  story 
of  th«  black  keys ;  but  this  account  which  I  have 
joat  giren  you,  Mr.  Clarke  informed  me  of 
seTcrat  years  ago.  Now,  to  show  you  how  diffi- 
cult it  is  to  trace  the  origin  of  our  airs,  I  haTS 
heard  it  repeatedly  asserted  that  this  was  an 
Irish  air ;  nay,  I  met  with  an  Irish  gentleman 
who  affirmed  he  had  heard  it  in  Ireland  among 
the  old  women;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  a 
countess  informed  me,  that  the  first  person  who 
introduced  the  air  into  this  country,  was  a 
baronet*s  lady  of  her  acquaintance,  who  took 
down  the  notes  from  an  itinerant  piper  in  the 
Isle  of  Man.  How  difficult,  then,  to  ascertain 
the  truth  respecting  our  poesy  and  music  I  I, 
myself,  haye  lately  seen  a  couple  of  ballads  sung 
through  the  streets  of  Dumfries,  with  my  name 
at  the  head  of  tnem  as  the  author,  though  it 
was  the  first  time  I  had  CTcr  seen  them. 

I  thank  you  for  admitting  "Craigiebum- 
wood;**  and  I  shall  take  care  to  ftimish  you 
with  a  new  chorus.  In  fact,  the  chorus  was 
not  ray  work,  but  a  part  of  some  old  Tcrses  to 
the  air.  If  I  can  catch  myself  in  a  more  than 
ordinarily  propitious  moment,  I  shall  write  a 
new  *'Craigiebum-wood"  altogether.  My  heart 
is  much  in  the  theme. 

I  am  ashamed,  my  dear  fellow,  to  make  the 
request;  'tis  dunning  your  generosity;  but  in 
a  moment  when  I  had  forgotten  whether  I  was 
rich  or  poor,  I  promised  Chloris  a  copy  of  your 
songs.  It  wrings  my  honest  pride  to  write  you 
this ;  bat  an  ungracious  request  is  doubly  so 
Vj  a  tedious  apology.  To  make  you  some 
amends,  as  soon  as  I  hare  extracted  the  neces- 
sarf  Information  out  of  them,  I  will  return  you 
Bitson*B  Tolnmes. 


The  lady  is  not  a  littie  proad  that  she  is  to 
make  so  distinguished  a  fignre  in  your  coUee- 
tion,  and  I  mm  not  a  littie  proud  that  I  haye  it 
in  my  power  to  please  her  so  much.  Lucky  it 
h  for  your  patience  that  my  paper  is  done,  for 
when  I  am  in  a  scribbling  homaur,  I  know  not 
when  to  gire  orer.  R.  B. 


OCOV. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

(Willy  and  Phely,  in  od*  of  the  lyrics  which  this  let- 
ter contained,  carry  on  the  plMMUit  bondyinf  of  pnuie 
till  eomplimostt  g rowienrce,  and  the  loYen  are  redoeed 

to  eileace.] 

19/A  November,  1794. 

You  see,  my  dear  Sir,  what  a  punctual  cor- 
respondent I  am ;  though,  indeed,  you  may  thank 
yourself  for  the  tedium  of  my  letters,  as  you 
haye  so  flattered  me  on  my  horsemanship  with 
my  fayourite  hobby,  and  haye  praised  the 
grace  of  his  ambling  so  much,  that  I  am  scarcely 
eyer  off  his  back.  For  instance,  this  morning, 
though  a  keen  blowing  frost,  in  my  walk  before 
breakfast,  I  finished  my  duet,  which  you  were 
pleased  to  praise  so  much.  Whether  I  haye 
uniformly  succeeded,  I  will  not  say ;  but  here 
it  is  for  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour  old. 

0  Philly,  happy  be  the  day.> 

Tell  me  honestiy  how  you  like  it,  and  point  oat 
whateyer  yoa  think  faulty. 

I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  singing 
oar  songs  in  alternate  stanxas,  and  regret  that 
you  did  not  hint  it  to  me  sooner.  In  those  that 
remain,  I  shall  haye  it  in  my  eye.  I  remember 
your  objections  to  the  name  Philly,  but  it  is  the 
common  abbreyiation  of  PhiUis.  Sally,  the  only 
other  name  that  suits,  has  to  my  ear  a  vul- 
garity about  it,  which  unfits  it  for  anything 
except  burlesque.  The  l^on  of  Scottish  poet- 
asters of  the  day,  whom  your  brother  editor, 
Mr.  Bitson,  ranks  with  me  as  my  ooeyals,  haye 
always  mistaken  vulgarity  for  sbnplieity ;  where- 
as, simplicity  is  as  much  eieignie  from  vulgarity 
on  the  one  hand,  as  from  affected  point  and 
puerile  conceit  on  the  other. 

I  agree  with  you  as  to  the  air,  *<  CrUgiebum- 
wood,"  that  a  chorus  would,  in  some  degree, 
spoil  the- effect,  and  shall  certainly  have  none 
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Jb  my  prcjeetod  song  to  it.    It  is  not,  hoireTer, 

ft  eaae  in  point  with  "  Rothemnrelie ;"  there, 

M  in  *<  Boy's  Wife  of  AldiTaUoch,*'  ft  ohonu 

goes,  to  my  tftste,  well  enough.     As  to  the 

ehonu  going  ilrsty  thftt  is  the  oue  with  "  Ro/s 

Wife,"  fts  well  fts  "Bothemnrohe."    In  foot,  in 

the  Unt  part  of  both  tones,  the  rhythm  is  so 

peenlisr  end  irregnlar,  and  on  that  irregularity 

depends  so  much  of  their  beauty,  that  we  must 

e'en  take  them  with  all  their  wildness,  and 

humour  the  Terse  aooordingly.    Leaying  out 

the  starting  note  in  both  tunes,  has,  I  think,  an 

effect  that  no  regularity  could  counterbalance 

the  want  ot 

tg.  <  Oh  Boy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch. 

^*        \  6  lassie  wi'  the  lint-white  locks. 
and 

compare  with  /  ^^^ •  wife  of  AldiTafloch. 
compare  wiw  ^  ^^^^^  ^,  ^^  11^4.^1^^  j^^^g. 

Does  not  the  tameness  of  the  prefixed  syllable 
strike  you  T  In  the  last  case,  with  the  true  furor 
of  genius,  you  strike  at  once  into  the  wild  ori- 
ginality of  the  air ;  whereas,  in  the  first  insipid 
method,  it  is  like  the  grating  screw  of  the  pins 
before  the  fiddle  is  brought  into  tune.  This  is 
my  taste;  if  I  am  wrong,  I  beg  pardon  of  the 
eoffnoaeenti, 

"  The  Caledonian  Hunt"  is  so  charming,  that, 
it  would  make  any  subject  in  a  song  go  down; 
but  pathos  is  certainly  its  natiTo  tongue.  Scot- 
tish bacchanalians  we  certainly  want,  though 
the  few  we  haye  are  excellent.  For  instance, 
«*Todlin  hame,"  is,  for  wit  and  humour,  an 
unparalleled  composition;  and  << Andrew  and 
his  cutty  gun"  is  the  work  of  a  master.  By  the 
way,  are  you  not  quite  yexed  to  think  that 
those  men  of  genius,  for  such  thoy  certainly 
were,  who  composed  our  fine  Scottish  lyrics, 
should  be  unknown  ?  It  has  giyen  me  many  a 
heart-ache.  Apropos  to  bacchanalian  songs  in 
Scottish,  I  exposed  one  yesterday,  for  an  air 
I  like  much — **  Lumps  0'  pudding." 

Contented  wi'  little  and  oantie  wi*  mair.^ 

If  yon  do  not  relish  this  air,  I  will  send  it  to 
Johnson.  B.  B. 


COCVI. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[The  {lutrameBt  which  the  poet  got  rrom  the  braei  of 
Athd,  ■eems  of  ea  order  u  rode  sad  laoaimble  of  fine 
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•ooads  ai  Ike  whiitlei  wliieh  aehool-boysmtkelB  ipriii 
ftom  the  mailer  boeghi  of  the  pUae-tree.] 

Six  CI  yesterday's  penmanship,  I  haye  Cramtd 
a  couple  of  English  stanzas,  by  way  of  an  Eng- 
lish song  to  "  Boy's  Wife."  Tou  will  aUow  ne, 
that  in  this  instance  my  English  corresponJi  in 
sentiment  with  the  Scottish.  < 

Canst  thou  leaye  me  thus,  my  Eaty  ?^ 

Well !  I  think  this,  to  be  done  in  two  or  three 
turns  across  my  room,  and  with  two  or  three 
pinches  of  Irish  blackguard,  is  not  so  far  amtas. 
Tou  see  I  am  determined  to  haye  my  quantna 
of  applause  ft'om  somebody. 

Tell  my  Mend  Allan  (for  I  am  sore  that  we 
only  want  the  trifling  eircnmstance  of  being 
known  to  one  another,  to  be  the  best  friends  en 
earth)  that  I  much  suspect  he  has,  in  Us  plater, 
mistaken  the  figure  of  the  stock  and  horn.  I 
haTO,  at  last,  gotten  one,  but  It  is  a  very  nide 
instrument.  It  is  composed  of  three  parts ;  the 
stock,  which  is  the  hinder  thigh-bone  of  a  shcpp, 
such  as  you  see  in  a  mutton  ham ;  the  Lorn. 
which  is  a  common  Highland  cow^s  hons,  cut 
off  at  the  smaller  end,  until  the  aperture  >^e 
large  enough  to  admit  the  stock  to  be  puched 
up  through  the  horn  until  It  be  held  by  the 
thicker  end  of  the  thigh-bone ;  and  lastly,  th 
oaten  reed  exactly  cut  and  notched  like  th&i 
which  yoif  see  eyery  shepherd  boy  bay«,  wbeo 
the  corn-stems  are  green  and  full  grown.  The 
reed  is  not  made  fast  in  the  bone,  but  is  held  hr 
the  lips,  and  plays  loose  in  tifp  smaller  end  of 
the  stock ;  wliile  the  stock,  with  the  horn  hang> 
ing  on  its  larger  end,  is  held  by  the  hand^  ia 
playing.  The  stock  has  six  or  seren  yentAj^n 
on  the  upper  side,  and  one  baok-yeotage,  lilce 
the  common  flute.  This  of  mine  was  made  bj 
a  man  fh>m  the  braes  of  Aihole,  and  is  exacr j 
what  the  shepherds  wont  to  use  in  that  country. 

Howeyer,  either  it  is  not  qidte  properly  bortd 
In  the  holes,  or  else  we  haye  not  the  art  ef  hloir- 
ing  it  rightly ;  for  we  can  make  little  of  it  If 
Mr.  Allan  chooses,  I  will  send  him  a  sight  «f 
mine,  as  I  look  on  myself  to  be  ft  kind  of  brother- 
bmsh  with  him.  '« Pride  in  poets  is  nac  tin  ;** 
and  I  will  say  it,  that  I  look  on  Mr.  Allaa  and 
Mr.  Bums  to  be  the  only  genuine  and  real 
painters  of  Scottish  ooatome  in  the  world. 

B.D. 
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oc»Tn. 

TO  PETER  MILLER,  JUN.,  ESQ.. 

or  DALBWINTOir. 

tla  •  eottv«rwtioa  with  luMt  Pirryi  •ditor  of  th* 
Morwjif  Chrooictoi  Mr.  MiUVf  who  wms  thaa  iMi&b«r 
for  the  DamfriM  borooght|  kindly  raproMoted  the  po- 
verty of  the  poet  and  the  increaiing  namber  of  hia  family : 
Perry  at  oAce  offered  fifty  poandi  a  year  for  any  eontri- 
bniiona  he  mifht  ehooae  to  make  to  hia  aewapaper:  the 
teeaona  for  hia  refnaal  are  atated  in  thia  letter.] 


I,  ir<w.  179i. 

Toum  offer  is  indeed  truly  generou,  and  most 
•incerely  do  I  ihuik  7011  for  it ;  bat  in  my  pre- 
seat  ntnatioiiy  I  find  thAt  I  dare  not  Mcept  it 
Ton  well  know  my  politieal  sentimentB ;  and 
wer«  I  an  insular  indlTldnaly  unconnected  with 
n  wife  and  a  family  of  children,  with  the  most 
fenrid  enthnsiasm  I  would  hAve  Tolnnteeredmy 
serrices :  I  then  could  and  would  have  despised 
all  consequences  that  might  hare  ensued. 

My  prospect  in  the  Excise  is  something;  at 
least  it  is,  encumbered  as  I  am  with  the  welfare, 
the  very  existence,  of  near  half-a-score  of  help- 
less indlTidnals,  what  I  dare  not  sport  with. 

In  the  mean  time,  they  are  most  welcome  to 
my  Ode ;  only,  let  them  insert  it  as  a  thing  they 
have  met-with  by  accident  and  unknown  to  me. . 
—Nay,  if  Mr.  Perry,  whose  honour,  after  your 
ehnracter  of  him,  I  cannot  doubt ;  if  he  will 
gire  me  an  address  and  channel  by  which  any- 
thing will  come  safe  from  those  spies  with  which 
he  may  be  cer^dn  that  his  correspondence  is 
beset,  I  will  now  and  then  send  him  any  bagatelle 
thnt  I  may  write.  In  the  present  hurry  of 
Europe,  nothing  but  news  and  politics  will  be 
regarded ;  but  against  the  days  of  peace,  which 
Heaven  send  soon,  my  little  assistance  may  per- 
haps fin  up  an  idB  column  of  a  newspaper.  I 
have  long  hid  it  in  my  head  to  try  my  hand  in 
the  way  of  little  prose  essays,  which  I  propose 
sending  into  the  world  though  the  medium  of 
some  newspaper;  and  should  these  be  worth 
his  while,  to  these  Mr.  Perry  shall  be  welcome ; 
and  an  my  reward  shall  be,  his  treating  me 
with  his  paper,  which,  by  the  bye,  to  anybody 
who  has  the  least  relish  for  wit,  is  a  high  treat 
indeed. 

With  the  most  gmteful  esteem  I  am  ever, 

Dear  Sir, 

R.B. 


OOCYin. 

TO  MB.  SAMUEL  CLARKE,  JUN., 

nuMrnixs. 

[Politieal  aalmoaitieB  tionbled  eoeletydarim^  the  daya 
of  Bnnia,  aa  much  at  leaat  aa  they  diatorb  it  now— thia 
letter  ia  an  inatanre  of  it.j 

Sundaif  Mormn0. 
DSAE  Sib, 

I  was,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  but  I  am 
sober  this  morning.  From  the  expressions 
Capt made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had  no- 
body's welfare  to  care  for  but  my  own,  we  should 
certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  manners 
of  the  world,  to  the  necessity  of  murdering  one 
another  about  the  business.  The  words  were 
such  as,  generally,  I  belicTC,  end  in  a  brace  of 
pistols;  but  I  am  still  pleased  to  think  that  I 
did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfkre  of  a  wife  and 
a  family  of  children  in  a  drunken  squabble. 
Farther,  you  know  that  the  report  of  certain  po- 
litical opinions  being  mine,  has  already  once 
before  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  destruotton. 
I  dread  lest  last  night's  business  may  be  misre- 
presented in  the  same  way. — ^Tou,  I  beg,  will 
take  care  to  prevent  it  I  tax  your  wish  for 
Mr.  Bums's  welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting  as 
soon  as  possible,  on  every  gentleman  who  was 
present,  and  state  this  to  him,  and,  as  you  please, 
show  him  this  letter.  What,  after  all,  was  the 
obnoxious  toast?  '*  May  our  success  in  the  pre- 
sent war  be  equal  to  the  Justice  of  our  cause." 
— ^A  toast  that  the  most  outrageous  f^nsy  of 
loyalty  cannot  object  to.  I  request  and  beg 
that  this  morning  you  will  wait  on  the  parties 
present  at  the  foolish  dispute.  I  shall  only  add, 
that  I  am  truly  sorry  that  a  man  who  stood  so 
high  in  my  estimation  as  Mr.  — ^,  should  use 
me  in  the  manner  in  which  I  conceive  he  has 
done.  R.  B. 


OCdX. 

.    TO  MB.   THOMSON. 

[Bona  allowed  for  the  aonfa  which  Woleot  wrote  tot 
Thomaoa  a  degree  of  lyric  merit  which  the  world  hae 
reAued  to  aanctioB.] 

Dteemher^  1704. 

It  is,  I  assure  you,  the  pride  of  my  heart  to 

do  anything  to  forward  or  add  to  the  value  of 

your  book ;  and  as  I  agree  with  you  that  the 

Jifeobite  song  in  the  Museum  to  "  There'll  never 
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be  peace  tiU  Jamie  eomes  hame/'  would  not  eo 
well  consort  with  Peter  Pindar's  exedlent  loTe- 
Bong  to  that  air,  I  haTe  jnst  framed  for  yon  the 
following  :^ 

Now  in  her  green  mantle,  &o.' 

How  does  this  please  yon?  As  to  the  point  of 
time  for  the  expression,  in  jonr  proposed  print 
from  my  "  Sodger's  Return,"  it  must  certainly 
be  at— «  She  gai'd."  The  interesting  dubiety 
and  suspense  taking  possession  of  her  counte- 
nance, and  the  gushing  fondness,  with  a  mix- 
ture of  roguish  playfdlness,  in  his,  strike  me  as 
things  of  which  a  master  will  make  a  great  deal. 
In  great  haste,  but  in  great  truth,  yours. 

B.B. 


CCCX. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[la  tbia  brief  and  off-hand  xnj  Bunu  beatows  oa 
rhomaon  one  of  the  fiaaat  aoaga  ever  dedicated  to  the 
oaaae  of  human  freedom.] 

Januarsff  1795. 

I  RAB  for  my  songs;  howeVer,  a  few  may 
please,  yet  originality  ia  a  coy  feature  in  com- 
position, and  in  a  multiplicity  of  efforts  in  the 
same  style,  disappears  altogether.  For  these 
three  thousand  years,  we  poetic  folks  haTO  been 
describing  the  spring,  for  instance ;  and  as  the 
spring  continues  the  same,  there  must  soon  be 
a  sameness  in  the  imagery,  &c.,  of  these  said 
rhyming  folks. 

A  great  critic  (Aikin)  on  songs,  says  that  Ioto 
and  wine  are  the  ezolusiTe  themes  for  song- 
writing.  The  following  is  on  neither  subject, 
and  consequentiy  is  no  song ;  but  will  be  al- 
lowed, I  think,  to  be  two  or  three  pretty  good 
prose  thoughts  inrerted  into  rhyme. 

Is  there  for  honest  poverty.' 

I  do  not  giye  you  the  foregoing  song'for  your 
book,  but  merely  by  way  of  vive  la  bagatdU; 
for  the  piece  is  not  really  poetry.  How  will 
the  following  do  for  "  Craigiebum-wood  ?"-* 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigiebum.* 

Parewell  f  God  bless  you  t  R.  B. 
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COOZI. 
TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[Of  thia  letter  Dr.  Carrie  writoa,  « the  poet  moat  hate 
been  tipajr  indeed  to  eboae  aweet  EeetefiMhaa  at  thia 
rate;"  it  ia  one  of  the  prettieat  of  onr  Aaaaadale  vl 
lagea,  and  the  birth-place  of  that  diatiagoiahed  biofn^ 
pher.] 

Eeatfedum^  lik  I»ruary,  1795. 
Mt  DiAft  Thojcsos, 

YoQ  cannot  hare  any  idea  of  the  predicament 
in  which  I  write  to  you.    In  the  course  of  ay 
duty  as  superrisor  (in  which  oapaoity  I  hare 
acted  of  late),  I  came  yestemight  to  this  unfor- 
tunate, wicked  littie  Tillage.    I  have  gone  for- 
ward, but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep  hare  impeded 
my  progress :  I  hare  tried  to  **  gae  back  the 
gate  I  cam  again,"  but  the  same  obstacle  his 
shut  me  up  within  insuperable  hars.    To  add 
to  my  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a  scraper  has 
been  torturing  catgut,  in  sounds  that  would 
have  insulted  the  dying  agonies  of  a  sow  under 
the  hands  of  a  butcher,  and  thinks  himself,  co 
that  very  account,  exceeding  good  compel^. 
In  fact,  I  haye  been  in  a  dilemma^  either  to  gH 
drunk,  to  forget  these  miseries;  or  to  hug 
myself,  to  get  rid  of  them :  like  a  prudent  msa 
(a  character  congenial  to  my  erery  thought, 
word,  and  deed),  I  of  two  evils  have  chosen  the 
least,  and  am  Tory  drunk,  at  your  serriee ! 

I  wrote  you  yesterday  from  Pmnfriea.  I  bed 
not  time  then  to  tell  you  all  I  wanted  to  ssy; 
and.  Heaven  knows,  at  present  I  have  not  ca- 
pacity. 

Bo  you  know  an  air — I  am  snre  you  aast 
know  it^*' We'll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  townT 
I  think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  ex* 
oellent  song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it; 
and  if  you  should  think  it  w^gtby  of  your  atten- 
tion, I  hate  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  whom  I 
would  consecrate  it 

As  I  am  just  going  to  bed,  I  wish  you  a  gooi 
night  R.  B. 


OGCXn. 

TO  MR.  TH6M60N. 

[The  aong  of  Caledonia,  ia  hononrof  Mra.  Buma, 
accompanied  by  two  othen  in  honour  of  the  poet^i 
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tr«m :  tb«  raasa  wai  high  in  wang,  and  nMd  few  words 
in  ih«  letter  which  flncloied  them.] 

Jfay,  1796. 

0  STAY,  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  staj!' 

■ 

Let  me  know,  your  very  first  leisure,  how 
you  like  this  song. 

Long,  long  the  night* 

How  do  yon  like  the  foregoing  T  The  Irish 
&ir,  "  Hamoim  of  Glen,*'  is  a  great  faTonrite 
of  mine,  and  as,  except  the  silly  stvlF  in  the 
**  Poor  Soldier,"  there  are  not  any  decent  rerses 
for  it,  I  have  written  for  it  as  follows : — 

Their  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands 
reckon.* 


Let  me  hear  from  yon. 


ILB. 


ocoxni. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

fTbe  poet  ealli  for  prsiM  in  thii  letter,  a  ipeeies  of 
ooia  wkieh  i«  elweyt  rMdy.] 

How  cruel  are  the  parents.4 

Mark  yonder  pqmp  of  costly  fashion.* 

Well«  this  is  not  amiss.  Ton  see  how  I  an- 
swer  yonr  ordera— your  tailor  oonld  not  be  more 
pmctDaL  I  am  just  now  in  a  high  fit  for  poet- 
isia&  provided  that  the  strait-jacket  of  criti- 
cism don't  cure  me.  If  yon  can,  in  a  post  or 
two,  administer  a  little  of  the  intoxicating  po- 
tion of  yoor  applause,  it  will  raise  yonr  humble 
aerraatfs  phrensy  to  any  height  yoo  want.  I 
am  at  this  moment  '*  holding  high  oonverae" 
with  the  mnsesy  and  have  not  a  word  to  throw 
away  oA  sach  a  proeaio  dog  as  you  are. 

B.B. 


OOOXIV. 

TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[Thooieoa  at  tbie  time  eent  the  drawing  to  Bama  in 
which  Darid  Allan  lonf  ht  to  embody  the  «  Cotter*! 
Satorday  Night :"  it  diiplayt  at  oaoe  the  talent  and  want 
of  laete  of  the  inf  enioaa  artiit.] 

May,  1795. 

Tm  thousand  thanks  for  yonr  elegant  pre- 
sent—Ihongh  I  am  ashamed  of  the  value  of  it, 

I  Boiv  CCXLIX.       •  Song  CCL.       •  Song  CCLI. 


being  bestowed  on  a  man  who  has  not,  by  any 
means,  merited  such  an  instance  of  kindness. 
I  have  shown  it  to  two  or  three  judges  of  the 
first  abilities  here,  and  they  all  agree  with  me 
in  classing  it  as  a  first-rate  producUon.  My 
phis  is  sae  kenspeckle,  that  the  very  joiner's 
apprentice,  whom  Mrs.  Bums  employed  to  break 
up  the  parcel  (I  was  out  of  town  that  day)  knew 
it  at  once.  My  most  grateful  compliments  to 
Allan,  who  has  honoured  my  rustic  music  so 
much  with  his  masterly  pencil.  One  strange 
coincidence  is,  that  the  littie  one  who  is  making 
the  felonious  attempt  on  the  cat's  tail,  is  the 
most  striking  likeness  of  an  ill-deedie,  d — n'd, 
wee,  rumblegairie  urchin  of  mine,  whom  from 
that  propensity  to  witty  wickedness,  and  man- 
fa'  mischief,  which»  even  at  twa  days  auld,  I 
foresaw  would  form  the  striking  features  of  his 
dispomtion,  I  named  'Willie  Nicol,  after  a  cer- 
tain friend  of  mine,  who  is  one  of  the  masters 
of  a  grammar-school  in  a  city  which  shall  be 
nameless. 

Give  the  enclosed  epigram  to  my  much-va- 
lued friend  Cunningham,  and  tell  him,  that  on 
Wednesday  I  go  to  visit  a  friend  of  his,  to 
whom  his  friendly  partiality  in  speaking  of  me 
in  a  manner  introduced  me — ^I  mean  a  well- 
known  military  and  literary  character,  Colonel 
Dirom. 

You  do  not  tell  me  how  you  liked  my  two  last 

songs.    Are  they  condemned  f 

E.  B. 


CCCXV. 

TO  MB.   THOMSON. 

[In  allaaioa  to  the  preceding  letter,  Thomson  eayi  to 
Banu,  "  You  really  make  me  biash  when  yon  tell  me 
yon  have  not  merited  the  drawing  from  me.^'  The  "  For 
a*  that  and  a*  that,*' which  went  with  thia  letter,  was,  it 
is  believed,  the  composition  of  Mrs.  Riddel.] 

Ih  «'  Whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad," 
the  iteration  of  that  line  is  tiresome  to  my  ear. 
Here  goes  what  I  think  is  an  improvement :-~ 

Oh  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  la  J ; 
Oh  whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  ye,  my  lad ; 
Tho'  father  and  mother  and  a'*should  gae  mad. 
Thy  Jeanie  will  venture  wi*  ye,  my  lad. 

In  fact,  a  fair  dame,  at  whose  shrine  I,  the 
priest  of  the  Nine,  oifer  up  the  incense  of  Par- 
nassus— a  dame  whom  the  Graces  have  attired 
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in  witchenift,  and  vlumi  Uie  Lores  lant  amed 
with  Ughtaing— «  fur  one»  herself  the  heroine 
of  the  songi  insists  on  the  mnendment,  and  dis- 
pute her  oommsads  if  you  dare  t 

This  is  no  mj  ain  lassie,!  &e. 

Do  yon  know  tiiat  you  hare  roosed  the  torpi- 
dity of  Clarke  at  last?  He  has  requested  ate  to 
write  three  or  fbur  songs  for  him,  which  he  is 
to  set  to  mnsie  himself.  The  enclosed  sheet 
contains  two  songs  for  him,  which  please  to  pre- 
sent to  my  Talued  friend  Conninghaa. 

I  enclose  the  sheet  open,  both  for  your  inspee- 
tion,  and  that  you  may  copy  the  song  <*0h  bon- 
nie  was  yon  rosy  brier."  I  do  not  know  whether 
I  am  right,  but  that  song  pleases  me ;  and  as  it 
is  extremely  probable  that  Clarke's  newly- 
roused  celestial  spark  will  be  soon  smothered  in 
the  fogs  of  indolence,  if  you  like  the  song,  it 
may  go  as  Scottish  rerses  to  the  air  of  "  I  wish 
my  love  was  in  a  mire  ;*'  and  poor  Erskine's 
Bnglish  lines  may  follow. 

I  enclose  you  a  «  For  a*  that  and  a'  that," 
which  was  never  in  print :  it  is  a  much  superior 
song  to  mine.  I  hare  been  told  that  it  was 
composed  by  a  lady,  and  some  lines  written  on 
the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last  edition  of 
my  poems,  presented  to  the  lady  whom,  in  so 
many  fictitious  reveries  of  passion,  but  with  the 
most  ardent  sentiments  of  real  fHendship,  I 
have  so  often  snng  under  the  name  of  Chloris :— - 

To  Chloris.* 


Uh$  bagoLdU  tk  VamUU, 


COILA. 

R.  B. 


CCOXVI. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

[In  the  double  service  of  poesy  and  mnsie  the  poet  had 
10  sing  of  pangs  which  he  never  endared,  from  beauties 
to  whom  he  had  never  spoken.] 

Forlorn  my  love,  no  comfort  near,  &c.* 

How  do  you  like  the  foregoing  T  I  have  writ- 
ten it  within  this  hour :  so  muoh  for  the  speed 
of  my  Pegasus;  but  what  say  you  to  his  bottom  ? 

R.  B. 


COOXVil. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


[The  n— ssBiplsd  brevitf  «f  Bwm's  letton,  aa4  the 
•ztraordiaary  flow  and  grace  of  hie  aoUf  a,  towaide  the 
close  of  his  life,  have  aot  bow  for  tha  first  tuaa  heea 
remarked  .j 

Last  May  a  braw  wooen* 
Ifhy,  why  tell  thy  lorer.^ 

Bach  is  the  peculiarity  of  the  rhythm  of  Ois 
air,  that  I  find  it  Impossible  to  make  another 
stanta  to  suit  it 

I  am  at  present  quite  ooeo^ed  with  the  ehana* 
ing  sensations  of  the  toothache,  so  hare  not  a 
word  to  spare.  B.  B. 


ccoxvni. 

TO  MBS.  RIDDEL. 

SuppoH9  hmstff  to  b$  toriitngfrom  XAe  demi  to  Hi 

Uving, 


I  Bong  GCLY.  8  Poems,  No.  CXLVI. 

S  Song  CCLVIII. 


[Ill  health,  povertr*  a  mum  of  depmdeaeot  wtth  tte 
much  be  had  deserved  of  hia  eovatry,  aad  the  linli  bs 
had  obtained,  were  all  at  thia  time  presaing  oa  the  niad 
of  Bnmsi  and  inducing  him  to  forgvt  what  was  das  tr 
himself  as  well  aa  to  the  coartesiea  of  life.] 

Madam, 
I  PARI  say  that  this  is  the  first  e|MStle  jot 
erer  received  from  this  nether  world.  I  write 
you  from  the  regions  of  Hell*  amid  the  honen 
of  the  damned.  The  time  and  the  maaaer  ef 
my  leaving  your  eat  th  I  do  aot  ezaotly  know,  si 
I  took  my  departore  in  the  heat  of  a  fever  of 
intoxication  contracted  at  your  too  hospitshU 
mansion ;  but,  on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  biAf 
tried,  and  sentenced  to  Midare  tha  purgatorial 
tortures  of  this  infernal  oonfine  for  the  ^ace  of 
mnety^nine  years,  eleven  months,  and  twenty- 
nine  days,  and  all  on  account  of  the  impropriety 
of  my  conduct  yesternight  under  year  rocL 
Here  am  I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless  ftirte,  with 
my  aching  head  reclined  on  a  pillow  of  ever- 
piercing  thorn,  while  an  Infernal  tormentoTi 
wrinkled,  and  old,  and  cruel,  his  name  I  think 
is  BecoUeetion,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  forbids 
peace  or  rest  to  approach  me,  and  keeps  angniih 
eternally  awake.  Still,  Madam,  if  I  could  la 
any  measure  be  reinstated  In  the  good  opxnios 
of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  ooadaot  last  night 
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•o  milch  iijnre^  I  thiidc  It  would  be  an  alloTia- 
lioB  to  mj  tormeiits.  For  this  reason  I  troable 
70a  irfthtUs  letter.  To  the  men  of  the  company 
I  vSU  BDwke  no  ^wlogy. — Yonr  hnsbsnd,  who 
insisted  on  my  drinking  more  than  I  chose,  has 
BO  right  to  blame  me ;  and  the  other  gentlemen 
were  partakers  of  my  guilt  Bat  to  yon.  Madam, 
I  haTS  mneh  to  apologise.  Yonr  good  opinion  I 
Talned  as  one  ef  the  greatest  acquisitions  I  had 
made  on  earth,  and  I  was  traly  a  beast  to  forfeit 

it.    There  was  a  Hiss  I ,  too,  a  woman  of 

fine  sense,  gentle  and  vnassnming  manners — do 
make  on  my  part,  a  miserable  d-mned  wretch's 

best  apology  to  her.  A  Mrs.  €t ,  a  charming 

woman,  did  me  the  hononr  to  be  pr^ndiced  in 
my  faTonr ;  this  makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not 
outraged  her  beyond  all  forgireness.— To  all  the 
other  ladies  please  present  my  humblest  contri- 
tion for  my  conduct,  and  my  petition  for  their 
gracious  pardon.  0  all  ye  powers  of  decency 
and  decorum  1  whisper  to  them  that  my  errors, 
though  great,  were  involuntary — ^that  an  intozi- 
etted  man  is  the  Tilest  of  beasts— that  it  was 
not  in  my  nature  to  be  brutal  to  any  one— that 
to  be  rude  to  a  woman,  when  in  my  senses,  was 
impossible  with  me — ^but — 

♦       *        *    '  #       «       « 

Regret  I  Remorse !  Shame  I  ye  three  hell- 
hounds that  oyer  dog  my  steps  and  bay  at  my 
heels,  spare  me  t  spare  me ! 

Forgire  the  olTences,  and  pity  the  perdition 
cf.  Madam,  your  humble  Blare. 

KB. 


CGGXIX. 
TO  MRS.  RIDDEL. 

(Mn.  Ridd«l,  it  i»  ttid,  potMutd  umny  more  of  tke 

pc«t*t  lMt«rt  tbaa  mn  printed— the  ■oimttiMi  raad  thmu 
to  rrteodfl  who  coald  feel  their  wit,  and,  like  heraelf, 
■Oowaaee  for  their  needom.] 


Ihtm/riet,  1796.  • 
Ma.  BuBR8*8  compliments  to  Mrs.  Riddel* 
Is  much  obliged  to  her  for  her  polite  attention 
in  sending  him  the  book.  Owing  to  Mr.  B.'s 
being  at  present  acting  as  snperrisor  of  excise, 
a  department  tliat  occupies  his  erery  hour  of 
the  dsy,  he  has  not  that  time  to  spare  which  is 
necessary  for  aoy  belle-lettre  pursuit ;  but,  as 
he  will,  in  a  week  or  two,  again  return  to  his 
wonted  leiiiQre,  he  will  then  pay  that  attention 
to  Mrs.  R.*ti  beautiful  song,  *<  To  thee,  loved  1 


Nith"— which  it  so  weU  desenres.  When<«A]Mr 
charsis'  TrsTels"  come  to  hand,  whioh  Mn. 
Riddel  mentioned  as  her  gift  to  the  publio  li- 
brary, Mr.  B.  will  thank  her  for  a  reading  of  it 
proTious  to  her  sending  it  to  the  library,  as  it  is 
a  book  Mr.  B.  has  neyer  seen :  he  wishes  to  haTe 
a  longer  perusal  of  them  than  the  regnlatlons 
of  the  library  allow. 

P.  S.  Mr.  Bums  will  be  much  obliged  to 
Mrs.  Riddel  if  she  will  favour  him  with  a  peru- 
sal of  any  of  her  poetical  pl^es  whieh  he  may 
not  haTe  seen.  B.  B 


CGOXX. 
TO  MISS  LOUISA  FONTENELLE. 

[That  Miea  FoBteaelle,  as  an  aetreee,  did  aot  deeerw 
the  high  praiae  which  Burna  beetowe  may  be  fueeeed : 
the  lioes  to  which  he  allades  were  recited  by  the  lady  oa 
her  beaaft^ight,  aQd  are  prioted  anoof  hit  Poeme.] 

Ihm^riet^  December^  1795. 
Mabav, 

Ix  such  a  bad  world  as  ours,  those  who  add 
to  the  scanty  sum  of  our  pleasures,  are  poai- 
tiTcly  our  benefactors.  To  you.  Madam,  on 
our  humble  Dumfries  boards,  I  have  been  more 
indebted  for  entertainment  than  OTcr  I  was  in 
prouder  theatres.  Tour  charms  as  a  woman 
would  insure  applause  to  the  most  indifferent 
actress,  and  your  theatrical  talents  would  in- 
sure admiration  to  the  plainest  figure.  This, 
Madam,  Is  not  the  unmeaning  or  insidious  com- 
pliment of  the  ftiTolous  or  interested ;  I  pay  it 
f^om  the  same  honest  impnlse  that  the  sublime 
of  nature  ezcitea  my  admiration,  or  her  beauties 
give  me  delight. 

Will  the  foregoing  lines  be  of  any  serrice  to 
you  in  your  approaching  benefit-night !  If  thej 
will  I  shall  be  prouder  of  my  muse  than  eyer. 
They  are  nearly  extempore :  I  know  they  haye 
no  great  merit ;  but  though  they  should  add  but 
littie  to  the  entertainment  of  the  eyening,  they 
g^ye  me  the  happiness  of  an  opportunity  to  de« 
clare  how  much  I  haye  the  honour  to  be,  &c« 

R.B. 
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OOOXXI. 
TO  MBS.  DUNLOP. 

[Of  khs  iweet  girt  to  whom  Bams  allodoa  inthU  letter 
ho  wu  deptired  daring  this  yu:  hor  dtath  praiMd 
•orely  on  him.] 

16^  December,  1795. 
Mt  piab  Frixhd, 

As  1  am  in  a  complete  BecemberiBh  humour, 
gloomy,  sullen,  stupid  as  eren  tlie  Deity  of  Pul- 
ness  herself  could  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl  out  a 
heayy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  apologies 
for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  shall  mention, 
because  I  know  you  will  sympathise  in  it :  these 
four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest 
child,  has  been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  a  week  or 
less,  threatened  to  terminate  her  existence. 
There  had  much  need  be  many  pleasures  an- 
nexed to  the  states  of  husband  and  father,  for, 
Qod  knows,  they  haye  many  peculiar  cares.  I 
cannot  describe  to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless 
hours  these  ties  f^quenUy  give  me.  I  see  a 
trun  of  helpless  little  folks ;  me  and  my  exer- 
tions all  their  stay:  and  on  what  a  brittie 
thread  does  the  life  of  man  hang !  If  I  am  nipt 
off  at  the  command  of  fate  I  even  in  all  the  vigour 
of  manhood  as  I  am — such  things  happen  every 
day — gracious  Ood  I  what  would  become  of  my 
little  flock!  'Tis  here  that  I  envy  your  people 
of  fortune. — A  father  on  his  death-bed,  taking 
an  everlasting  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed 
woe  enough ;  but  the  man  of  competent  fortune 
leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency  and 
friends;  while  I— but  I  shall  run  distracted  if 
I  think  any  longer  on  the  subject  I 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  so  gravely,  I 
shall  sing  with  the  old  Scots  ballad-* 

*'  O  that  I  had  n«*ar  been  married, 
I  woald  never  had  nae  care ; 
Now  I*ve  gotten  wife  and  baime, 
The7  cry  crowdie !  evermair. 

Crowdie!  aaee;  crowdie!  twice; 

Crowdie !  three  timei  in  a  day ; 
An  ye  crowdie !  ony  mair, 

Ye*lJ  crowdie !  a*  my  meal  away.**— 


ABDBESS. 


December  2ith. 
We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre  here  this  sea- 
son; only,  as  all  other  business  does,  it  experi- 
ences a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical 
complaint  of  the  country,  want  o/eoih,  I  men- 
tioned our  theatre  merely  to  lug  in  an  occasional 
Address  which  I  wrote  for  the  benefit-night  of 
one  of  the  actresses,  and  which  is  as  follows:— 


eroKza  btkus  voHmzLXJi  ov  .—  ..*•.. ^^....s, 
sac.  4, 1396,  AT  THX  tbbaveb,  Buvraoa. 

Still  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  fAvoor,  &c. 

2M,  ChrieimM-MormMf. 

This,  my  muob-loved  ftieod,  is  a  mozning  of 
wishes — aooept  nine — so  heaven  hear  ne  as 
they  are  siaocre  I  that  bleesiiigw  a^  attendyoir 
steps,  and  affliction  know  you  noil  In  tin 
oharadng  words  of  my  favoorite  aathor,  **7ht 
Man  of  Feeling,"  «<May  the  Great  Spirit  hnt 
up  the  weight  of  thy  gray  hairs,  and  blont  the 
arrow  that  brings  them  rest  1*' 

Now  that  I  talk  of  authors,  how  do  yoa  liie 
Cowper  t  Is  not  the  **  Task"  a  gloriolts  peem ! 
The  reli^on  of  the  **  Task,"  bating  a  few  scrtps 
of  Calvinistio  divinity,  is  the  religion  of  Goi 
and  nature ;  the  religion  that  exalts^  that  en- 
nobles man.  Were  not  you  to  sesd  me  your 
*<  Zeluco,"  in  return  for  mine  ?  Tell  me  how 
you  like  my  marks  and  notes  through  the  book. 
I  would  not  give  a  farthing  for  a  book,  unless  I 
were  at  liberty  to  blot  it  with  my  eritidtas. 

I  have  lately  collected,  for  a  friend's  pensal, 
all  my  letters;  I  mean  those  which  I  first 
sketched,  in  a  rough  draught,  and  aftenra^il 
wrote  out  fair.  On  looking  over  some  old  mai^ 
papers,  which,  from  time  to  time,  I  had  par* 
celled  by,  as  trash  that  were  scarce  worth  pre- 
serving, and  which  yet  at  the  same  time  I  did 
not  care  to  destroy ;  I  discovered  many  of  these 
rude  sketches,  and  have  vrritten,  and  am  vrit-. 
ing  them  out,  in  a  bound  MS.  for  my  fricad's 
library.  As  I  wrote  always  to  you  the  riisp^ 
Body  of  the  moment,  I  cannot  find  a  sSngle  seroU 
to  you,  except  one  about  the  eommeneemeat  of 
our  acquaintance.  If  there  were  any  possible 
conveyance,  I  would  send  yon  a  perusal  of  my 
book.  B.B. 


cccxxn. 

io  MR.  ALEXAKDKB  FINDLATBR. 

SUPXKVISOB  or  XX0X8X,  Duvrsiss. 

fTbe  peraon  to  whom  thia  letter  is  addnaee^,  t»  ^* 
■ame  who  lately  denied  that  Bnrsa  was  hanbly  aer«i  »•> 
the  Board  of  Excise :  bat  tbote,  and  they  are  iiu&r«  >*^*'^ 
believe  what  the  poet  wrote  to  Erekioe,  of  ACar,  niuKM 
agree  with  Mr.  Piodlator.] 

Sib, 

Enclosid  are  the  two  schemes*  I  wxxild  act 
have  troubled  you  with  the  collector's  one^  but 
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for  sucpieion  lest  It  be  not  right.  Mr.  Erskine 
proaiscd  me  to  make  it  right,  if  yoa  irill  haTe 
the  goodness  to  show  him  how.  As  I  hare  no 
oop7  of  the  scheme  for  myself,  and  the  altera- 
tions being  very  considerable  from  what  it  was 
formeriy,  I  hope  that  I  shall  hare  access  to  this 
scheme  I  send  yon,  when  I  come  to  ftuje  up  my 
new  books.  8^  mmk  for  Hkmm. — ^And  that  no 
scheme  to  betrsy  a  fusim,  or  ndslead  a  strav- 
om;  to  sednce  a  touito  oibl,  or  rob  a  hih- 
stooer;  to  subrert  ubbetT|  or  bribe  an  nzoisi- 
xijr;  to  disturb  the  obhxbal  assucblt,  or 
annoy  a  oossimvo;  to  orerthrow  the  credit 
of  oRTHonoxT,  or  the  authority  of  old  soros  ; 
to  oppose  ymir  wiihsi,  or  frostrate  mjf  hap€» — ^mat 
nu>spB>— is  the  sincere  wish  and  prayer  of 

B.B. 


ooozxni. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  9HE  MORN- 
ING CHRONICLE. 

[Croqwk  mju,  whBn  a  neighbour  eomplained  that  his 
copy  of  the'  Moraing  Chionicle  \n%  not  rtfularly  de- 
livered to  him  from  the  poet-office,  the  poet  wrote  the 
following  indigmmt  letter  to  Perry  one  leaf  of  hie  exciae- 
book,  but  before  it  went  to  the  poet  he  reflected  and 
rtcaUed  it.] 

Dumfiia,  1795. 

Tov  will  seei>y  yonr  subscribers'  list,  that  I 
have  been  about  nine  months  of  that  number. 
,  I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  that  in  that  time, 
sereii  or  ei^t  of  your  papers  either  have  never 
been  sent  me,  or  else  have  never  reached  me. 
To  be  deprived  of  any  one  number  of  the  first 
newsp^er  in  Qreat  Britain  for  information, 
ability,  and  independence,  is  what  I  can  iU 
brook  and  bear ;  but  to  be  deprived  of  that  most 
admirable  oration  of  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne, 
when  he  made  the  great  thou^  ineffectual  at- 
tempt (in  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  fear  too 
true),  **  to  save  a  simuiro  statb" — ^this  was  a 
loss  that  I  neither  can  nor  will  forgive  you.—' 
That  paper.  Sir,  never  reached  me;  but  I  de- 
mand it  of  you.  I  am  a  Bkiton  ;  and  must  be 
interested  in  the  cause  of  ubsbtt  : — I  am  a 
■Ajr ;  and  the  biorts  of  BimAK  natu«b  cannot 
be  indifTerent  to  me.  However,  do  not  let  me 
mislead  you :  I  am  not  a  man  in  that  situation 
of  life,  which,  as  your  subscriber,  can  be  of 
say  consequence  to  you,  in  the  eyes  of  those  to 
whom  srruATioK  or  life  ALOirs  is  the  criterion 
of  MAS. — ^I  am  but  a  plain  tradesman,  in  this 


distant,  obscure  country  town :  but  that  humble 
domicile  in  which  I  shelter  my  wife  and  children 
is  the  Castxllux  of  a  Butok  ;  and  that  scanty, 
hard-earned  income  which  supports  them  is  as 
truly  my  property,  as  the  most  magnificent 
fortune,  of  the  most  puissAin  ximbib  of  your 

HOUSB  of  HOBLBS. 

These,-  Sir,  are  my  sentiments;  and  to  them 
I  subscribe  my  name  »  and  were  I  a  man  of 
ability  and  consequence  enough  to  address  the 
PUBLio,  with  that  name  should  they  appear. 

I  am,  &c. 


CCOXXIV. 
To  MR.   HERON, 

0V»HBB09. 

[Of  Psitriek  Heron,  of  Kerrooghtree,  eomething  hat 
been  said  in  the  notee  on  the  Ballade  which  bear  his 
nan*.] 

Dumfriet,  1794,  or  1795. 
Sib, 

I BBCLOSB  you  some  copies  of  a  couple  of  po- 
litical ballads ;  one  of  which,  I  believe,  you 
have  never  seen.  Would  to  Heaven  I  could 
make  you  master  of  as  many  votes  in  the  Stew* 

artry — ^but — 

<(  Who  does  the  atmoet  that  he  can, 

Doea  well,  acta  nobly,  angele  could  no  more.** 
In  order  to  bring  my  humble  eiForts  to  bear 
with  more  effect  on  the  foe,  I  have  privately 
printed  a  good  many  copies  of  both  ballads,  and 
have  sent  them  among  friends  all  about  the 
country. 

To  pUlory  on  Parnassus  the  rank  reprobation 
of  character,  the  ftter  dereliction  of  all  prin* 
ciple,  in  a  profligate  Junto  which  has  not  only 
outraged  virtue^  but  violated  common  decency ; 
which,  spuming  even  hypocrisy  as  paltry  ini- 
quity below  their  daring; — to  unmask  their 
flag^tiousness  to  the  broadest  day— to  deliver 
such  over  to  their  merited  fate,  is  surely  not 
merely  innocent,  but  laudable ;  is  not  only  pro* 
priety,  but  virtue.  Ton  have  already,  as  your 
auziliaiy,  the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents;  and  I  swear  by 
the  lyre  of  Thalia  to  muster  on  your  side  all 
the  votaries  of  honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid 
ridicule  I 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  your  kifid 
mention  of  my  Interests  in  a  letter  which  Mr. 
Sjme  showed  me.  At  present  my  situation  in 
life  must  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at 
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foMt  for  two  or  thrfe  yn.  The  statemeaft  ii 
Ihis — ^I  am  oa  tke  aaperYiMn'  list,  wnd  m  we 
come  Ml  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  three 
years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
appointed  ofemm*  Tkm^  a  nuurn  might  be 
of  service  to  me  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of 
the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.  A  supervisor's 
income  yaries  from  about  a  hundred  and  twen^ 
tb  two  hundred  a  yeari  but  the  business  is  an 
incessant  drudgery,  and  would  be  nearly  a 
complete  bar  to  every  species  of  literary  pur- 
suit The  moment  I  am  appointed  supervisor, 
in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  nominated  on 
the  collector's  list;  and  this  is  always  a  busi- 
ness purely  of  political  patronage.  A  collector- 
ship  varies  much,  from  better  than  two  hundred 
a  year  to  near  a  thousand.  They  also  come 
forward  by  precedency  on  the  list ;  and  have, 
besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life  of  complete 
leisure.  A  life  of  literary  leisure  with  a  decent 
competency,  is  the  summit  of  my  wishes.  It 
would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of  silly  pride 
in  me  to  say  thatl  do  not  need,  or  would  not 
be  indebted  to  a  political  friend ;  at  the  same 
time,  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affairs  before 
you  thus,  to  hook  my  dependent  situation  on 
your  benevolence.  If,  in  my  progress  of  life, 
an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good  offices 
of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character  and 
political  consequence  might  bring  me  forward, 
I  shall  petition  your  goodness  with  the  same 
frtmkness  as  I  now  do  myself  the  honour  to  sub- 
scribe myself  R.  B. 


CCOXXV. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

XH  LOVDOH. 

(In  the  eofretpondenee  of  the  poet  with  Mrs.  Doalop 
he  nrelf  sMntioiM  Thomeon'a  Collection  of  Songe, 
thoagh  hie  heart  waa  aet  much  upon  it:  ia  the  Dnnlop 
library  there  are  many  letters  from  the  poet,  it  la  aald, 
which  have  not  been  pabliahed.] 

2}um/rm,  20M  Dtcember,  1X95. 
I  HATi  been  prodigiously  disappointed  in  this 
London  Journey  of  yours.  In  the  first  plaee, 
when  your  last  to  me  reached  Dumfries,  I  was 
in  ^e  country,  and  did  not  return  until  too 
late  to  answer  your  letter ;  in  the  next  place,  I 
thought  you  would  certainly  take  this  route; 
and  now  I  know  not  what  is  became  of  you,  or 


vhAther  this  may  reach  you  at  alL    Ood  grsat 


that  it  MSf  find  you  and  yours  ia 

health  and  good  ipiFits  1    Do  lei  me  liear  fre« 

yon  the  toonest  poa8&Utt»  ' 

As  I  hope  to  get  a  tnak  firana  aqp  friaad  Gaf> 
tain  HiUer,  I  shall  oreiy  leianxw  hevr,  lika  ^ 
the  pea,  and  goss^  away  whatsTtr  ooaua  §ak 
prose  or  poetry,  setoMA  or  aoag.  Ia  this  kal 
article  I  have  abounded  «f  lata.  I  liava  oAm 
mentioned  to  you  a  Bopevb  publioatioB  of  fiee^ 
tish  songs  which  is  making  its  ■ppoiaooe  ia 
your  great  metropolis,  and  where  I  have  thi 
honour  to  preside  over  the  Sootttah  ▼ano^  as  as 
less  a  personage  thaa  Peter  Pindar  da»  avsr 
the  English. 

Jicwiaer  9Ml 

Sinoe  I  began  this  letter,  I  have  been  i^ 
pointed  to  act  in  the  capacity  of  supervisor 
here,  and  I  assure  you,  what  with  the  load  of 
business,  and  what  with  that  bnaiaess  bttsg 
new  to  me,  I  could  scarcely  have  e(Httmaaded 
ten  minutes  to  have  spoken  to  you,  had  yoa 
been  in  town,  much  less  to  hare  written  yoa 
aa  epistle.  ThisappointaieatiaoBly  tampsrsry, 
and  during  the  illness  of  the  present  iaenmhent ;  ' 
but  I  look  forward  to  an  early  period  when  I 
shall  be  appointed  in  ftall  form:  a  consaoBtts* 
tion  devoutly  to  be  wished  I  Idy  political  liai 
seem  to  be  forgiven  me. 

This  is  the  season  (New-year'a-dsj  is  aow  s^ 
date)  of  wishing ;  and  aiine  are  moat  ferreatly 
offered  up  for  youl  Hay  life  to  yoa  be  a  poii* 
tive  blessing  while  it  lasts,  for  year  owa  sake; 
and  that  it  may  yet  be  greatly  proloaged,  is  mj 
wish  for  my  own  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of  tks 
rest  of  your  friends  I  What  a  traaatent  bnsiaesi 
is  life!  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy;  but  t'othsr 
day  I  was  a  young  man;  and  I  already  be|^ 
to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  aad  stiffeaiu  joiats  of 
old  age  coming  fast  o'er  my  frame.  With  all 
my  follies  of  youth,  aad  I  fear,  a  few  vices  of 
manhood,  still  I«ongratnlate  ograalf  on  hamf 
had  in  early  days  religion  strongly  imprsmed 
on  my  mind.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  any  one 
as  to  which  sect  he  belongs  to,  or  what  oreedhs 
believes :  but  I  look  on  the  nua,  who  is  fleshy 
persuaded  of  infinite  wisdom  aad  goodness,  sop 
perintending  and  directing  ereiy  cirenmilsoei 
that  can  happen  in  his  lot— I  felicitate  sack  a 
man  as  having  a  solid  foundation  for  his  mental 
enjoyment ;  a  firm  prop  aad  sure  stay,  in  tkt 
hour  of  difficulty,  trouble,  aad  distvesa ;  aad  a 
never-failing  anchor  of  hope^  vhea  ha  looks  be* 
yond  the  grare. 
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January  \2th. 
Too  will  hftTe  aeen  our  worthy  and  ingenioas 
IViend,  the  Doctor,  long  ere  this.  I  hope  he  is 
wen,  tad  beg  to  be  remembered  to  him.  I  here 
jnet  been  reftding  otot  again,  I  dare  aay  for  the 
hundred  and  iiftteth  time,  his  VUv  of  Society  atid 
Munnen;  and  stiU  I  read  it  with  delight  His 
bamoitr  is  perfectly  original— it  is  neither  the 
htunovr  of  Addison,  nor  Swift,  nor  Sterne,  nor 
of  anybody  bnt  Dr.  Moore.  By  the  bye,  you 
have  depriTod  me  of  JKeliteo,  remember  that, 
when  yon  are  disposed  to  rake  up  the  sins  of 
my  negiectfrom  among  the  ashes  of  my  laiiness. 
He  has  paid  me  a  pretty  compliment,  by  quot- 
ing me  in  his  last  publication.* 

*       *       *       *       •  -     • 

ILB. 


COCXZYI. 


ASOBSSS  or  THn  SOOTOH  niSTILLSBS 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT. 

(This  Sraolcel  letter  to  the  priine  mioiiter  was  foaai 
ihe  papers  of  Boriu.] 


Sib, 
If  RttB  pnrsy  burgesses  crowd  yonr  gate,  sweat- 
lag  aider  the  weight  of  heayy  addresses,  per- 
mit ns,  the  quondam  distillers  in  that  part  of 
Great  Britain  called  Scotland,  to  approach  you, 
not  with  renal  approbation,  but  with  fraternal 
condolence ;  not  as  what  you  are  Just  now,  or 
for  some  time  hsTO  been ;  but  as  what,  in  all 
probability,  you  will  shortly  be. — ^We  shall  haTe 
the  merit  of  not  deserUng  our  IHends  in  the 
day  of  their  calamity,  and  you  will  hare  the 
satisfaction  of  perusing  at  least  one  honest  ad- 
dress. You  are  well  acquainted  with  the  dis- 
section of  human  nature ;  nor  do  you  need  the 
assistance  of  a  fellow-creature's  bosom  to  in- 
form you,  that  man  is  always  a  selUsK,  often  a 
perfidioiis  bdng. — ^Tliis  assertion,  howerer  the 
hasty  conclusions  of  superftcial  obserration  may 
doubt  of  it,  or  the  raw  inexperience  of  youth 
may  deny  it,  those  who  make  the  fatal  experi- 
ment we  haTe  done,  wiU  feel. — ^You  are  a  states- 
man, and  consequently  are  not  ignorant  of  the 
traftc  of  thesf  corporation  compliments — ^The 
Httle  great  man  who  driTCS  the  borough  to 
market,  and  the  tery  great  man  who  buys  the 
borough  in  that  market,  they  two  do  the  whole 
businees;  and  you  well  know  'they,  likewise, 

1  Edward. 


hare  their  price.  With  that  sullen  disdsia 
which  you  can  so  well  assume,  rise,  illustrious 
Sir,  and  spurn  these  hireling  efforts  of  Tenal 
stupidity.  At  best  they  are  the  compliments  of 
a  man's  friends  on  the  morning  of  his  executioB: 
they  take  a  decent  farewell,  resign  you  to  your 
fate,  and  hurry  away  Arom  your  approaching 
hour.  * 

If  fame  say  true,  and  omens  be  not  Tery  much 
mistaken,  you  are  about  to  make  your  exit  from 
that  world  where  the  sun  of  gladness  gilds  the 
paths  of  prosperous  man:  permit  us,  great  Sir, 
with  the  sympathy  of  fellow-feeling  to  hulyonr 
passage  to  the  realills  of  ruin. 

Whether  the  sentiment  proceed  from  the 
selfishness  or  cowardice  of  mankind  is  immate- 
rial ;  but  to  point  out  to  a  child  of  misfortune 
those  who  are  still  more  unhappy,  is  to  gite  him 
some  degree  of  positiye  enjoyment  In  this 
light,  Sir,  our  downfall  may  be  again  useful  to 
you : — ^though  not  exactly  in  the  same  way,  it 
is  not  perhaps  the  first  time  it  has  gratified 
your  feelings.  It  is  true,  the  triumph  of  your 
eril  star  is  exceedingly  despiteful. — ^At  an  age 
when  others  are  the  Totaries  of  pleasure,  or  un- 
derlings in  business,  you  had  attained  the  high- 
est wish  of  a  British  statesman ;  and  with  the 
ordinary  date  of  human  life,  what  n  prospect 
was  before  you!  Deeply  rooted  in  Royal  favour^ 
you  OTershadowed  the  land.  The  birds  of  pas- 
sage, which  follow  ministerial  sunshine  through 
CTcry  clime  of  political  faith  and  manners, 
flocked  to  your  branches ;  and  the  beasts  of  the 
field  (the  lordly  possessors  of  hills  and  Talleys) 
crowded  under  your  shade.  '*But  behold  * 
Watcher,  a  holy  one,  came  down  Arom  heaTcn, 
and  cried  aloud,  and  said  thus :  Hew  down  the 
tree,  and  eut  off  his  branches ;  shake  off  his 
leaTCS,  and  scatter  his  flruit ;  let  the  beasts  get 
away  Arom  under  it,  and  the  fowls  from  his 
branches  I"  A  blow  ft^m  an  unthought-of  quar- 
ter, one,of  those  terrible  accidents  which  pecu- 
liarly mark  the  hand  of  Omnipotence,  oTorset 
your  career,  and  laid  all  your  fancied  honours  in 
the  dust.  But  turn  your  eyes.  Sir,  to  the  traglo 
scenes  of  our  fate : — an  ancient  nation,  that  for 
many  ages  had  gallantly  m^tained  the  unequal 
struggle  for  independence  with  her  much  mora 
powerAil  neighbour,  at  last  agrees  to  a  union 
which  should  CTcr  after  make  them  one  people. 
In  consideration  of  certain  circumstances,  it 
was  coTcnanted  that  the  former  should  eiOoy  a 
stipulated  alleTiation  in  her  share  of  the  pubUa 
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burdens,  particularly  in  that  branoli  of  the  te- 
renne  called  the  Excise.  This  j  nst  priTilege  has 
of  late  giTen  great  umbrage  to  some  interested, 
powerful  individuals  of  the  more  potent  part  of 
the  empire,  and  they  have  spared  no  wicked 
pains,  under  insidious  pretexts,  to  subyert  what 
they  dared  not  openly  to  attack,  from  the  dread 
which  they  yet  entertained  of  the  spirit  of  their 
ancient  enemies. 

In  this  conspiracy  we  fell ;  nor  dtt  we  alone 
suffer,  our  country  was  deeply  wounded.  A 
number  of  (we  will  say)  respectable  indinduals, 
largely  engaged  in  trade,  where  we  were  not 
only  useful,  but  absolutely  necessary  to  our 
country  in  her  dearest  interests ;  we,  with  all 
that  was  near  and  dear  to  us,  were  sacrificed 
without  remorse,  to  the  infemal  deily  of  politi- 
cal expediency  I  W^  fell  to  gratify  the  wishes 
of  dark  envy,  and  the  news  of  unprincipled  am* 
bition !  Your  foes,  Sir,  were  ayowed;  were  too 
brave  to  take  an  ungenerous  advantage;  you 
fell  in  the  face  of  day. — On  the  contrary,  our 
enemies,  to  complete  our  overthrow,  contrived 
to  make  their  guUt  appear  the  villany  of  a 
nation. — Your  downfall  only  drags  with  you 
your  private  friends  and  partisans :  in  our  mi- 
sery are  more  or  less  involved  the  most  nume- 
rous and  most  valuable  part  of  the  community 
»-all  those  who  immediately  depend  on  the  cul- 
tivation of  the  soil,  from  the  landlord  of  a  pro- 
vince, down  to  his  lowest  hind. 

Allow  us,  Sir,  yet  further,  just  to  hint  at 
another  rich  vein  of  comfort  in  the  dreary 
regions  of  adversity; — the  gratulations  of  an 
approving  conscience.  In  a  certain  great  assem- 
bly, of  which  you  are  a  distinguished  member, 
panegyrics  on  your  private  virtues  have  so  often 
wounded  your  delicacy,  that  we  shall  not  dis- 
tress you  with  anything  on  the  subject  There 
is,  however,  one  part  of  your  public  conduct 
which  our  feelings  will  not  permit  us  to  pass  in 
silence:  our  gratitude  must  trespass  on  your 
modesty ;  we  mean,  worthy  Sir,  your  whole  be- 
haviour to  the  Scots  Distillers. — In  evil  hours, 
^hen  obtrusive  recollection  presses  bitterly  on 
the  sense,  let  that,  Sir,  come  like  an  healing 
angel,  and  speak  the  peace  to  your  soul  which 
the  world  can  neither  give  nor  take  away. 
We  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir, 
Your  sympathizing  fellow-sufferers, 
And  grateful  humble  servants, 

JoHv  Bablstgoeh — Pmaes. 


TO  TOE  HON.  PROVOST,  BAILIES,  A5D 
TOWN  COUNCIL  OF  DUMFBIES. 

[The  ProFOBt  ud  BmiliM  eon^Ued  at  oaee  with  tto 
moddtt  raqoMt  of  tbe  poet :  boCk  Jseksoa  ead  9tuf  ,  vio 
w«re  hrada  of  the  town  by  tons,  wen  nea  of  taaitii^ 
feeliog.j 

OSHTLBHXK, 

Ths  literary  taste  and  liberal  spirit  of  yon 
good  town  has  so  ably  filled  the  various  depiit- 
ments  of  your  schools,  as  to  m*ke  ft  a  nrj 
great  object  for  a  parent  to  have  his  chililn& 
educated  in  them«  Still,  to  me,  »  ttrsogcr, 
with  my  large  fkmily,  and  rety  stinted  ineone, 
to  give  my  young  ones  that  education  I  wlsli, 
at  the  high  school  tfieu  which  b  stranger  pajs, 
will  bear  hard  upon  me* 

Some  years  ago  your  good  town  did  me  the 
honour  of  making  me  an  honoraiy  burgess.— 
Will  you  allow  me  to  requiJIt  that  this  mark  of 
distinction  may  extend  so  far,  aa  to  put  me  on 
a  footing  of  a  real  fireeman  of  the  tosm,  ia  (he 
schools? 

If  you  are  so  v^^  kind  as  to  grant  my  re* 
quest,  it  will  certainly  be  a  constant  inocntlTv 
to  me  to  strain  evexy  nerve  where  I  can  officisUy 
serve  you;  and  will,  if  poesible,  increase  tiui 
gratefol  respect  with  which  I  b&ve  the  bonoor 
to  be, 

*  Gentiemen, 

Your  devoted  humble  servant, 

B.B. 


ccczxvm. 

TO  MBS.  BIDDEL. 

[Bin.  Riddel  wbi,  like  Banig,  a  well-wiib«r  to  fht 
gTMt  MUM  of  hQmaa  Ubertr,  tad  lameatid  with  him  the 
ezeenftiof  the  Freaeh  BefolatioB.] 

Dumfrie$^  20M  January,  1796. 

I  CAKHOT  express  my  gratitude  to  you,  for 
allowing  me  a  longer  perusal  of  *^  Anaehaxme.'* 
In  fact,  I  never  met  with  a  book  that  bewitched 
me  so  much ;  and  I,  as  a  member  of  the  Bbraty, 
must  warmly  feel  the  obligation  you  hnxu  laid 
us  under.  Indeed  to  me  the  obligAtiein  is 
stronger  than  to  any  other  individual  of  oar 
society;  as  "Anacharsia"  is  aa  indiipesisahle 
desideratum  to  a  son  of  the  muses. 

The  health  you  wished  me  in  your  nuyriiing's 
card,  is,  I  think,  flown  f^om  me  for  ever.    I 
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htrt  not  bten  abl«  to  le^ye  m j  b«d  to-day  till 
•bout  an  hour  ago.    These  wickedly  nnliick;^ 
adTertiaements  I  lent  (I  did  wrong)  to  a  friend, 
and  I  am  ill  able  to  go  in  quest  of  him. 

Tha  muses  hare  not  qnite  forsaken  me.  The 
following  detaohed  stanta  I  intend  to  interweaTO 
ia  aoae  disastrous  tale  of  a  shepherd. 

ILB. 


TO  MBS.  BUNLOP. 

(II  Homi  that  Mn.  Doalop  rtgiydad  the  eoadnet  of 
Baras»  tn  ■one  aiOBklu,  with  dUpUamn,  and  withhald 
Of  d«lAy«d  her  nnial  kiad  and  channing  oonunnnica- 
iiona.] 

Dwnfriet,  tltt  January,  1796. 
Thbsk  many  months  you  hare  been  two 
packets  in  my  debt — what  sin  of  ignorance  I 
laTS  committed  against  so  highly-Talued  a  lUend 
I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  guess.  Alas !  Madam, 
III  can  I  afford,  at  this  time,  to  be  deprired  of 
any  of  the  small  remnant  of  my  pleasures.  I 
haTS  lately  drunk  deep  in  the  cup  of  affliction. 
The  autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter 
and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distanco  too, 
and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to 
pay  tha  last  duties  to  her.  I  had  scarcely  be- 
gun to  rceoTcr  firom  that  shock,  when  I  became 
myself  the  Tictim  of  a  most  scTere  rheumatic 
ferer,  and  long  the  die  spun  doubtfU;  until, 
after  many  weeks  of  a  sick  bed,  it  seems  to 
have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl 
across  my  room,  and  once  indeed  hare  been  be- 
fore my  own  do4r  in  the  street 

'*  WhM  pleaiara  fkaciaatM  the  mental  eight, 
Affliction  parifiee  the  Tienal  ray, 
Religion  hailijhe  drear,  the  vntiied  night, 
And  ihate,  for  ever  ahute  I  Ufe'e  doubtful  day.'* 

B.B. 


CXICXXX. 
'      TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

(Ctanek  iafomied  no,  on  the  anthority  of  Mra.  Bami» 
that  the  t*haadaome,  elegant  preeent'*  mentioned  in  thia 
letter,  wu  a  common  wonted  ahawl.] 

iV&rtioiy,  1796. 
Mast  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  hand- 
iema,  elegant  present  to  Mrs.  Bums,  and  fbr 
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my  remaining  volume  of  P.  Pindar.  Peter  is  ft 
delightAU  fellow,  and  a  first  faTourite  of  mine. 
I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publishing 
a  collection  of  our  songs  in  octaTo,  with  etchings. 
I  am  extremely  willing  to  lend  every  assistance 
in  my  power.  The  Irish  airs  I  shall  cheerfully 
undertake  the  task  of  finding  verses  for. 

I  have  already,  you  know,  equipt  three  with 
words,  and  the  other  day  I  strung  up  a  kind  of 
rhapsody  to  another  Hibernian  melody,  which 
I  admire  much* 


Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms.' 

If  this  will  do,  you  have  now  four  of  my  Irish 
engagement  In  my  by-past  songs  I  dislike 
one  thing,  the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it  as  the 
fictitious  name  of  a  certain  lady :  but,  on  second 
thoughts,  it  is  a  high  incongruity  to  have  a 
Greek  appelladon  to  a  Scottish  pastoral  ballad. 
Of  this,  and  some  things  else.  In  my  next :  I 
have  more  amendments  to  propose.  What  you 
once  mentioned  of  **  flaxen  locks"  is  just :  they 
cannot  enter,  into  an  elegant  description  of 
beauty.    Of  this  also  again— God  bless  you  1> 

B.B. 


OGOXZXI. 
TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[It  la  aeldom  that  peinling  ipealra  in  the  apirit  oT poetry . 
Bama  perceired  aome  of  the  blAniahet  of  Allan'a  illua- 
trationi :  bat  at  that  time  little  natare  and  lesa  elegance 
entered  into  the  embelliahmenta  oC  hooka.] 

AjfrU,  1796. 
Alas  !  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  be 
some  time  ere  I  tune  my  lyre  again  I  **By 
Babel  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept"  almost  ever 
since  I  wrote  you  last ;  I  have  only  known  ex- 
istence by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  of 
sickness,  and  have  eonnted  time  by  the  reper- 
cussions of  pain  1  Bheumatism,  cold,  and  fever 
have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  I 
close  my  eyes  in  misexyi  and  open  them  without 
hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say  with 
poor  Ftogusson, 

*<  Bay,  wherefore  haa  an  all-iadnlgent  heaven 
Light  to  the  eomfortleee  and  wretched  given  t" 

This  wHl  be  delivered  to  you  by  Mrs.  Hyslop, 
landlady  of  the  Globe  Tavern  here,  which  for 
these  many  years  has  been  my  howfl*,  and  wher« 

t  Onr  poet  never  explained  what  name  he  woald  have 
Bohetitnted  fat  Chlorie^— Ma.  Taoiuoa. 
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our  firltad  Clarke  and  I  hare  had  many  a  mtrrj 
aqaeese.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  Mr. 
Allaii*8  etchings.  <*  Woo'd  an'  married  an'  a'," 
Is  admirable!  The  grouping  is  beyond  all 
praise.  The  expression  of  the  figures,  oonfonn* 
able  to  the  story  in  the  ballad,  is  absolutely 
faultless  perfection.  I  next  admire  "  Tumim- 
spike."  What  I  Uke  leaat  is  <«  Jenny  said  to 
Jockey."  Besides  the  female  being  in  her  ap- 
pearance «  *  *  *,  if  yon  take  her  stooping  into 
the  account,  she  is  at  least  two  inches  taller 
than  her  loYcr.  Poor  Cleghom!  I  sincerely 
sympathise  with  him.  Happy  I  am  to  think 
that  he  yet  has  a  well-grounded  hope  of  health 
and  eigoyment  in  this  world.  As  for  me — ^bat 
that  is  ft  aad  sul^ect.  B.  B. 


cccxxxn. 

« 

TO  MB.  THOMSON* 

[The  genial  of  the  poet  triamphed  over  pain  and  want, 
~bii  laat  longs  are  as  tender  and  aa  tme  as  any  of  his 
early  eompoaicioM.] 

Mt  dbab  Sib, 

I  ONCE  mentioned  to  you  an  air  which  I  haye 

long  admired — **  Here's  a  health  to  them  that's 

awa,  hiney,"  but  I  forget  if  you  took  any  notice 

of  it.    I  haye  just  been  trying  to  suit  it  with 

▼erses,  and  I  beg  leare  to  recommend  the  air  to 

your  attention  once^ore.    I  hare  only  begun 

it. 

[Here  follow  the  first  three  stanzas  of  the  aoag,  be- 
ginning, 

Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  loe  dear  ;< 

the  fourth  was  fooad  among  the  poet's  MSS.  after  hJa 
death.] 

B.B. 


TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

[John  Lewars,  whom  the  poet  Introdnces  lo  Thomson, 
m^  a  brother  ganger,  and  a  kind,  warm-hearted  gentle- 
anm ;  Jessie  Lewars  was  his  sister,  and  at  this  time  bat 
in  her  teens.] 

This  will  be  dellrered  by  Mr.  Lewars,  a 
Toimg  fellow  of  vnoommon  merit  As  he  will 
be  a  day  or  two  in  town,  you  will  hare  leisure, 
if  yen  choose,  to  write  me  by  him :  and  if  you 

1  Song  CCLXvn. 


haye  a  spare  half-hour  to  ffpand  with  hia^  I 
C|hall  plaee  your  kindness  to  my  srsMini.  I 
haye  no  e(^let  of  tha  sooga  I  haye  sent  yoa, 
and  I  haye  taken  a  fsAcy  to  reriew  then  all, 
and  possibly  may  mend  some  of  them ;  ao  when 
you  haye  complete  leisure,  I  wiU  thank  you  foi 
either  the  originals  or  copies.'  I  had  rather  be 
the  author  of  fiye  well-writtea  songs  than  of  ten 
otherwise.  I  haye  great  hopes  that  tha  genial 
influence  of  the  approaohiag  •nnuner  will  set 
me  to  rights,  but  aa  yet  I  eaanot  boast  of  re- 
turning health.  I  haye  now  reason  to  belieys 
that  my  complaint  is  a  flying  gout—*  sad  fansi* 
ness! 

Bo  let  me  know  how  Qe^bont  If,  and  rsBoa* 
ber  me  ta  him. 

Thia  should  haye  beea  delivered  to  ye«  a 

month  ago.    I  am  atill  yary  poovlyi  but  ahoaU 

like  muoh  to  hear  from  jon. 

KB. 


TO  MBS.  BIDDBL, 

Who  had  detired  him  to  go  to  the  Birih'Do$  if#> 
9emhly  on  thai  day  to  Mow  hu  loyalty. 


(This  is  the  last  Utter  which  the  poet  wseie  tot&lt 
aocofflplished  lady.] 

XHMi^fisr,  iAJmme,  1796. 

I  AX  in  sneh  miserable  health  aa  ta  be  utlcriy 
incapable  of  showing  nj  loyalty  in  aaywv* 
Backt  as  I  am  with  rhenmatismB,  I  meet  amy 
face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  to  Ba- 
laam— *<  Come,  ourae  me  Jacob ;  and  come,  defy 
me  Israeli"  So  say  I— Come,  eune  me  that 
east  wind ;  and  come,  defy  me  the  nerth  f  Would 
you  haye  me  in  such  dreomstanoes  copy  you 
out  aloye-Bong? 

I  may  perhaps  see  yon  on  Satorday,  but  I 
will  not  be  at  the  ball.— IHiy  should  I  ?  **maa 
delights  not  me,  nor  woman  either  V*  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song,  **  Let  os  all  be  un- 
happy together  t^.*do  if  yea  eaa,  and  oblige, 
lepayvn  miteraUe  B.  & 


s  « It  is  needless  to  say  tbet  this  leriaai  Buns  dili 

live  to  perfona."— CvBBiB. 


^ 


cccxxxv. 

TO  MB.  CLABKS, 

■  0H0OL1CA8TBS,    TOEFAB. 

[Who  will  Hf ,  aftar  reading  the  following  distreiaing 
letter,  lately  come  to  Ught|  that  Bnrna  did  not  die  in 
great  poYerty.] 

Dumfrkt^  26M  Jiffw,  1796. 

If  T  DBAS  ClAEKB, 

Still.  stUl  the  Tietim  of  aflKction !  Were  yov 
to  see  the  emftoiated  figure  who  sow  holds  the 
pen  to  yon,  yon  would  not  know  your  old  IHend. 
Whether  I  shell  erer  get  about  agidn,  is  only 
known  to  Him,  the  Great  Unknown,  whose  crea- 
tnrel  am.  Alas,  Clarke!  I  begin  to  fear  the 
worst. 

Am  to  my  inditidnal  self,  I  am  tranquil,  and 
wonld  despise  myself^  if  I  were  not ;  bnt  Bums's 
poor  widow,  and  helf-a-doien  of  his  dear  little 
ones — ^helpless  orphans ! — there  I  am  weak  as  a 
woman's  tear.  Enough  of  this !  ^Qs  half  of  my 
disease.  V 

I  duly  reeeiyed  your  last,  enclosing  the  note. 
It  came  extremely  in  time,  and  I  am  much 
obliged  by  your  punctuality.  Again  I  must 
request  you  to  do  me  the  same  kindness.  Be 
so  Teiy  good,  as,  by  return  of  post,  to  enclose 
me  anotktr  note.  I  trust  you  can  do  it  without 
SnconTenience,  and  it  will  seriQusly  oblige  me. 
If  I  moel  go,  I  shall  leaTo  a  few  friends  behind 
ne,  whom  I  shall  regret  while  consciousness 
renains.  I  know  I  shall  lire  in  their  remem- 
braaee.  A^en,  dear  Clarke.  That  I  shall  eter 
see  yea  again,  is,  I  am  afindd,  highly  improba- 
ble. B.  B. 


OOOXXXVI. 
TO  MB.  JAMBS  JOHNSON, 

aniVBUBQH. 

£|<  In  Ibis  hemble  aad  deUeal^aoaaBer  did  poor  Barae 
•ak  for  a  copy  of  e  workof  whioh  he  waa  prineipallf  the 
Icunder,  and  to  which  he  bad  eontribnted  gnifinie««<y 
Bot  lata  than  one  hundred  and  eighty-foar  ertgmoZ, 
•tcryetf,  m»d  ttU*tUd  eonga !  The  editor  hae  Men  one 
baadred  aid  eighty  tmneeribed  hy  Ma  own  hand,  fox  the 
«Maaeam.»"— Cbomxx.  Will  it  be  beUeved  that  thia 
M  httoble  requeat"  of  Bnme  wai  not  complied  with ! 
The  work  waa  intended  aa  a  preeent  to  Jeeiie  Lewara.] 

Dumfriu,  AA  July,  1796. 

How  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  and  how  comes 

on  your  fifth  Tolnme  T  Tou  may  probably  think 

that  for  some  time  paat  I  have  neijieeted  yea 

;;  bat,  alaa !  the  head  of  pain,  and 


sorrow,  and  care,  has  these  many  months  lain 
heavy  on  me !  Personal  and  domestic  affliction 
hare  almost  entirely  banished  that  alacrity  and 
life  with  which  I  used  to  woo  the  rural  muse  of 
Scotia.  In  the  meantime  let  us  finish  what  we 
have  80  well  begun. 

«  *  «  * 

Tou  are  a  good,  worthy,  honest  fellow,  and 
haTo  a  good  right  to  liye  in  this  world — ^because 
you  deserre  it  Many  a  merry  meeting  this 
publicaUon  has  giyen  us,  and  possibly  it  may 
giye  us  more,  though,  alas !  I  fear  it  This  pro- 
tracting, slow,  consuming  illness  whioh  hangs 
oyer  me,  will,  I  doubt  much,  my  ever  dear 
friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has  well  reached 
his  middle  career,  and  will  turn  oyer  the  poet 
to  other  and  far  more  important  coneenis  than 
studying  the  brilliancy  of  wit,  or  the  pathos  of 
sentiment  I  Howeyer,  hope  is  the  oordial  of  the 
human  heart,  and  I  endeayour  to  oherish  it  as 
well  as  I  can. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  as  soon  as  ocnyenient 
— ^Tour  work  is  a  great  one ;  and  now  that  it  is 
finished,  I  see,  if  we  were  to  begin  again,  two 
or  three  things  that  might  be  mended;  yet  I 
will  yenture  to  prophesy,  that  to  future  ages 
your  publication  will  be  the  text-book  and 
standard  of  Scottish  song  and  nAsio. 

I  am  ashamed  to  ask  another  fayour  of  yoo^ 
because  you  haye  been  so  yery  good  already ; 
but  my  wife  has  a  yery  parUcular  friend  of  hers, 
a  young  lady  who  singr  well,  to  whom  she 
wishes  to  present  the  '<  Scots  Musical  Museum." 
If  you  haye  a  spare  copy,  will  you  be  so  oblig- 
ing as  to  send  it  by  the  yery  first  fy^  as  I  am 
anxious  to  haye  it  soon. 

The  gentleman,  Mr.  Lewars,  a  partioular 
friend  of  mine,  will  bring  out  any  prooCi  (if 
they  are  ready)  or  any  message  you  may  haTe. 
I  am  extremely  anxious  for  your  work,  as  in- 
deed I  am  for  eyerythi&g  eeneeming  you,  and 

your  welfare. 

FareweU*  B.  B. 

P.  S.  You  should  haye  had  this  when  Mr. 
Lewars  called  on  you,  but  his  saddle-bags  mis- 
carried. 


I 


oooxxxyn. 

TO  KB.  CUNNINQHAM. 

(Few  of  tiie  laat  reqneiti  of  the  poet  were  eibetnal : 
Clarke,  it  ia  believed,  did  not  aend  the  eecoad  nete  he 
wrote  for:  JohnaondhlBOtieadtheeopyoftheMaaeaa 
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Yikinh  k«  requMtod,  and  tbe  ConuniaioDen  of  ExoUe 
refated  th«  contiaooaoe  of  his  full  nlary  J 

Brow,  Seorhaihing  quariert,  7ih  July,  1796. 

Mt  SIAB  GtTVHINOHAlf , 

I  BBOBivxD  yours  here  this  moment,  and  am 
indeed  highly  flattered  with  the  approbation  of 
the  literary  circle  you  mention;  a  literary 
circle  inferior  to  none  in  the  tiro  kingdoms. 
Alas  I  my  friend,  I  fear  the  Toice  of  the  bard 
will  soon  be  heard  among  yon  no  more  I  For 
these  eight  or  ten  months  I  hare  been  uling, 
sometimes  bedflut  and  sometimes  not ;  but  these 
last  three  months  I  haye  been  tortured  with  an 
exoniciating  rhenmatism,  which  has  reduced 
me  to  neariy  the  last  stage.  Tou  actually  would 
not  know  me  if  you  saw  me — ^Pale,  emaciated, 
and  so  feeble,  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from 
my  ch^r— my  spirits  fled  1  fled  I  but  I  can  no 
more  on  the  subject — only  the  medical  folks  tell 
ma  that  my  last  only  chance  is  bathing  and 
country-quarters,  and  riding. — ^The  deuce  of  the 
matter  is  this ;  when  an  exciseman  is  off  duty, 
his  salary  is  reduced  to  851.  instead  of  60Z. — 
What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift,  shall  I  main- 
tain myself,  and  keep  a  horse  in  country  quar- 
ters-*with  a  wife  and  fiye  children  at  home,  on 
862.  f  I  mention  this,  because  I  had  intended  to 
beg  your  utmfft  interest,  and  that  of  all  the 
friends  you  can  muster,  to  moye  our  commis- 
sioners of  excise  to  grant  me  the  full  salary ;  I 
dare  say  you  know  them  aU  personally.  If  they 
do  not  grant  it  me,  I  must  lay  my  account  with 
an  exit  truly  en  poete — if  I  die  not  of  dlsoase, 
I  must  perish  with  hunger. 

I  haye  sent  you  one  of  the  songs ;  the  other 
my  memory  does  not  serye  me  with,  and  I  haye 
no  copy  here ;  but  I  shall  be  at  home  soon,  when 
I  will  send  it  you. — ^Apropos  to  being  at  home, 
Mrs.  Bums  threatens,  in  a  week  or  two,  to  add 
one  more  to  my  paternal  charge,  which,  if  of 
the  right  gender,  I  intend  shall  be  introduced 
to  the  world  by  the  respectable  designation  of 
Alexander  Cunningham  Bums,  My  last  was 
James  Olencaim,  so  you  can  haye  no  objecdon 
to  the  company  of  nobility.    Farewell. 

B.B. 


Goozxxvni. 

TO  MR.  GILBEET  BURNS. 

[This  Utter  oontainsd  heayy  mwi  for  GUb«rt  Bonis : 
the  losa  of  a  brother  whom  he  dearly  loyed  and  admired, 
wai  not  all,  though  the  wortt.] 


lOih  Jidy,  1796. 
Pbau  Bbotheb, 

It  will  be  no  yery  pleasmg  news  to  yon  to  be 
told  that  I  am  dangerously  ill,  and  not  likely  to 
get  better.    An  inveterate  rheumatisiii  has  re- 
duced me  to  such  a  state  of  dobUity,  and  my 
appetite  is  so  totally  gone,  that  I  can  aoarcely 
stand  on  my  legs.    I  hare  been  a  wa^  at  sev 
bathing,  and  I  will  continue  there,  or  in  a 
friend's  house  in  the  conntiy,  all  the  summer. 
Qod  keep  my  wife  and  ehildren :  if  I  am  taka 
from  thur  head,  they  will  be  poor  indeed.    I 
haye  contracted  one  or  two  serioos  debts,  partly 
from  my  illness  these  many  months,  partly  fron 
too  muGl\  thoughtlessness  as  to  expense,  when 
I  came  to  town,  that  will  eat  in  too  much  on  the 
little  I  leaye  them  in  your  hands*    Remember 
me  to  my  mother. 

Tours,  B.  B. 


m 


CCCXXZIX. 
TO  MB.  JAMES  ABMOUB, 

XASOH,  MAVOHLIHB. 

[The  original  letter  la  now  la  a  nfe  eaactBiry^  ike 
handi  of  the  poet'i  son,  Major  Jamee  Olencain  Banu J 

July  I0(h  [1706.1 
Fob  Heayen*s  sake,  and  as  you  yalue  the 
we[l]fare  of  your  daughter  and  my  wife,  do, 
my  dearest  Sir,  write  to  Fife,  to  Mrs.  Anaoni 
to  come  if  possible.  My  wife  thinks  she  can 
yet  reckon  upon  a  fortnight  The  medical  people 
order  me,  ae  lvalue  my  exUttnee,  to  fly  to  sea- 
bathing and  country-quarters,  so  it  is  ten  thou- 
sand chances  to  one  that  I  shaU  not  be  within 
a  doien  miles  of  her  when  her  hour  comes. 
What  a  situation  for  her,  poor  girl,  without  a 
single  friend  by  her  on  such  a  serious  moment 
I  haye  now  been  a  week  at  salt-water,  and 
though  I  think  I  haye  got  some  good  by  it,  yet 
I  haye  some  secret  fears  that  this  business  will 
be  dangerous  if  not  fatal. 

Tour  most  aflectioiiate  Bon» 

B.B. 


COOXL. 

TO  MBS.  BUBNS. 

[8ea*bathiBg,  I  haye  heard  sUUhl  men  ny,  was  tnjo- 
dieiooi :  bat  it  was  lUt  that  Bom  waaon  bis  way  to  IM 
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ffiT*,  tad  Bt  be  desired  to  try  the  infloeaee  of  lea-wateri 
ea  well  u  esa-air,  Me  wishei  were  not  oppoaed.] 

Brow,  Thundaif, 
Mt  dsa&bst  Lots, 

I PBULTBD  writing  until  I  oonld  tell  yon  what 

offeet  BOft^batldng  was  likely  to  produce.    It 

would  be  injustice  to  deny  that  it  has  eased  my 

painj»  and  I  think  has  strengthened  me ;  but 

my  appetite  is  still  extremely  bad.    Ko  flesh 

nor  fish  can  I  swallow:  porridge  and  milk  are 

the  only  things  I  can  taste.    I  am  very  happy 

to  hear,  by  Miss  Jess  Lewars,  that  you  are  all 

well.    My  Tery  best  and  kindest  compliments 

to  her,  and  to  all  the  children.    I  will  see  you 

on  Sonday. 

Yonr  affectionate  husband, 

R.B. 


OCOXU. 

TO  MBS.   DUNLOP. 

['<  The  poet  had  the  pleaaore  of  receiTing  a  aatiafae- 
tOTj  axplanatioB  of  thia  lady'a  ailence,"  aaya  Carrie, 
**  and  aa  aaanrance  of  the  continaaace  of  her  friendahip 
to  hifl  widow  aad  ehttdren."] 

Brow^  Saturday,  12M  JWy,  1796. 
Madax, 
I  BATi  written  you  so  often;  without  recelT- 
log  any  answer,  that  I  would  not  trouble  yon 
again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which  I  am. 
An  Illness  which  has  long  hung  about  me,  in  all 
probability  will  speedily  send  me  beyond  that 
bourn  tehenee  no  traveller  returm.  Your  friend- 
ship, with  which  for  many  years  you  honoured 
me,  was  a  friendship,  dearest  to  my  soul.  Tour 
conversation,  and  especially  your  correspon- 
dence, were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  in- 
structiTe.  With  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to 
break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds 
one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 

Farewell  1 1 1 

•  R»  B. 


CGCXLII. 
TO  MB.   THOMSON. 

(Thomaoa  inataBtly  oomplied  with  the  dying  poet'a 
nqneet,  and  tranamitted  the  exact  aom  which  he  re- 
qveaCed,  vis.  ftve  ponoda,  by  retnra  of  poat:  he  waa 
mtrmid  of  oflVndiog  the  pride  of  Bama,  otherwiae  he 
wonld,  he  aaya,  hare  aent  a  larger  aam.  He  haa  aot, 
bovrareri  told  aa  how  mach  he  aeat  to  the  all  bat 


late  widow  aad  ehildren,  when  death  had  releaaed  hun 
from  all  dread  of  the  poet'a  indignBtion.] 

Brow,  on  the  Solway-firth,  t2th  Jyfy,  1796. 
Afteb  all  my  boasted  independence,  curst 
necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you  for  fiye 
pounds.  A  cruel  wretch  of  a  haberdasher,  to 
whom  I  owe  an  account,  taking  it  into  his  head 
that  I  am  dying,  has  commenced  a  process, 
and  will  infallibly  put  me  into  Jail.  Do,  for 
God's  sake,  send  me  that  sum,  and  that  by  re- 
turn of  post.  Forgive  me  this  earnestness,  but 
the  horrors  of  a  Jail  hate  made  me  half  dis- 
tracted. I  do  not  ask  all  this  gratuitously; 
for,  upon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise 
and  engage  to  Aimish  you  with  five  pounds' 
worth  of  the  neatest  song»genius  yon  haTO  seen* 
I  tried  my  hand  on  *'  Bothemurche"  this  mom* 
ing.  The  measure  is  so  diflioult  that  it  is  im- 
possible to  infuse  much  genius  into  the  lines ; 
they  are  on  the  other  tide.  Forgiye,  for:g^Te 
me  I 

Fairest  midd  on  DeTon*B  banks.^ 

B.B. 


ccGxun. 


TO  MB.  JAMES  BUBNKSS, 

WniTKE,  KOMXnOSB. 

[The  good,  the  warm-hearted  Jamea  Buaeaa  seat  his 
eonaia  tenp(mnd80B  the  Mth  of  JTnly— he  aeot  ive  pooada 
aflerwmida  to  the  family,  and  oflhred  to  take  oae  of  the 
hoya,  aad  edaeate  him  in  hie  own  profeaaioBOf  awziter. 
Alt  thii  waa  oakaown  to  the  world  tall  lately.] 

f  rev,  I2tk  Jk^. 
Mt  naan  Cousih, 
Whbh  you  offered  me  money  assistaaee»  little 
did  I  think  I  should  want  it  so  soon.  A  rascal 
of  a  haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  a  considerable 
bill,  taking  it  into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  haa 
commenced  process  against  me,  and  will  infalli* 
bly  put  my  emaciated  body  into  JaiL  Will  you 
be  so  good  aa  to  accommodate  me,  and  that  by 
return  of  post,  with  ten  pounds  T  0  James  I  did 
you  know  the  pride  of  my  heart,  yon  would  IM 
doubly  for  me  I  Alas  1  I  am  not  used  to  begt 
The  worst  of  it  Is,  my  health  was  coming  about 
finely ;  you  know,  and  my  phyriclaa  assured  me, 
that  melancholy  and  low  spirits  are  half  my  dis- 
ease; guess  then  my  horrors  since  this  businesa 
began.  If  I  had  it  settied,  I  would  be,  I  think, 
quite  well  in  a  manner.    How  shsU  I  use  the 
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laafoafft  to  fm^  0  do  not  ^Usappoint  me  I  bat 
0trong  neoesn^B  onnt  command. 

I  hATO  boon  thmltiiig  over  and  OTor  my  bro- 
tbor'B  affairs,  and  I  fear  I  must  out  bim  np ;  but 
on  thif  I  will  oomspond  at  anotber  timo,  par- 
ticnlarlj  aa  I  sball  [require]  your  advioe. 

Forgire  me  for  once  more  mentiGiung  by 
fetoxn  of  poet  j^^aTO  me  from  tbe  borrore  of  a 

Hy  oompUmenti  to  my  friend  Jamei,  and  to 
all  Uie  rest  I  do  not  know  wbat  I  bare  writ- 
ten.   Tbe  iulgect  is  so  bozxible  I  dare  not  look 

It  oTsr  afain* 

farewiIL 

B.  B. 


oooxuy. 

TO  JAMES  GRACIE,  ESQ. 


[JunM  Oracia  was,  fbraome  timt,  a  baator  in  Dom 
friM:  Jus  aUest  aon,  a  ina,  hish-qiirUad  jonCb,  f«U  hj 
a  rifle-ball  ia  Aiaariea,  wbaa  Uadaqg  tha  tioopa  to  tiif 
attack  cm  WaLahii^ton.} 

MriMP,  W€dnt9dayM9f9m^,  16a  Jufy^  1796. 
Mv  DBAn  8is» 
It  would  [be]  doing  Ugb  i^jnatiea  to  tiUa 
place  not  to  aeknowledge  tbat  my  zbeimatintts 
ba^e  derived  great  benefits  from  it  already; 
but  alas  I  my  loss  of  appetite  still  eontSnifteai  I 
sbali  not  need  your  kind  offer  (Ur  weat,  aad  I 
return  to  town  tbe  be^nning  of  next  week,  it 
not  being  a  tide-week.  I  am  detuning  a  maa 
in  a  bnming  bnrry. 

So  Qod  bless  yon.  B.  B. 


REMARKS 


on 


SCOTTISH  SONGS  AND  BALLADS, 


[Tn  followiar  SCiictaras  on  Seottitli  Soi^  tacUt  ia  tiM  haadwritiog  of  Banu,  ia  tlia  iatarlaa¥a^  copy  oC  JofaMoa*! 
llofieal  Unfanm,  which  tha  poat  praaantad  to  Captain  Riddal,  of  Friar'a  Carae ;  on  tbadaath  of  Mra.  Riddal,  tkcai 
piaciona  Toiomaapanad  into  tha  haada  of  har  niaca,  Elin  Ba/lax,  of  Manchaater,  who  kindly  parmittad  Mr.  Crouti. 
to  tfanacrlba  and  pabiiah  tham  in  tha  Raliqaaa.] 


THE  HIOHLAKD  QITEEN. 
TbiS  ffigbland  Queen,  music  and  poetry,  was 
composed  by  Mr.  M'Vicar,  purser  of  tbe  Sole- 
bay  man-of-war. — Tbis  I  bad  from  Dr.  Black- 
look. 


BS8B  THE  OAWKtB. 
Tbis  soBg  sbows  tbat  tbe  Scotttsb  muses  did 
act  all  leate  ns  wben  we  lost  Bamsay  and  Os- 
wald, as  I  baye  good  reason  to  belieye  tbat  tbe 
terses  and  mndo  ave  botb  posterior  to  tbe  days 
of  tbese  two  gentlemen.  It  is  a  beautiftil  song, 
and  in  tbe  genniae  Soots  taste.  We  baye  few 
pastoral  eompositioAS,  I  mean  tbe  pastoral  of 
nature,  tbat  are  equal  to  tbis. 


OH,  OPEN  THE  DOOR,  LORD  GREGORT. 
It  is  aomewbat  singular,  tbat  in  Lanark,  Ren- 
frew, Ayr,  Wigton,  Kirkcudbrigbt,  and  Bam- 
fries-shires,  tbere  is  scarcely  an  old  soog  or 
tune  wbicb,  fit>m  tbe  title,  &c,  can  be  guessed 
to  belong  to,  or  be  tbe  production  of  tbese 
countries.  Tbis,  I  conjecture,  is  one  of  these 
Tory  few;  as  tbe  ballad,  wbicb  is  a  long  one, 
is  called,  botb  by  tradition  and  in  ptinted  cd- 
leotions,  *'  Tbe  Lass  of  Loobroyan,'*  wbicb  I 
take  to  be  Lochroyan,  in  Galloway. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  TWEED. 

Tms  song  is  one  of  tbe  many  attempts  tbat 

Englisb  composers  bare  made  to  imitate  the 

Scottisb  manner,  and  wbicb  I  sbaH,  ia  tbese 

strictures,  beg  leare  to  distinguisb  by  tbe  ap- 


REMARKS  ON  SCOTTISH  SONG. 


603 


p«IUti<m  of  A]igl0-Soottish  prodnetioiifl.  Th« 
Kino  is  pretty  good,  but  the  Tenes  mre  just 
aboTe  contempt. 


TBI  BfeDS  OF  fiVZST  B0BB8. 
TBts  song,  M  far  u  I  know,  for  the  first  time 
appears  here  in  print—When  I  was  a  boy,  it 
was  a  YOTy  popular  song  in  Ayrshire.  I  re- 
member to  hare  heard  those  fanatios,  the  Bu- 
cbanitas,  slngaoae  of  tiuir  nonsensical  rhymes, 
iphiek  thQT  iigalfy  iHth  the  name  ^f  hymaa,  to 
iUtair. 


BOSLIN  OASTLE. 
Thbss  beantifiil  Terses  were  the  production 
of  a  Bichard  Hewiti  a  young  man  that  Dr. 
Blacklook,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  anec- 
dote, kept  for  some  years  as  an  amanuensis.  I 
do  not  know  who  is  the  author  of  the  second 
eoag  to  the  tune.  Tytler,  in  his  amusing  his- 
tory of  Scots  music,  gives  the  air  to  Oswald ; 
but  in  Oswald's  own  collection  of  Scots  tunes, 
Vhere  he  afizes  an  asterisk  to  those  he  himself 
eomposed,  he  does  not  mak^  the  least  claim  to 
the  tune. 


SAW  TB  JOHKNIB  CUMMIN  T  QUO*  8HB. 
This  song,  for  genidne  humour  in  the  rerses, 
and  lirely  originalify  in  the  ur,  is  unparalleled. 
I  take  it  to  be  tery  old. 


CLOUT  THB  OALDBOB. 

A  TB4BITI0H  is  mentioned  La  the  "  Bee,*'  that 
the  second  Bishop  Chlsholm,  of  Dunblane,  used 
to  say,  that  if  he  were  going  to  be  hangra, 
nothing  would  soothe  his  mind  so  much  by  the 
way  as  to  hear  •*  Clout  the  Caldron"  played. 

I  haTo  met  with  another  tradition,  that  the 
old  song  to  this  tune, 

«  Rm  76  oSle  poll  or  p  ini, 
Or  oni«  brokra  ehanlara ,» 

was  composed  on  one  of  the  Kenmure  family,  in 
the  caYalier  times ;  and  alluded  to  an  amour  he 
had,  while  under  hiding,  in  the  disguise  of  an 
itinerant  tinker.  The  air  is  also  known  by  the 
name  of 

*'  Tb«  blackmith  mad  hit  ipran," 

which  from  the  rhythos,  seems  to  haTo  been  a 
line  of  some  old  song  to  the,  tune. 


.  BAW  TB  BIT  PBQOT. 

Tins  charming  song  is  much  older,  and  in- 
deed superior  to  Ramsay's  rerses,  *'  The  Toast," 
as  he  caUs  them.  There  is  another  set  of  the 
words,  much  older  still,  and  which  I  take  to  be 
the  orig^al  one,  but  though  it  has  a  yery  great 
deal  of  merit,  it  is  not  quite  ladies'  reading. 

The  original  words,  for  they  can  scarcely  be 
called  yerses,  seem  to  be  as  follows ;  a  song  lia- 
miliar  from  the  cradle  to  eyery  Scottish  ear. 

"  Saw  y9  my  Maggie, 
Saw  ye  my  Maggie, 
Saw  ye  my  Biagg ie 
Liaklao*ertbelea? 

High  kilted  wai  ihe, 

High  kilted  waa  ahe,  r 

HighUltedwaaelie, 

Her  coat  aboon  her  kaee. 

What  mark  Iwa  yoar  Maggie, 
What  mark  haa  yoar  Maggie, 
What  mark  hai  yonr  Maggie, 

That  ane  may  ken  her  be  f  ^* 

Though  it  by  no  means  follows  that  the  sillieet 
yerses  to  an  air  must,  for  that  reason,  be  the 
original  song;  yet  I  take  this  ballad,  of  which 
I  haye  quoted  part,  to  be  old  yerses.  The  two 
songs  in  Ramsay,  one  of  them  eridently  his  own, 
are  nerer  to  be  met  with  in  the  fire-side  circle 
of  our  peasantry ;  while  that  which  I  take  to 
be  the  old  song,  is  in  eyery  shepherd's  mouth. 
Ramsay,  I  suppose,  had  thought  the  old  Tcrsee 
unworthy  of  a  place  in  his  collecUon. 


THB  YL0WBB8  Of  BDIBBUBOH. 

Tms  song  is  one  of  the  many  elTusions  of 
Scots  Jacobitism.— The  title  "  Flowers  of  Bdin- 
burgh,"  has  no  manner  of  connexion  with  the 
present  yerses,  so  I  suspect  there  has  been  an 
older  set  of  words,  of  which  the  title  is  all  that 
remains. 

By  the  bye,  it  Is  singular  enough  that  the 
Scottish  muses  were  all  Jacobites. — I  haye  paid 
more  attention  to  eyery  description  of  Scots 
songs  than  perhaps  anybody  liring  has  done, 
and  I  do  not  recollect  one  single  stania,  or  eyen 
the  title  of  the  most  trifling  Scots  air,  which  has 
the  least  panegyrical  reference  to  the  families 
of  Nassau  or  Brunswick ;  while  there  are  hun- 
dreds satirising  them. — This  may  be  thought  no 
panegyric  on  the  Scots  Poets,  but  I  mean  it  as 
such.  For  myself,  I  would  always  take  it  as  a 
eompliment  to  haye  it  said,  that  my  heart  ran 
before  my  head,— and  surely  the  gallant  thou^ 
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iinfortaiiate  house  of  Stewart,  the  kings  of  oar 
fathers  for  so  many  heroio  ages,  is  a  theme     * 

•  *«««- 


JAMIE  OAT. 

Jimn  Gat  is  another  and  a  tolerable  Anglo- 
Scottish  piece. 

MT  DEAB  JOCKIS. 
Akothxb  AnglO'Scottish  prodaotion. 


Vm,  QAE  BVB  H£B  0*S|t  WI'  8TBA£. 

It  is  self-eTident  that  the  first  four  lines  of 
this  song  are  part  of  a  song  more  ancient  than 
Bamsay's  beautiAil  rerses  which  are  annexed 
to  them.  As  music  is  the  language  of  nature ; 
and  poetry,  particularly  songs,  are  always  less 
or  more  localized  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  Terb) 
by  some  of  the  modifications  of  time  and  place, 
this  is  the  reason  why  so  many  of  our  Scots 
airs  have  outliyed  their  original,  and  perhaps 
many  subsequent  sets  of  Terses ;  except  a  single 
name  or  phrase,  or  sometimes  one  or  two  lines, 
simply  to  distinguish  the  tunes  by. 

To  this  day  among  people  who  know  nothing 
of  Bamsay's  Terses,  the  following  is  the  song, 
and  all  the  song  that  ever  I  heard : 

*<  Gin  ye  meet  a  boanie  lassie, 
Gie  her  a  kite  and  let  her  g ae ; 
But  gin  3re  meet  a  dirty  hizzie, 
Fye,  gae  rub  her  o*er  wi'  etrae. 

Fye,  gae  rab  her,  rab  her,  mb  her, 
Fye,  gae  rab  her  o'er  wi'  itrae ; 

An*  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  hizzie, 
Fye,  gae  rub  her  o'er  wi*  strae.** 


THE  LASS  O*  LiyiSTON. 

TBI  old  song,  in  three  eight-line  stanzas,  is 

weir  known,  and  has   merit   as  to  wit  and 

humour ;  but  it  is  rather  unfit  for  insertion. — 

It  begms, 

<*  The  Bonnie  lass  o'  Liviiton, 

Her  name  ye  ken,  her  name  ye  ken, 
And  the  ha*  written  in  her  contract 
To  lie  her  lane,  to  lie  her  lane.** 
4e.  See. 


THE  ZiAST  Tins  I  OAMS  0*EB  THE  MOOB. 
Bamsat  found  the  first  line  of  this  song,  which 
had  been  preserved  as  the  title  of  the  charming 


ur,  and  th«a  eenposed  therwt  of  thaTvtea  i« 
suit  thai  lintt.  This  has  always  ft  finer  ateel 
than  compering  EngUsh  words,  or  words  with  an 
idea  foreign  to  the  spirit  of  the  old  title.  Whm 
old  titles  of  songs  oonTsy  any  idea  at  all,  it  will 
generally  be  found  to  be  quite  in  the  «pSat  of 
the  air. 


JOCKIE'S  QBAT  BBSEKB. 
Though  this  has  certainly  erexy  eridenee  of 
being  a  Scottish  air,  yet  there  is  m  weU-knows 
tune  and  song  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  called 
•'  The  Weayer  and  his  Shuttle  0,"  which,  though 
sung  much  quicker,  is  eyerynote  the  Tory  tone. 


THE  HAPFT  MABBIAQB. 
Ahothss,  but  Tery  pretty  Anglo-Scottlah 


piece. 


THE  LASS  OF  PATIB'S  MILL. 
In  Sinclair's  Statistical  Account  of  Seotlaod, 
this  song  b  localised  (a  verb  I  must  use  for 
want  of  another  to  express  my  idea)  somewhere 
in  the  north  of  Scotland,  and  likewise  is  Maimed 
by  Ayrshire. — The  following  anecdote  I  had 
from  the  present  Sir  William  Cnnningfaam,  of 
Bobertland,  who  had  it  from  the  last  John,  Earl 
of  Loudon.  The  then  Earl  of  London,  and  father 
to  Earl  John  before  mentioned,  had  Bamsay  at 
Loudon,  and  one  day  walking  together  by  tlis 
banks  of  Irrine  water,  near  New-Mills,  at  a 
place  called  Patie's  Mm,  they  were  struck  with 
the  appearance  of  a  beauUfol  country  girl.  His 
lordship  obserred  that  she  would  be  a  fine  tbeme 
for  a  song.— Allan  lagged  behind  in  returning 
to  Loudon  Castle,  and  at  dinner  produced  this 
identical  song. 

THE  TUBNIMSPIKB. 

Thses  is  a  stansa  of  Ikis  excellent  song  for 

local  humour,  omitted  in  this  sot.— Where  I 

have  placed  the  asterisms. 

«  They  tak  the  horee  then  by  te  head. 
And  tere  tey  mak  her  itaa',  man; 
Me  tell  tem,  me  hae  teen  te  day, 
Tey  BO  had  aio  eomnaa*,  amn.** 


HIOHLAIO)  LADDIE. 
As  this  was  a  faTOurite  theme  with  our  later 
Scottish  muses,  there  are  serenl  ^xs  sndtosfi 
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ot  Uwi  asme.  Tint  whloh  I  tok«  to  be  th«  old* 
etty  is  to  be  found  in  tlio  **  Mnsioal  Mnsottm/' 
bogiDntng,  **  I  hao  been  at  CrookieHlon."  One 
reoaon  for  my  thinking  so  is,  that  Oswald  has 
it  in  his  oolleotion,  by  the  name  of  *<  The  Anld 
Highland  Laddie."  It  is  also  known  by  the 
no  me  of  *'Jinglan  Johnie,"  whioh  is  a  well- 
known  song  of  foor  or  fiTO  stanzas,  and  seems 
to  be  an  earlier  song  than  Jacobite  times.  As 
a  proof  of  this,  it  is  little  known  to  the  pea- 
santry by  the  name  of  "Highland  Laddie;*' 
while  ererybody  knows  *' Jinglan  Johnle."  The 
song  begins 

«  Jiaglan  John,  the  meickle  man, 

He  met  wi'  ft  Uis  wm  biythe  and  bonie." 

Another  *•  Highland  Laddie"  is  also  in  the 
'*  Hnseun,"  toL  t.,  which  I  take  to  be  Barn- 
say's  orii^nal,  as  he  has  borrowed  the  ohoms — 
••O  my  bonis  Highland  lad,"  &o.  It  consists 
of  three  stanzas,  besides  the  choms ;  and  has 
hnmoQT  in  its  composition — it  is  an  exoellenti 
bat  somewhat  lioentioos  song. — ^It  begins 

'*  At  I  earn  o'er  Cftifney  mpoat, 
And  down  taaoag  the  blooming  heather.'* 

TUj  air,  and  tho  common  **  Highland  Laddie," 
seem  only  to  be  dilTerent  sets. 

Another  <«  Highland  Laddie,"  also  in  the 
*<  Husenm,"  toI.  ▼.,  is  the  tone  of  seyeral  Jaco- 
bite fragments.  One  of  these  old  songs  to  it, 
only  ezisls,  as  far  as  I  know,  in  these  four 


••Where  hae  ye  been  a*  day, 

Boaie  laddie,  Highland  laddie? 
Down  the  back  o'  Bell's  brae, 
Conrtin  Maggie,  conrtia  Maggie.*' 

Another  of  this  name  is  Dr.  Ame's  beantiAil 
air*  called  the  new  «*  Highland  Laddie." 


THE  G£NTLB  SWAIN. 
To  sing  such  a  beantiAil  air  to  snch  exe- 
enble  Tcrses,  is  downright  prostitution  of  com- 
■lon  Mnsel  The  Scots  rerses  indeed  are  tole- 
vabk. 


m  STOLE  MT  TENDER  HEART  AWAT. 
This  is  an  Anglo-Scottish  production,  bat  by 
no  means  a  bad  one. 


FAIREST  OF  THE  FAIR. 
It  is  too  barefaced  to  take  Dr.  Percy's  charm- 
ing song,  and  by  means  of  transposing  a  few 
English  words  into  Scots,  to  offer  to  pass  it  for 
a  Scots  song. — ^I  was  not  acquainted  with  the 
editor  until  the  first  Tolume  was  nearly  finished, 
else,  had  I  known  in  time,  I  would  haye  pr»- 
Tented  such  an  impudent  absurdity. 


THE  BLAITHRIE  O'T. 
Ths  following  is  a  set  of  this  song,  which  was 
the  earliest  song  I  remember  to  haye  got  by 
heart  When  a  child,  an  old  woman  sung  it  to 
me,  and  I  picked  it  up,  eyery  word,  at  first 
hearing. 

«  O  Willy,  weel  I  mind,  I  lent  yon  my  hand 
To  iing.yoa  a  aong  wbieh  yon  did  me  command ; 
But  my  memory*B  ao  bad  I  had  almoet  forgot 
That  yon  called  it  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  oU.— 

1*11  not  sing  about  eonf  aaion,  delasion  or  pride, 
I'll  aing  about  a  laddie  wna  for  a  yirtuoae  bride ; 
For  yirtue  i«  an  ornament  that  time  will  never  rot. 
And  preferable  to  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't. — 

Tho'  my  laseie  hae  nae  ecarlete  or  ailki  to  pot  on, 
We  enyy  not  the  greateat  that  lita  upon  the  throne ; 
I  wad  rather  hae  my  laaaie,  tho'  the  cam  in  her  smock, 
Than  a  prineeea  wi>  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't.^ 

Tho*  we  hae  nae  horaes  or  menziea  at  command," 
We  will  toil  on  our  foot,  and  we'll  work  wi'  oar  hand ; 
And  when  wearied  without  reet,  we'll  lind  it  aweet  ia 

And  we'll  yalue  not  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't.— 

If  we  hae  oay  babiei,  we'll  count  them  aa  lent ; 
Hae  we  Icm,  hae  we  mair,  we  will  ay  be  content ; 
For  they  lay  they  hae  mair  pleaaure  that  wiaa  bu 

Than  the  miaer  wi'  hia  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't. — 

I'U  not  meddle  wi'  th'  aflaira  of  the  kirk  or  the  queen . 
They're  nae  mattera  for  a  aang,  let  them  aink,  let  them 

ewimj 
On  your  kirk  I'll  ne'er  encroach,  but  I'U  bold  it  etll 

remote, 
8ae  tak  thia  for  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't." 


MAT  EYE,  OB  KATE  OF  ABERDEEN. 
"  Kati  of  Aberdeen"  is,  I  belieye,  the  work 
of  poor  Cunningham  the  player;  of  whom  the 
following  anecdote,  though  told  before,  deseryes 
a  recital.  A  fat  dignitary  of  the  church  com- 
ing past  Cunningham  one  Sunday,  aa  the  poor 
poet  was  busy  plying  a  fishing-rod  in  some 
stream  near  Durham,  his  natiye  country,  his 
I  rererenco  reprimanded  Cunningham  yery  st 
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Terely  for  such  aa  oce^patioa  on  nob  »  dftj;. 
The  poor  poet,  witb  that  inoffenaiTe  genUoMaa 
«f  manaera  wliieli  waa  Ma  paoidiar  ehjuracteriatic, 
replied,  that  he  hoped  God  and  his  reTerence 
woald  forgire  his  aeeming  profanity  of  that 
sacred  day,  **at  he  had  no  dinner  to  tat,  hut  what 
lay  at  the  bottom  o/thaipoolP*  Thia,  Mr.  Wooda, 
the  player,  who  hnew  dumiagham  well,  and 
esteemed  him  niiieh,  assured  me  was  true. 


TWSSD  SIDE. 

Iv  Ramaay's  Tea-taUa  Miscellaay,  he  tells  ua 
that  about  thirty  of  the  songa  in  that  publica- 
tion were  the  works  of  some  young  gentlemen 
of  his  acquaintance ;  which  songs  are  maiked 
with  the  lettera  D.  €.  &e.— Old  Mr.  Tjdn  of 
Voodhouselee,  the  worthy  and  aUa  dafandev  of 
the  beauteous  Queen  of  Scots,  told  me  that  the 
songs  marked  G,  in  the  Tea4abU,  were  the  com- 
poaition  of  a  Mr.  Crawfurd,  of  the  house  of 
Achnames,  who  was  afterwards  unfortunately 
drowned  coming  from  France. — ^As  Tytler  was 
most  intimately  acquainted  with  Allan  Ramsay, 
I  think  the  anecdote  may  be  depended  on.  Of 
consequence,  the  beautiful  song  of  Tweed  Side 
is  Mr.  Crawftird*8,  and  indeed  does  great  honour 
to  his  poetical  talents.  He  was  a  Robert  Craw- 
ford; the  Mary  he  celebratea  i^as  a  Mary 
Stewart,  of  the  Caatle-Milk  family,  afterwards 
married  to  a  Mr.  John  Ritchie. 

I  haTc  seen  a  song,  calling  itself  the  ori|^al 
Tweed  Side,  and  said  to  hare  been  composed  by 
a  Lord  Tester.  It  consisted  of  two  stanaas,  of 
which  I  still  recollect  the 


"  WhflB  Maggy  and  I  wat  aequaint, 

I  earriad  my  noddle  fa*  hie  | 
Nae  lintwhita  on  a'  the  green  plain, 

Nor  gowdapink  lae  happf  aa  me : 
Bnt  I  aaw  her  aae  fair  and  I  lu'ed : 

I  woo*d,  bat  I  eame  nae  great  ipeed ; 
80  now  I  mann  wander  abroad, 

And  lay  my  banea  for  free  the  Tweed."- 


task  down  tho  notes  tnm  s  aonlr^  ffrT§ 
Toioe,  had  no  great  merit. — ^Tha  foUowims  >*  * 


«  Thave  WBi  •  pretty  May,  nad  a  laflUn  ehe 
W«*  her  red  B>«y  cMia,  eadfaarem 
And  ahe  haa  flMttt  yoo^g  flMB  aoemiM  o^et  I 
With  m  double  aad  adiee  to  thee,  (air  May 


O  where  are  ye  foia,  ay  ate  pretty  M«y» 
Wi'  thy  red  rosy  ehadBi,  and  thy  eoal  black 

Unto  the  yowea  a  ■ilkia,  kiad  air,  ahe  aaye, 
With  a  doable  and  adiea  to  thee,  fair  May. 


What  if  I  gaag  alaag  with  thee,  my  asa  pretty 
Wi*  thy  cad  foay  eheeke»  aad  thy  eoal.blaek  telr 

Wad  I  be  aaght  the  waiM  e>  that,  kiad  air,  aht 
With  a  doable  and  adiaa  to  thaa,  lUr  May. 


THE  POSY. 
It  appears  STident  to  me  that  Oswald  oom- 
~posed  his  JZo</m  Caetie  on  the  modulation  of  this 
air.— In  the  aecond  part  of  Oswald'a,  in  the 
three  first  bars,  he  has  either  hit  on  a  wonder- 
ful similarity  to,  or  else  he  has  entirely  borrowed 
the  three  first  bars  of  the  old  air;  and  the 
dose  of  both  tunes  is  almost  exactly  the  same. 
The  old  Terses  to  which  it  was  sung,  when  I 


MABrS  DBXAM. 
Thi  Mary  here  alluded  to  Is  generally 
posed  to  be  Miss  Mary  Maeghie,  daughtcar  ta 
the  Laird  of  Airds,  in  Oallowaj.  The  poet  was 
a  Mr.  John  Lowe,  who  likewise  wrote  another 
beautiftd  song,  called  Pompey's  Qhoat-»I  haTs 
seen  a  poetic  epistle  fron^him  in  North  Aaserica, 
where  he  now  is,  or  lately  was,  to  a  ladj  in 
Scotland. — ^By  the  strain  of  the  Teracs,  it  af> 
peared  that  they  allude  to  some  lore  aSair. 


THE  BiAIB  THAT  TENDS  THE  Q0A18. 
BT  MS.  avaaaoa. 
Tbxs  Dudgeon  is  a  respeotable  fannes^sioft 
in  Berwickshire. 


I  WISH  MT  LOVE  WEES  IN  A  MIES. 
I  xsTBB  heard  more  of  tha  words  of  this  M 
song  than  the  title. 


ALLAK  WATEE. 
This  Allan  Water,  which  the  eempoear  of  the 
music  haa  honoured  with  the  name  of  the  air,  I 
haTe  been  told  la  Allan  Water,  In  StraAhallan. 


THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  HOUSE. 
This  is  one  of  the  most  beautifiil  aougs  in  the 
Scots,  or  any  other  languagc^The  two  linei» 

«  And  will  I  aee  bU  faee^aia! 
And  will  I  hear  him  apeak  !*> 

as  well  as  the  two  preceding  ones,  are  unequalled 
almoat  by  anything  I  cTer  heard  or  read;  and 
thelines» 
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MTh«piMMl  moBMBt  is  oar  aia» 

Th«  Btlflt  W9  90fU  WW/'— 

•Mvortlijof  thefizitpoet  liislongpoilwlor 
to  BMuaj't  dagn.  About  the  year  1771,  or  72, 
it  eame  first  on  the  Btreots  as  a  ballad ;  and  1 
■upfHwe  the  eomporitiott  of  the  song  was  not 
mneh  anterior  to  that  period. 


TABBT  WOO. 
This  is  a  Tory  prettj  song ;  bat  I  fanoy  that 
the  first  half  stansa,  as  well  as  the  time  itself, 
•re  tt«ch  older  tiuui  the  rest  of  the  words. 


QRAMAOHBEX. 
Tn  song  of  Oramaohree  was  oomposed  bj  a 
Mr.  Poe,  a  connsellor  at  law  in  Dublin.  This 
anecdote  I  had  from  a  gentleman  who  knew  the 
lad/,  the  <«  MoUy,"  who  is  the  subject  of  the 
song,  and  to  whom  Mr.  Poe  sent  the  first  manu- 
script of  his  most  beautiful  Tsrses.  I  do  not 
remember  any  single  line  that  has  more  true 
pathos  than 

•*  Bow  eu  the  teiak  thai  hOBMt  heart  that  wwura  her  in 
iUcora!** 

But  as  the  s6ng  Is  Irish,  it  had  nothing  to  do 
in  this  coUectioii 


THl  OOLHSB'B  BONNH  LASSn. 
Tem  first  half  stansa  is  much  older  than  the 
days  of  Ramsay. — ^The  old  words  began  thus : 

•*  The  aolllar  has  a  doehter ,  and,  O,  aha*a  wonder  boaaio ! 
Alaif4bowa8thal  aoiight  hor,  iteh  hailh  la  laada 
aad  moaajr. 
fiha  wad  aa  haa  a  laird,  aor  wad  iha  ba  a  ladf , 
Bat  aba  wad  haa  a  coUiar,  the  eolonr  o'  har  daddia.** 


MT  AIN  KIND  J>ZABIX-0. 
Tbjk  old  words  of  this  song  are  omitted  here, 
though  much  more  beautiful  than  these  in- 
serted; which  were  mostly  composed  by  poor 
Fergnsson,  in  one  of  his  menry  humoun.  The 
old  words  began  thus : 

"  Vn  TOwa  thaa  o'ar  the  laa^rif , 

Mj  aia  kiad  daaria,  O, 
V\\  rowa  thaa  o*ar  tha  laa-rig , 

Mjr  ain  kind  daaria,  O, 
Altho*  tha  aiyht  wara  iia*ar  aaa  wat, 

Aad  I  wara  aa'ar  aaa  waarj,  O ; 
1*11  rowa  thaa  o'ar  tha  laa-rif, 

My  aia  kiad  daaria,  O."— 


HABY  SCOTT^  TBf  FLOWSB  OP  TABROW. 

Mb.  Bobertson,  in  his  statistical  account  of 
the  parish^  of  Selkirh,  says,  that  Mary  Scott, 
the  Flower  of  Tarrow,  was  descended  from  the 
Dryhope,  and  married  into  the  Harden  fkmily. 
Her  daughter  was  married  to  a  predeceesor  of 
the  present  Sir  Francis  EUiot,  of  Stobbs,  and 
of  the  late  Lord  Heathfield. 

There  is  a  circumstance  In  their  contract  of 
marriage  that  merits  attention,  and  it  strongly 
marks  the  predatory  spirit  of  the  times.  The 
fisther-in-law  agrees  to  keep  his  dau|^ter  for 
some  time  after  the  marriage;  for  which  the 
son-in-law  binds  himself  to  fl^ve  Ua  the  profits 
of  the  first  Michaelmas  moon  I 


BOWK  THB  BURN,  BAVIB. 
I  BATi  been  informed,  that  the  tune  ef 
<*BowB  the  bum,  Darie,"  was  the  composition 
ef  Barid  Mai^,  keeper  of  the  blood  slough 
hounds,  belonging  to  the  Laird  of  Riddel,  in 
Tweeddale. 


BLINK  o'er  the  BT7RN|  SWEET  BETTIE. 

Thx  old  words,  all  that  I  remember,  are,— 

**  BlAc  orar  tha  bora,  awaat  Batty, 

It  ia  a  eaold  wiatar  night : 
It  raiaa,  it  haila,  it  thoadara, 

Tha  moon  iha  f  iaa  naa  light : 
It*a  a*  for  tha  aaka  o*  awaat  Batty, 

That  arar  I  tint  my  way; 
Bwaat,  lat  na  Ua  beyond  thae 

UntU  it  ba  braak  o>  day^ 

O,  Batty  will  baka  my  braad, 

And  Batty  will  braw  my  aia. 
And  Batty  will  ba  my  leva, 

Whaa  I  aoma  ovar  tha  dala : 
Blink  orar  tha  banii  iwaat  Batty, 

Blink  orar  tha  barn  to  ma, 
And  while  I  haa  lifo,  daar  laaaia, 

My  aia  awaat  Batty  thoa'a  ba.** 


THE  BLITH801IX  BRIDAL. 
I  ton>  the  "Blithsome  Bridal"  in  James 
Watson's  ooUection  of  Scots  poems,  printed  at 
Edinburgh,  in  1706.  This  collection,  the  pub- 
lisher says,  is  the  first  of  its  nature  which  has 
been  published  in  our  own  native  Scots  dislect 
-4t  is  now  extremely  soaroe. 
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JOHN  HAT'S  BONNIB  LASSIE. 
JoHH  Hat*b  '<  Bcamie  Ltssle*'  wts  daughter 
of  Johm  Hay,  Earl  or  Marqnia  of  Tweeddale, 
and  late  Countess  Dowager  of  Rozbnrgli. — She 
died  at  Broomlands,  near  Kelso,  some  time  be- 
tween the  jears  1720  and  1740. 


THE  BONIS  BBUCKET  LASSIE. 
Thi  two  first  lines  of  this  song  are  all  of  it 
that  is  old.  The  rest  of  the  song,  as  well  as 
those  songs  in  the  Museum  marked  T.,  are  the 
works  of  an  obsenre,  tippling,  bnt  extraordinary 
body  of  the  name  of  Tytler,  commonly  known 
by  tiie  name  of  Balloon  Tytler,  from  his  having 
projected  a  balloon ;  a  mortal,  who,  though  he 
drudges  about  Edinburgh  as  a  common  printer, 
with  leaky  shoes,  a  sky-lighted  hat,  and  knee- 
buckles  as  unlike  as  George-by-the-grace-of- 
God,  and  Solomon-the-son-of-DaTid ;  yet  that 
same  unknown  drunken  mortal  is  author  and 
compiler  of  three-fourths  of  Elliot's  pompous 
Encyclopedia  Britannica,  which  he  composed 
at  half  a  guinea  a  week ! 


6AE  MEBBY  AS  WE  TWA  HA'S  BEEN. 
This  song  is  beautiful. — ^The  ch^ps  in  parti- 
cular is  truly  pathetic.    I  ncTcr  could  learn 
anything  of  its  author. 

CBOBVi. 

*<  8ae  merry  ai  we  twa  lui'e  been, 
See  merrj  u  we  twa  ha'e  been ; 
My  heart  ii  like  for  to  break, 
When  I  think  on  the  days  we  ha*e  ■••"  >* 


THE  BANKS  OF  FOBTH. 
This  air  is  Oswald's. 


THE  BUSH  ABOON  TRAQUAIB. 
This  is  another  beautiful  song  of  Mr.  Craw* 
fdrd's  composition.  In  the  neighbourhood  of 
Traquair,  tradition  still  shows  the  old  «  Bush ;" 
which,  when  I  saw  it,  in  the  year  1787,  was 
composed  of  eight  or  nine  ragged  birches.  The 
Earl  of  Traquair  has  planted  a  clump  of  trees 
near  by,  which  he  calls  "  The  New  Bush.^ 


Thx  following  interesting  account  of  tins 
plaintite  dirge  was  commmdcated  to  Mr.  Bid- 
del  by  Alexander  Fraser  Ty^er,  Esq.,  of  Wood- 
fiottselee. 

« In  the  latter  end  of  the  sizteenth  oentmy, 
the  Ghisolms  were  proprietors  of  the  estate  of 
Cromlecks  (now  possessed  by  the  Prnmmonds). 
The  eldest  son  of  that  family  was  Tory  much 
attached  to  a  daughter  of  Sterling  of  Ardoch, 
commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Fair  Helen  of 
Ardoch. 

**  At  that  time  the  <^portunitie8  of  meeting 
betwixt  the  sexes  were  more  rare,  consequently 
more  sought  after  than  now ;  and  the  Seottizh 
ladies,  far  flram^priding  themaelTes  on  extenaTt 
literature,  were  thought  suffidentiy  book-lesned 
if  they  could  make  out  the  Bcriptores  in  thdr 
mother-tongue.  Writing  was  entirely  out  of 
the  line  of  female  education.  At  that  period 
the  most  of  our  young  men  of  family  songlit  s 
fortune,  or  found  a  grave,  in  France.  Cromliu, 
when  he  went  abroad  to  the  war,  was  obliged 
to  leave  the  management  of  his  correspoadsici 
witix  his  mistress  to  a  lay-brother  of  the  menu- 
teiy  of  Dumblain,  in  the  immediate  neighboor- 
hood  of  Cromlech,  and  near  Ardoch.  This 
man,  unfortunately,  was  deeply  sensible  ef 
Helen's  charms.  He  artfiilly  prepossessed  Imt 
with  stories  to  the  disadTantage  of  Cromlos; 
and,  by  misinterpreting  or  keeping  up  the  letten 
and  messages  intrusted  to  Us  care,  h»  entirely 
irritated  both.  All  connexion  was  broken  off 
betwixt  them;  Helen  was  inconsolable,  and 
Cromlus  has  left  behind  him,  in  the  ballad 
called  'Cromlet's  Lilt,'  a  proof  of  the  elegance 
of  his  genius,  as  well  as  the  steadiness  of  his 

lOTC. 

<<When  the  artful  monk  thought  time  had 
sufficiently  softened  Helen's  aorrew,  he  pro- 
posed himself  as  a  loyer:  Helen  was  obdurate: 
but  at  last,  OTcrcome  by  the  persuasiona  of  her 
brother,  witii  whom  ehe  Uved,  and  who,  hariag 
a  family  of  thirty-one  children,  was  probably 
Tcry  wdl  pleased  to  get  her  off  his  haadf  i\< 
submitted,  rather  than  consented  to  the  eerv* 
mony;  but  there  her  compliance  ended;  aAd« 
when  forcibly  put  into  bed,  she  started  quite 
frantic  from  it,  screaming  out,  that  alter  three 
gentle  taps  on  the  wainscot,  at  the  bed-he»d« 
she  heard  Cromlus^s  Toice,  crying,  'Heleai« 
Helen,  mind  mel'  Cromlus  soon  after  coming 
home,  the  treachery  of  the  confidant  was 
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coTeredf — her  marriay  dieapmilled, — and  Helen 
became  Lady  Cromlecks." 

N.  B.  Marg.  Muzrayy  mother  to  these  thirfy- 
one  children,  vas  daughter  to  Murray  of  Strewn, 
one  of  the  soTenteen  eons  of  ToUybardine,  and 
irhose  yonngest  aon,  commonly  called  the  Tutor 
of  Ardoch,  died  in  the  year  1716,  aged  111 
years. 


MT  DEABIE;  JJ  THOU  DIE. 
Anotbib  beautiful  song  of  Crawfurd's. 


SHE  BOSS  AND  LOOT  BfS  IN. 
Tbx  old  set  of  this  song,  which  is  still  to  be 
found  in  printed  collections,  is  much  prettier 
than  this ;  but  somebody,  I  believe  it  was  Bam- 
say,  took  it  into  his  head  to  clear  it  of  some 
seeming  indelicacies,  and  made  it  at  once  more 
chaste  and  more  dull. 


OO  TO  THE  EWE-BT7GHTS^  BfABION. 

I  AM  not  sure  if  this  old  and  ohamdng  air  be 

of  the  South,  as  is  commonly  said,  or  of  the 

North  of  Scotland.    There  is  a  song,  apparently 

as  ancient  as  "Ewe-buglts,  Marion,"  which 

rings  to  the  same  tune,  and  is  eridently  of  the 

North.--It  begins  thusT 

**  Th«  Lord  o*  Gordon  had  three  dochtert, 

MMTjf  Maifek,  and  Jean,  * 

They  wmd  na  stay  at  bonie  Castle  Gordon, 
Bat  awa  to  Aberdeen.'* 


LEWIS  QOBDON. 
This  air  is  a  proof  how  one  of  our  Scots  tunes 
cornea  to  be  composed  out  of  another.    I  have 
one  of  the  earliest  coides  of  the  song,  and  it 
has  prefixed, 

«« Toae  otTnry  Woo.»»— 
Of  which  tune  a  different  set  has  insensibly 
varied  into  a  dilFerent  air. — ^To  a  Scots  critic, 
tha  pathos  of  the  line, 

•  The*  hie  beck  be  mt  the  w*» 
^«nist  be  Tery  striking.    It  needs  not  a  Ja- 
eobile  prtjudice  to  be  affected  with  this  song. 

The  supposed  author  of  <' Lewis  Gordon*' 
was  a  Mr.  Geddes,  priest,  at  Shenral,  in  the 
Ainzie. 


O  HONE  A  BIS. 
Dx.  B&AOKLOOK  informed  me  that  this  song  was 
composed  on  the  infamous  massacre  of  Glenooe. 


PLL  NEVEB  LEAVE  THEE. 
This  is  another  of  Crawftird's  songs,  but  I 
do  not  think  in  his  happiest  manner.-^What  an 
absurdity, -to  join  such  names  as  AdonU  and 
Mary  together  I 


COBN  BIGS  ABE  BONIE. 

All  the  old  words  that  CTcr  I  could  meet  to 

this  air  were  the  following,  which  seem  to  haTS 

been  an  old  chorus : 

((  O  com  rige  and  rye  riga, 
O  com  riga  are  bonie ; 
And  where'er  yon  meet  a  bonie  laaa, 
Preen  up  her  cockemony.** 


THE  MUCKING  OF  GE0|LDIE'S  BTBE. 
Ths  chorus  of  this  song  is  old;  the  rest  is 
the  work  of  Balloon  Tytler. 


BIDE  TE  TET. 

Thbu  is  a  beautiful  song  to  this  tune,  be^« 
ning, 

"  Alaa,  my  eon,  yon  little  know,"— 

which  is  the  composition  of  Miss  Jenny  Graham, 
of  Dumfries. 


WAUKIN  0'  THE  FAULD. 
Thibe  are  two  stansas  still  sung  to  this  tune^ 
which  I  take  to  be  the  ori^al  song  whence 
Bamsay  composed  his  beautiftil  song  of  that 
name  in  the  Gentle  Shepherd. — It  begins 

«  O  will  ye  apeak  at  onr  town, 
Aa  ye  come  frae  the  iknld.'* 

I  regret  that,  as  in  many  of  our  old  songs, 
the  delicacy  of  this  old  fragment  is  not  equal 
to  its  wit  and  humour. 


TBANENT-MTJIB. 

«<  TEAinKT-Muis,"  was  composed  by  a  Mr. 
Sl^yring,  a  very  worthy  respectable  farmer  near 
Haddington.  I  hare  heard  the  anecdote  often, 
that  Lieut  Smith,  whom  he  mentions  in  the 
ninth  stansa,  came  to  Haddington  after  the 


■lb 
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pnbHeation  of  fh«  Mmg,  tad  eent  a  ehaQenge  to 
fikifring  to  ne«t  him  at  Haddington,  and  an« 
twer  for  the  naworthx  aaaaer  ia  which  he  had 
notioed  him  in  hie  eong.  "  Qeng  awaj  baek," 
t^d  the  honest  farmer,  •'and  iell  Mr.  Smith 
that  I  hae  nae  leiaore  to  come  to  Haddington ; 
bnt  tell  him  to  come  here,  and  Fll  tak  a  look  o' 
him,  and  if  I  think  Vm  fit  to  feoht  him,  TU 
feoht  him;  and  if  no,  FU  do  aa  he  did-^m  rin 


awa. 


ft 


TO  THE  WZAT2ES  GIN  TE  GO. 
Tn  ehoms  of  this  song  is  old,  the  rest  of  it 
is  mine.  Here,  once  for  all,  let  me  apologise 
for  maoj  sill/  compositions  of  mine  in  this 
work.  Many  beautiful  airs  wanted  words ;  in 
the  huny  of  other  avocations,  if  I  could  string 
a  parcel  of  rhymes  together  anything  near  tole- 
lable,  I  was  fain  to  let  them  pass.  He  must  be 
an  asoellent  poet  indeed  whose  erery  perform- 
ance la  enoellent 


90LWARTH  OH  THB  OBMBir. 

Thi  author  of  **  Polwarth  on  the  Green**  is 
Capt  John  Dmmmond  M*Gregor,  of  the  family 
of  Bochaldie. 


8TREPH0N  AND  LTDIA. 

Trb  following  account  of  this  song  I  had 
from  Dr.  Blacklock. 

The  Strephon  and  Lydia  mentioned  in  the 
song  were  perhaps  the  loyeliest  couple  of  their 
time.  The  gentieman  was  commonly  known  by 
the  name  of  Beau  Qlbson.  The  lady  was  the 
"  Gectie  Jean,"  celebrated  somewhere  in  Ha- 
milton of  Bangoux's  poems.— Haying  frequentiy 
met  at  public  places,  they  had  formed  a  recipro- 
cal attachment,  which  their  Mends  thought 
dangerous,  as  their  resonrees  were  by  no  means 
adequate  to  their  tastes  and  habits  of  life.  To 
elude  the  bad  consequences  of  such  a  connezioa, 
Strephon  was  sent  abroad  with  a  commission, 
and  perished  in  Admiral  Vernon's  expedition  to 
Carthagena. 

The  author  of  this  song  was  'William  Wallace, 
Esq.  of  Gaiznhill,  in  Ayrshire. 


r  M  0*Eff  TOUNG  TO  MABBT  TET. 
Thi  chorus  of  this  song  is  old.    The  rest  of 
it,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine. 


wsbmoh's  vabswxcl. 

M'Phxbsov,  a  daring  robber,  in  the  begb* 
ning  of  this  century,  was  eondentted  to  be 
hanged  at  the  asasee  of  iBTeiBea.  He  is  said, 
when  under  sentence  of  deatii,  to  hare  composed 
this  tune,  which  he  called  his  own  lan»ent  or 
fareweU. 

Gow  has  published  a  Taiiation  of  this  ta» 
tune  as  his  own  eompositiony  which  ht  calls 
<«  The  Princess  Augusta.** 


MY  J0|  JAinCT. 
JoRKSOir,  the  publisher,  witii 
cacy,  revised  to  insert  the  last 

humorous  ballad. 

*  «  #'  # 


a  foolish  deli* 
■tansaof  this 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  OOMII^AIIIT. 
Tks  words  by  a  Mr.  R.  Scott,  from  the  tows 
or  neighbourhood  of  Bigger. 


EIBK8  OP  ABERPEU>T. 
I  coKFOsnn  these  staasaa  slaBdbig  under  the 
falls  of  Aberfeldy,  %^fir  near  Monees. 


THE  HXGHLAN D  LASSIE  O. 
Tms  was  a  compodtf  on  of  Eune  in  Teiy  early 
life,  before  I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world.  My 
Highland  lassie  was  a  wann-hearted,  charming 
young  creature  aa  ever  bleesed  a  man  with 
generous  lore.    After  a  pretfy  long  traat  of  tha 
most  ardent  reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by 
appointment  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in 
a  sequestered  spot  by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  frikere 
we  spent  the  day  in  takingaforswell  before  aha 
should  embark  for  the  West  Highlenda,  ta  ar- 
range matters  among  her  friends  fw  ow  pro- 
jected ohan^  of  life.    At  the  oloee  of  auUuna 
following  she  crossed  the  sea  to  meet  ma  aft 
Greenock,  where  she  had  scarce  landed  wbcm 
she  was  seised  with  a  malignant  fcTer,  wiueh 
hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grare  in  a  few  dajs^ 
before  I  could  CTen  hear  of  her  last  iIlD< 


PIPE,  AND  A*  THE  KAKDS  ABOUT  IT. 
Tbu  song  is  Dr.  Blaeklook's.    He,  as  well  as 
Jf  often  gare  Johnsea  ▼eisea,  triSin^^  eneng^ 
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^^•rli^fl,  hoi  ibtff  MTtiad  m  »  Tebicle  to  the 


VrSXE  NA  MT  H£ABT  LIGHT  I  WAD  BIS. 

I<o&D  Hailxb,  in  the  notes  to  his  collection  of 
ancient  Soots  poems,  says  that  this  song  was 
«iie  composition  of  a  Lady  Qrissel  Baillie, 
danghter  of  the  first  Earl  of  Marohmont,  and 
Vife  of  Qeorge  Baillie,  of  Jerriswood. 


THS  TOUNQ  MAN'S  BREAM. 
Tais  song  is  the  eompo8itioxM>f  Balloon  Tytler. 


STRATHALLAN'8  LAMENT. 

This  air  is  the  composiUon  of  one  of  the 
vortkiest  and  best-hearted  men  Unng— Allan 
Masierton,  schoolmaster  In  Edinburgh.  As  he 
and  I  were  both  sprouts  of  JaceMtism  we  agreed 
to  dedicate  the  words  and  air  to  thai  eanse. 

To  teU  the  matter-of-fact,  except  when  my 
passions  were  heated  by  some  accidental  cause, 
ny  Jaeobifism  was.  merely  by  way  of  vim  fa 


UP  IN  THE  MORNING  SARLT. 
Tks  chorus  of  this  is  old ;  the  two  stansas 
araniaeb 


THE  TEARS  OV  8C0TLANB. 
Br.  B1.AOKLOGX  told  me  that  Smollet,  who  was 
at  the  bottom  a  great  Jacobite,  composed  these 
beaatiftal  and  pathetic  Torses  on  the  infamous 
depredationa  of  the  Bnke  of  Cumberland  after 
the  batUe  of  CuUoden. 


WHAT  WILL  I  BO  GIN  MT  HOGGIE  BIS. 

Be.  Walkxe,  who  was  minister  at  Moifat  in 
1772,  and  ia  now  (1791)  Professor  of  Natural 
History  in  the  XTniTcrsity  of  Edinburgh,  told 
the  following  anecdote  concerning  this  air. — 
He  aald,  that  some  gentlemen,  riding  a  few 
year*  ago  through  Liddeedale,  stopped  at  a 
hamlet  eonnstiag  of  a  few  houses,  ^ed  Moss 
Piatt,  when  th^wero  stmokwith  this  tune, 
which  an  old  woman,  ginning  on  a  rock  at  her 
door,  waa  singing.  AU  she  oould  tell  ooneem- 
iag  it  was,  that  shawaa  tani^t  it  whan  a  child, 


and  it  was  called  "What  will  I  do  pn  ay  Hog* 
gie  die  ?"  No  person,  except  a  few  femalea  at 
Moss  Piatt,  knew  this  fine  old  tune,  which  in  all 
probability  would  haTO  been  lost  had  not  one 
of  the  gentlemen,  who  happened  to  hare  a  flute 
with  him,  taken  it  down. 


I  BRSAMD  I  LAY  WHERE  FLOWERS  WSRI 

SPRINGING. 
TRisa  two  stanzas  I  composed  when  I  waa 
BCTcnteen,  and  are  among  the  oldest  of  my 
printed  pieces. 

AH  I  THS  POOR  SHEPHERB'S  MOURNPUL 

PATE. 
Tuie-^'OaUMhielfl.*' 

The  old  title,  "  Sour  Plums  0'  Gallashiels,** 
probably  was  the  be^nning  of  a  song  to  this 
air,  which  is  now  lost 

The  tune  of  Gallashids  was  composed  about 
the  beginning  of  the  present  century  by  the 
Laird  of  GallasMel's  piper. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  BEYON. 
Teisb  Terses  were  composed  on  a  charming 
girl,  a  Miss  Charlotte  Hamilton,  who  is  now 
married  to  James  M*Kitrick  Adair,  Esq.,  phy* 
sician.  ^he  is  rister  to  my  worthy  fHend  Gatia 
Hamilton,  of  Hauohline,  and  was  bom  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ayr,  but  was,  at  the  time  I  wrote 
these  lines,  residing  at  Herreyston,  in  Clack* 
mannanshire,  on  the  romantic  banks  of  the  littia 
riTcr  BcTon.  I  first  heard  the  air  fh>m  a  lady 
in  Inyemess,  and  got  the  notes  taken  down  for 
this  work. 


MILLy  MILL  0. 
Thi  original,  or  at  least  a  song  eTidenCly 
prior  to  Ramsay's  is  still  extant — ^It  runs  thu*, 

euomvf. 

«  Tha  mill,  miU  O,  and  tb«  kiU,  kill  O, 
And  the  eoggia  o*  Paggy't  wIimI,  O, 
Tha  nek  and  the  lieYe,  aod  a*  ahe  did  leave, 
Am!  daaeM  the  miller*e  reel  O^ 

Aa  I  came  dowa  yoa  wmtenide, 

Aad  by  yon  ahelUa*hill  O, 
There  I  epied  a  booie  boaie  laaa, 

And  a  laae  that  IIotM  right  weUO.*  . 

•  •  •  • 


'  W2  RAN  AND  THET  RAN. 
TvM  author  of  "  W6  ran  and  they  ran"— was 
a  Rot.  Mr.  Murdoch  M'Lennan,  minister  at 
Grathie,  Dee-side. 


WALT,  WAXY. 

Ih  the  west  country  I  hare  heard  a  different 

edition  of  the  second  stania. — ^Instead  of  the 

four  lines,  beginning  with,  '*  When  cockle-shells, 

&c.,"  the  other  way  ran  thus : — 

«  O  wherafora  nead  I  buak  my  head, 
Or  wharefora  naad  I  kama  my  bair. 
Sin  my  faaaa  lava  haa  ma  foraook, 
And  aaya,  haUl  navar  lava  ma  mair.'* 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 

Ds.  Blaoxlooi:  informed  me  that  he  had  often 
heard  the  tradition,  that  this  air  was  composed 
by  a  carman  in  Glasgow* 


DUMBARTON  DRUMS. 
This  is  the  last  of  the  West-Highland  airs ; 
and  from  It  oyer  the  whole  tract  of  country  to 
the  confines  of  Tweed-side,  there  is  hardly  a 
tune  or  song  that  one  can  say  has  taken  its 
origin  from  anyplace  or  transaction  in  that  part 
of  Scotland. — The  oldest  Ayrshire  reel,  is  Stew- 
arton  Lasses,  which  was  made  by  the  father  of 
the  present  Sir  Walter  Montgomery  Cunning- 
ham, alias  Lord  Lysle ;  since  which  period  there 
has  indeed  been  local  music  in  that  country  in 
great  plenty. — Johnie  Faa  is  the  only  old  song 
which  I  could  eyer  trace  as  belonging  to  the  ez* 
tensiye  county  of  Ayr. 


OAULD  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 
This  song  is  by  the  Duke  of  Gordon.— Ihe 
old  yerses  are, 

"  Tbara'a  catild  kail  m  Abardaan, 
•And  eaitocka  in  Stratbbogiai 
Wban  ilka  lad  maan  baa  bis  lasa, 
Tbaa  fya,  gia  ma  my  eoggia. 

CHOBVa. 

My  eoggia,  Bin,  my  coggia,  Bira, 

I  cannot  want  my  eoggia  j 
I  wadna  gia  my  tbraa-girr'd  cap 

For  a'ar  a  qaene  on  Bogia. — 

Thara*a  Johnia  Smith  baa  got  a  wifa, 
That  aerimps  bim  o'  bit  coggia, 

If  aha  wera  mina,  open  my  Ufa 
I  wad  dook  bar  ia  a  bogia." 


FOR  LAKB  OF  GOLD. 
The  country  girls  in  Ayrshire,  instead  of  the 


Iin» 


^  She  ma  foraook  for  a  great  doka," 


HST  TUTTI  TAin. 

I  HAVB  met  the  tradition  usiTenal^  orer 
Scotland,  and  particularly  about  Sliriing,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  scene,  that  this  air  wss 
Robert  Brace's  march  at  tiie  battle  of  Bannock- 
burn. 


RATING  WINDS  AROUND  HXB  BLOWING. 

I  ooxpossD  these  venes  on  Mias  Isabdla 
M'Leod,  of  Rasa,  aUuding  to  her  feelogs  on 
the  death  of  her  sister,  and  the  still  more  me- 
lancholy death  of  her  sister's  hoaband,  the  late 
Earl  of  London ;  who  shot  himself  out  of  sheer 
heart-break  at  some  mortifioationa  he  suffered, 
owing  to  the  deranged  state  of  hia  finances. 


TAK  TOUR  AULD  OLOAK  ABOX^T  TE. 
A  PABT  of  this  old  song,  according  to  the 
Sn^^ish  set  of  it,  is  quoted  in  Bhakspeare, 


7E  OODS9  WAS  STRSPHON'B  PICTURE 

BLEST  f 
Tana—"  Fourtaantb  of  October." 

The  title  of  this  air  shows  that  it  alludes  to 
the  famous  king  Crispian,  the  patron  of  the  ho- 
nourable a#7oration  of  shoemakers. — St.  Oris- 
plan's  day  falls  on  the  fourteenth  of  October 
old  sfyle,  as  the  old  proverb  tells : 

«  On  tba  fonrtaantb  of  October 
Was  ae^  a  sntor  sober.*' 


«  For  Athola*a  daka  aba  ne  foraook;" 

which  I  take  to  be  the  original  reading. 

These  were  composed  by  the  late  Dr.  Austin, 
physican  at  Edinburglu-^He  had  courted  a  lady, 
to  whom  he  was  shortly  to  haye  been  married ; 
but  the  Duke  of  Athde  haying  seen  her,  became 
so  much  in  lore  with  her,  that  he  made  pro- 
posals of  maniage,  which  were  aoeepted  ot,  and 
she  jilted  the  doctor. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  MY  TRUE  LOTS,  kc      ^ 

This  song  is  Dr.  Blacklock's.  He  told  me  that 
tradiUon  gives  the  air  to  our  Jamea  IT.  of  Scot- 
land. 
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flnroB  BOBBi)  or  axj»  thai  ohabm'd  mt 

YIXWS. 
Tbs  old  xuune  of  this  air  is,  **  the  Blossom  o' 
the  Baspbenfy."   The  song  is  Dr.  Blackloek's. 


TOUNO  DAMON. 
Tbxs  ^  is  bj  Oswald. 


KIBK  WAD  LIT  MX  BB. 

Tbasitzok  in  the  irestem  parts  of  Seotland 
teUfl  that  this  old  song»  of  whieh  there  are  stiU 
three  stanxas  extant,  onoe  sared  a  cotenanting 
cl^gjman  out  of  a  scrape.  It  was  a  Htile  prior 
to  the  roTolntion,  a  period  when  being  a  Scots 
corenanter  was  being  a  felon,  that  one  of  their 
clergy,  who  was  at  that  Tory  time  hnnted  by 
the  merciless  soldiery,  fell  in,  by  accident,  with 
a  par^  of  the  military.  The  soldiers  were  not 
exactly  acquainted  with  the  person  of  the  rcTO- 
rend  gentleman  of  whom  they  were  in  search ; 
but  from  suspicious  circumstances,  they  fancied 
that  they  had  got  one  of  that  doth  and  oppro- 
brious persuasion  among  them  in  the  person  of 
this  stranger.  "Mass  John"  to  extricate  him- 
self, assumed  a  freedom  of  manners,  yery  unlike 
the  gloomy  strictness  of  his  sect ;  and  among 
other  cottrivial  exhibitions,  sung  (and  some  tra- 
ditions say,  composed  on  the  spur  of  the  occa- 
sion) <*Kirk  wad  let  me  be,*'  with  such  eifect, 

that  the  soldiers  swore  he  was  a  d d  honest 

fellow,  and  that  it  was  impossible  he  could  be- 
long to  those  hellish  conrentides;  and  so  gare 
him  his  liberty. 

The  first  stanxa'of  this  song^  a  little  altered, 
is  a  favourite  kind  of  dramatic  interlude  acted 
at  country  weddings,  in  the  south-west  parts 
of  the  kingdom.  A  young  fellow  is  dressed  up 
like  an  old  beggar ;  a  peruke,  cenunonly  made 
of  carded  tow,  represents  hoary  locks ;  an  old 
bonnet;  a  ragged  plaid,  or  surtout,  bound  with 
a  straw  rope  for  a  girdle;  a  pair  of  old  shoes, 
with  straw  ropes  twisted  round  his  ankles,  as  is 
done  by  shepherds  in  snowy  weather :  his  face' 
they  disguise  as  like  wretched  old  age  as  they 
can :  in  this  plight  he  is  brought  into  the  wed- 
ding-house, frequentiy  to  the  astonishment  of 
I trangers,  who  are  not  in  the  secret,  and  begins 
to  dug-* 

<*  O,  I  em  a  sUljr  anld  maa, 

M/  BUM  it  if  anld  Glraae,*'  Ac 


He  is  asked  to  drink,  and  by  and  bye  to 
dance,  which  after  some  uncouth  excuses  he  is 
preyailed  on  to  do,  the  fiddler  playing  the  tune, 
which  here  is  commonly  called  <*  Auld  Glenae ;" 
in  short  he  is  all  the  time  so  plied  with  liquor 
that  he  is  understood  to  get  intoxicated,  and 
with  all  the  ridiculous  gesticulations  of  an 
old  drunken  beggar,  he  dances  and  staggers 
until  he  falls  on  the  floor;  yet  still  in  all  his 
riot,  nay,  in  his  rolling  and  tumbling  on  the 
floor,  with  some  or  other  drunken  motion  of  his 
body,  he  beats  time  to  the  music,  till  at  last 
he  is  supposed  to  be  carried  out  dead  drunk. 


MTTSINa  ON  THE  BOABINO  OCSAN. 
I  coMPOSiD  these  Terses  out  of  compliment  to 
a  Mrs.  M*Lachlan,  whose  husband  is  an  officer 
in  the  East  Indies. 


BLTTHE  WAS  SHE. 
I  ooMPOSXD  these  Terses  while  I  stayed  at 
Ochtertyre  with  Sir  William  Murray.— The  lady, 
who  was  also  at  Ochtertyre  at  the  same  time, 
was  the  well-known  toast,  Miss  Buphemia  Mur- 
ray, of  Lentrose;  she  was  called,  sad  rery  justly, 
«  The  Flower  of  Strathmore." 


JOHNNIE  FAA,  OB  THE  QTPSIE  LADDIE. 

TBI  people  in  Ayrshire  begin  this  song — 
<(  The  iryp*iM  earn  to  my  Lord  CaasilU*  yett."— 

They  hare  a  great  many  more  stanzas  in  this 
song  than  I  ever  yet  saw  in  any  printed  copy. — 
The  castie  is  still  remaining  at  Maybole,  wber% 
his  lordship  shut  up  his  wayward  spouse»  anA 
kept  her  for  life. 

TO  DAUNTON  BIS. 
Tbi  two  following  old  stanias  to  this  tune 
haTO  some  merit : 

"  To  daaaton  me,  to  danntqa  90, 

0  ken  ye  what  it  it  thatM)  dau/don  me  ? — 
There'!  eighty-eight  and  ej^hty-alae. 
And  a>  that  I  hae  horae  eiiMyne, 
There'!  eeee  aad  preae  and  Presbytne, 

1  think  it  will  do  meikle  for  to  daaatoa  me. 


Bat  to  wftBton  me»  to  waatoa  me, 

0  kea  ye  what  it  ie  that  wad  waatoa 
To  eee  gnde  oom  npoa  the  rigi. 
And  baaiahmeot  amaag  the  Whige, 
Aad  right  restorM  where  right  aod  be, 

1  thiak  it  would  do  meikle  for  to  waatoa  am 
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THE  BONNIE  LASS  MADE  THE  BED  TO  ME. 
*'Thb  Bonnie  Lass  made  the  Bed  to  me," 
vaa  composed  on  an  amour  of  Charles  n.  when 
skulking  in  the  North,  about  Aberdeen,  in  the 
time  of  the  usurpation.  He  formed  une  petite 
affaire  with  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Portle- 
tham,  who  was  the  <*lass  that  made  the  bed  to 
him :" — two  Yerses  of  it  are, 

"  1  kisaM  bar  Upi  sae  xowy  red, 

While  the  tear  stood  blinkin  in  her  e'e ; 
I  mid,  My  lassie,  dinna  cry, 
For  ye  ay  ahall  make  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mither'a  hoUand  aheeta, 
And  made  them  a*  in  aarka  to  me ; 

Blytbe  and  merry  may  she  be, 
The  laaa  that  made  the  bed  to  ma.*' 


ABSENCE. 
A  sovo  in  the  manner  of  Shenstone. 
This  song  and  air  are  both  by  Dr.  Blacklock. 


I  HAD  A  HORSE  AND  I  HAD  NAE  MAJB. 

This  story  is  founded  on  fact  A  John  Hun- 
ter, ancestor  to  a  very  respectable  farming  fa- 
mily, who  liye  in  a  place  in  the  parish,  I  think, 
of  Qalston,  called  Bar-mill,  was  the  luckless 
hero  that ''  had  a  horse  and  had  nae  mair." — 
For  some  little  youthful  follies  he  found  it  ne- 
cessary to  make  a  retreat  to  the  West-High- 
lands, where  '<  he  feed  himself  to  a  Highland 
Laird,"  for  that  is  the  expression  of  all  the  oral 
editions  of  the  song  I  ever  heard. — The  present 
Mr.  Hunter,  who  told  me  the  anecdote,  is  the 
great-grandchild  of  our  hero. 


UP  AND  WARN  A'  WILLIE. 
This  edition  of  the  song  I  got  from  Tom  Niel, 
of  facetious  fame,  in  Edinburgh.  The  ezpres- 
«ion  «  Up  and  warn  a'  Willie,"  alludes  to  the 
Orantara,  or  warning  of  a  Highland  clan  to 
Arms.  Not  understanding  this,  the  Lowlanders 
in  the  west  and  south  say,  <<  Up  and  tcaur  them 


.» t> 


&c. 


A  ROSE-BUD  BT  BIT  EARLY  WALK. 
This  song  I  composed  on  Miss  Jenny  Cruik- 
ffhank,  only  child  of  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Wil- 
liam-Crmkshank,  of  the  High-School,  £din- 
biucgh.    This  air  is  by  a  David  Sillar,  quondam 


merchant,  and  now  schoolmaster  in  Irdne.  Ht 
is  the  Davie  to  whom  I  address  my  printed  poet* 
ieal  epistle  in  the  measure  of  the  Cherry  and 
the  Slae. 


AULD  BOB  MORRIS. 
It  is  remark-worthy  that  the  song  of  '<  Hely 
and  Fairly,"  i&  aU  the  old  editiona  of  it,  ia 
oalled  "The  Drunken  Wife  o'QaUowaj/'  whieh 
localises  it  to  that  oountij. 


RATTUN^  ROABIN  WILLIS.  • 
Thx  last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine ;  it  was 
composed  out  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  war* 
thiest  fellows  in  the  world,  WiOiam  Dunbar, 
Esq.,  writer  to  the  signet^  Edinbnrgh,  and  Co- 
lonel of  the  Crochallaa  Corps,  a  elnb  of  wits 
who  took  that  title  at  the  time  of  ralsiBg  the 
fencible  regiments. 


WHERE  BRAVING  ANORT  WnmCB  STORHS. 
This  song  I  composed  on  one  of  the  most  ac- 
complished of  women.  Miss  Peggy  Chalacti, 
that  was,  now  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay,  of  Forbes  and 
Co.'s  bank,  Edinburgh. 


TIBBIE^  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAT. 
This  song  I  composed  about  the  age  of  seTes 
teen. 


NANCY'S  GHOST. 
This  song  is  by  Dr.  Blacklock. 


TUNE  TOUR  FIDDLES,  ETC 
This  song  was  composed  by  the  Rot.  John 
Skinner,  nozguror  clergyman  at  Linshart,  near 
Peterhead.  He  is  likewise  author  of  '*  Tulloch* 
gorum,"  «  Ewie  wi'  the  crooked  Horn,"  ''John 
o'  Badenyond,"  &o.,  and  what  is  of  still  more 
consequence,  he  is  one  of  the  worthiest  of  man- 
kind. He  is  the  anther  of  an  eedesiaatical  his- 
tory of  Scotland.  The  air  is  by  Mr.  Marshal!, 
butler  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon ;  the  first  ooa- 
poser  of  strathspeys  of  the  age.  I  haTO  been 
told  by  somebody,  who  had  it  of  Marahall  hia 
self,  that  he  took  the  ide»  of  liia  three  mftst 
celebrated  pieces,  ■*  The  Marquie  of  Huntley *s 
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R^el,**  his  <*  Farewell/'  and  ''Miss  Admiral  Gor- 
don's Reel,"  from  the  old  air,  '*Tho  Qerman 
Lairdie  " 


GILL  MORICE. 
Tuis  plaintive  ballad  ought  to  haye  been 
called  Child  Maurice,  and  not  Gil  Maurice.  In 
its  present  dress,  it  has  guned  immortal  honour 
from  Mr.  Ilome's  taking  from  it  the  ground- 
work of  his  fine  tragedj  of  Douglas.  But  I  am 
of  opinion  that  the  present  ballad  is  a  modem 
composition ;  perhaps  not  much  abeve  the  age 
of  U|^  middle  of  the  last  centnry ;  at  least  I 
aboold  be  glad  to  see  or  hear  of  a  copy  of  the 
present  words  prior  to  1650.  That  it  was  taken 
from  an  old  ballad,  called  **  Child  Maurice," 
now  lost»  I  am  inclined  to  beliere ;  but  the  pre- 
sent one  may  be  classed  with  *'  Hardyknute," 
"Kenneth,"  « Duncan,  the  Laird  of  Wood- 
honselie,"  «Lord  LiTingeton,"  "Binnorie," 
**  The  Death  of  Monteith,"  and  many  other  mo- 
dem productions,  which  haTO  been  swallowed  by 
many  readers  as  ancient  fragments  of  old  poems. 
This  beautiful  plaintive  tune  uras  composed  by 
Mr.  M'Gtbbon,  the  selector  of  a  collection  of 
Scots  tunes.  B.  B. 

In  addition  to  the  obserrations  on  Gil  Morice, 
I  add,  that  of  the  songs  which  Captain  Biddel 
mentions,  '< Kenneth"  and  "Duncan"  are Juto- 
nile  compositions  of  Mr.  M*Kenzie,  <*The  Man  of 
Feeling." — M'Kenzie's  father  showed  them  in 
MS.  to  Dr.  Blacklock,  as  the  productions  of  his 
t<m,  from  which  the  Doctor  rightly  prognosti- 
cated that  the  young  poet  would  make,  in  his 
more  advanced  years,  a  respectable  figure  in 
the  world  of  letters. 

This  I  had  from  Blacklock. 


,  TIBBIB  DUNBAB. 

This  tune  is  said  to  be  the  comporition  of 
John  M*Gill,  fiddler,  in  Girran.  He  oaUed  it 
after  his  own  name. 


WHEN  I  tJFON  Tmr  BOSOM  LBAN. 
This  song  was  the  work  of  a  rery  worthy 
ftieetious  old  fellow,  John  Lapraik,  late  of  Dal- 
frara,  near  Mnfrkirk ;  whkh  little  property  he 
was  obliged  to  sell  in  consequence  of  some  con- 
nexion as  security  for  some  persons  concerned 
in  that  Tillanous  bubble  thi  atk  bajtk.    He 


has  often  told  me  that  he  composed  thie  song 
one  day  when  his  wife  had  been  fretting  o'er 
their  misfortunes. 


MY  HABRT  WAS  A  GALLANT  GAT. 
Tun»— "  Highlander*!  Lament.'* 

Tax  oldest  titie  I  ever  heard  to  this  air,  was, 
«  The  Highland  Wi^tch's  Farewell  to  Ireland." 
The  chorus  I  picked  up  from  an  old  woman  in 
Dumblane ;  the  rest  of  the  song  is  mine. 


THB  HIGHLAND  OHARAOTIB. 
This  tune  was  the  compoaitioa  of  Gen.  Beid, 
and  called  by  him  "The  Highland,  or  42d 
Begiment's  March."    The  wordi  are  by  Sir 
Harxy  Erskine* 


LEADKa-HAUGHB  AND  TABROW. 
Thsm  is  in  several  oollections,  the  old  song 
of  *'  Leader-Haughs  and  Yarrow."  It  seems  to 
have  been  the  work  of  one  of  our  itinerant  min- 
strels, as  he  calls  himself,  at  the  oonolnsion  of 
his  song,  *<  Minstrel  Bum." 


THB  TAILOR  TELL  THBO*  THI  BID, 
THIMBLI  AN*  A*. 
This  air  is  the  march  of  the  corporation  of 
tailors.     The  second  and  fourth  stansas  are 
mine. 


BXWARI  O'  BONNH  ANN. 
I  OOMPOSKD  this  song  out  of  eompliment  to 
Miss  Ann  Masterton,  the  daughter  of  my  friend 
Allan  Masterton,  the  author  oT  the  air  of  Stratb- 
allan's  Lament,  and  two  or  three  others  in  this 
woric 


THIS  IS  NO  MINI  AIN  H0U8I. 
Thi  first  half  stansa  is  old,  the  rest  ii  Bim 
say's.    The  old  words 


*<  Thii  ia  ao  nUne  ain  hoaia, 
My  aia  koaia,  mj  aia  hooie ; 
Thia  ia  no  mina  ain  honia, 
I  ken  bjr  the  biggin  o*lt. 

Bread  and  eheeee  are  ny  door-eheeka, 
My  door-eheeka,  my  door-eheeka ; 

Bread  and  clieaee  are  my  door-eheaks. 
And  paaeakes  tke  riggia  o*t. 


[ 
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Thii  U  no  my  aia  wmui  ; 

My  ain  wmb»  my  ain  wmu  ; 
Thia  U  no  my  ain  waaa, 

I  kea  by  the  greetia  o't. 

I'll  tak  the  earehie  affmy  head, 

Air  my  head,  alT  my  head ; 
lUl  tak  the  earehie  alTmy  head, 

And  row't  about  the  feetie  o*t." 

The  tune  ii  an  old   Highland  air,  called 
"Shnan  truteh  willighan." 


LADDISi  UE  NSAA  MS« 
Tbxb  song  is  by  Blacklock. 


THX  OABDBNER  AND  HIS  PAIBLB. 
Ibx8  air  x8  the  "Gardener's  March."    The 
title  of  the  song  only  is  old ;  the  rest  is  mine. 


THE  DAT  BETimNS,  MT  BOSOM  BURNS. 
Tnne^'"  Seventh  of  Norember.'* 

I  ooxPOSiD  this  song  ont  of  compliment  to 
one  of  the  happiest  and  worthiest  married  cou- 
ples in  the  world,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.,  of  Glen- 
riddel,  and  his  lady.  At  their  fire-side  I  hare 
enjoyed  more  pleasant  eyenings  than  at  all  the 
houses  of  fashionable  people  in  this  country  put 
together ;  and  to  their  kindness  and  hospitality 
I  am  indebted  for  many  of  the  happiest  hours 
of  my  life. 

THE  GABERLUNZIE  MAN. 
Thb  **  Gaberlunsie  Man"  is  supposed  to  com- 
memorate an  intrigue  of  James  the  Fifth.  Mr. 
Callander,  of  Craigforth,  published  some  years 
ago  an  edition  of  «  Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green," 
and  the  '*  Gaberlunsie  Man^"  with  notes  critical 
and  historical.  James  the  Fifth  is  said  to  haye 
been  fond  of  Gosford,  in  Aberlady  parish,  and 
that  it  was  suspected  by  his  contemporaries,  tliat 
in  his  frequent  excursions  to  that  part  of  the 
country,  he  had  other  purposes  in  yiew  besides 
golfing  and  archery.  Three  fayourite  ladies, 
Sandilands,  Weir,  and  Oliphant  (one  of  them 
resided  at  Gosford,  and  the  others  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood), were  occasionally  yisited  by  their 
royal  and  gallant  admirer,  which  gaye  rise  to 
the  following  advice  to  his  majesty,  from  Sir 
Dayid  Lindsay,  of  the  Mount,  Lord  Lyon. 

'  Sow  not  your  teed  oa  Saodylande, 
Spend  not  yovr  atreagth  la  Weir, 


And  fide  Mt  OB  SB  EUrftaBt, 
For  gawiBf  o*  yoar  gear." 


HT  BONNIE  MART. 
Tmf  air  ia  Oiwald'a;  the  first  half  stanxa  of 
the  song  ia  old,  the  rest  mint. 


THE  BLAOK  BAOLB. 
Tbis  Bong  is  by  Dr.  Fordyce,  whoee  merits  ss 
a  prose  writer  are  well  known. 


JAXa,  OOMB  TRT  MB. 
This  air  is  Oswald's;  the  aong  nine. 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 
This  song  la  mine. 


JOHNIE  COPE. 
Tms  satirical  song  was  composed  to  comme- 
morate General  Cope's  defeat  at  Preston  Pans, 
in  1745,  when  he  marched  against  the  Clans. 

The  air  was  the  tune  of  an  old  song,  of  which 
I  haye  heard  some  yerses,  but  now  only  remem- 
ber the  title,  which  was, 

**  Will  ye  go  the  eoala  ia  the  monring." 


I  LOVE  MT  JEAN. 
This  air  is  by  Marshall ;  the  song  I  eomposed 
out  of  compliment  to  Mrs.  Bums. 

N.  B.  It  was  during  the  hoa^ymoon. 


OEASE;  GEABB,  BC7  DEAE  ntIBND|  TO 
EXPLORE. 
The  song  ia  by  Dr.  Blacklock ;  I  beUere,  but 
am  not  quite  certain,  that  the  air  ia  his  too. 


AtJLD  BOBIN  QBAT. 
This  air  was  formerly  called,  *'The  bride- 
groom greets  when  the  son  gangs  down."    The 
words  are  by  La4y  Ana  Lindsay,  of  the  Ual* 
carras  family. 
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DONALD  AND  VLOSA. 
This  is  one  of  those  line  Gaelic  tones,  pre- 
ferred firom  time  immemorial  in  the  Hebrides ; 
they  seem  to  be  the  ground-work  of  many  of 
car  finest  Soots  pastoral  tones.  The  words  of 
this  song  were  written  to  commemorate  the  on- 
fortanate  expedition  of  General  Bnrgoyne  in 
America,  in  1777. 


O  WEBB  I  ON  PARNASSUS'  HILL. 
Tms  air  is  Oswald's ;  the  song  I  madeont  of 
oompliment  to  Mrs.  Buns. 


THE  OAPnVE  ROBIN. 

Tms  air  is  called  "Bobie  donna  Gorach.** 


there's  a  youth  in  THIS  CITT. 
This  air  is  claimed  by  Nell  Gow,  who  calls  it 
his  lament  for  his  brother.    The  first  half-stanza 
of  tho  song  is  old ;  the  rest  mine. 


MT  HEARrS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 
The  first  half-stanxa  of  this  song  is  old ;  the 
rest  is  myie. 

CA'  THE  EWES  AND  THE  HNOWES. 
Tms  beantifol  song  is  in  tme  old  Scotch 
taste,  yet  I  do  not  know  that  either  air  or  words 
were  in  print  before. 


THE  BRIDAL  0*T. 
Tms  song  is  the  work  of  a  Ifr.  Alexander 
Ross,  late  schoolmaster  at  Lochlee ;  and  author 
of  a  beaatifttl  Scots  poem,  called  "  The  Fortu- 
nate Shepherdess." 

*'Tli«r  My  tliat  Jockey  11  ipeed  wmI  oH, 

TiMy  ny  that  Joelmy  Ml  apaed  weal  o*t, 
For  ba  fTOwa  bcawar  ilkm  day, 

I  hope  we'll  hae  a  bridal  o*t : 
For  yeateniif  ht  aae  farder  gaae, 

The  baekboaae  et  the  aide  wa*  o't, 
Be  there  wi'  May  waa  micden  aeen, 

I  hope  we'll  hae  a  bridal  o't. 

Aa*  we  had  bol  a  bridal  o*t, 

An'  we  had  bot  a  bridal  o*t, 
We*d  leaTe  the  reet  nnto  fade  laek, 

Allho»  there  ahoald  betide  iU  o't : 


For  bridal  daya  are  teerry  timea, 
And  yoang  folka  like  the  eomlnf  o't, 

And  aeribblere  they  bang  up  their  rhymea, 
And  pipera  they  the  bammiag  o*t. 


The  laaaea  like  a  bridal  o't, 

The  laaaea  like  a  bridal  o't, 
Their  bniwa  mana  be  in  rank  and  file, 

Altho'  that  they  ahoald  guide  ill  o't : 
The  boddom  o'  the  kiat  ia  thea 

Tam'd  op  into  the  inmoat  o't. 
The  end  that  held  the  kecka  aae  clean, 

la  now  become  the  teemeat  o't. 

The  baqgater  at  the  threahing  o't. 

The  baagater  at  the  threahing  o't^ 
Afore  it  oomea  ia  fidgia-falB, 

And  ilka  day's  a  claahing  o't: 
He'll  aell  hia  jerkin  for  a  groat, 

His  Under  for  aaitber  o't, 
And  e'er  he  want  to  elear  hIa  ahot, 

Hia  aark'll  pay  the  tither  o't. 

The  pipera  and  the  fiddlera  o't, 

The  pipera  and  the  iddlera  o't, 
Can  ameli  a  bridal  oaeo'  far. 

And  like  to  be  the  middlera  o't ; 
Fan  1  thick  and  threefold  they  eettveae. 

Ilk  ane  enviea  the  tither  o't, 
And  wiahas  nana  bat  him  alane 

May  ever  aae  anither  o't. 

Faa  they  hae  done  wi'  eatiag  o't, 

Fan  they  hae  done  wi'  eating  o't, 
For  dancing  they  gae  to  the  green, 

And  aibliaa  to  the  beatiag  oH: 
He  dancea  beat  that  daaeee  faat. 

And  loopa  at  ilka  reealng  o't, 
And  clapa  hia  haadi  free  hoogh  to  hongh, 

AadinrU  about  the  feeiBi«a  o't." 


TODLEN  HAMS. 
This  is  perhaps  the  first  bottle  song  that 
was  composed. 


THE  BRAES  O*  BALLOOHMTLE. 
This  idr  is  the  composition  of  my  fHend 
Allan  Masterton,  in  Edinburgh.  I  composed  the 
Terses  on  the  amiable  and  excellent  family  of 
Whitefoords  learing  Ballochmyle»  when  Sir 
John's  misfortones  had  obliged  him  to  sell  the 
estate. 


THE  RAKTIN*  D00|  THE  DADDXB  0^. 
I  ooMPOSio  this  song  pretty  early  in  life,  and 
sent  it  to  a  young  girl,  a  Tery  particular  ao- 
quidntance  of  mine,  who  was  at  that  time  under 
a  cloud. 


dialeetof 
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THE  BHZPH]SRD*S  PREFfcRENCE. 

This  song  is  Dr.  Blacklock's. — ^I  don't  know 
how  it  came  by  the  name,  but  the  oldest  appel- 
lation of  the  air  was,  «  Whistle  and  Til  come  to 
jou,  mj  lad/* 

It  has  little  affinity  to  the  tone  commonly 
kaowa  by  .that  name. 


THI  BONIE  BANKS  OF  ATB. 

I  ooxposBD  this  song  as  I  conTeyed  my  chest 
so  far  on  the  road  to  Qreenock,  where  I  was  to 
embark  in  a  few  days  for  Jamaica. 

I  meant  it  as  my  farewell  dirge  to  mynatiye 
Imd* 


JOHN  O'  BADENTON. 
This  excellent  song  is  the  composiUon  of  my 
worthy  fiiend,  old  Skinner,  at  Unshart 

*'  When  first  I  earn  to  b«  a  nuui 

or  twanty  yaari  or  wo, 
I  thoof ht  myMlf  a  handioma  yonthi 

And  fain  tha  world  would  know ; 
la  baat  attira  I  itapl  abroad, 

With  spirit!  brisk  and  gay. 
And  here  and  thara  and  avarywhara, 

Was  lika  a  mom  in  May ; 
No  cara  had  I  nor  faar  of  want, 

But  ramblad  np  and  down, 
And  for  a  baan  I  might  hava  passM 

In  country  or  in  town ; 
I  still  was  plaas*d  whara^ar  I  went, 

And  whan  I  was  alona, 
I  tun*d  my  pipa  and  plaas'd  myself 

Wi*  John  o'  Badenyon. 

Now  in  tha  days  of  youthful  prime 

gA,  mistress  I  most  find. 
For  low,  I  heard,  gave  one  an  air 

And  av*n  improved  tha  mind : 
On  Phil  lis  fair  above  the  rest 

Kind  fortune  fizt  my  eyes, 
Her  piercing  baanty  struck  my  heart, 

And  she  became  my  choice ; 
To  Cupid  now  with  iiearty  prayer 

I  oflerM  many  a  vow; 
And  danc'd,  and  sung,  and  sigh'd,  and  swore, 

As  other  lovers  do ; 
But,  when  at  last  I  breath'd  my  flame, 

I  ifound  her  cold  as  atone ; 
I  left  the  jilt,  and  tun'd  my  pipe 

To  John  o*  Badenyon. 

When  low  had  thus  my  heart  begutlM 

With  foolish  hopes  and  vain , 
To  fri»nd»kip* 9  port  I  steer'd  my  course, 

And  langhM  at  lover's  pain 
A  friend  I  got  by  lucky  chance 

*Twas  something  like  divine, 
An  honest  friend's  a  precious  gift, 

And  inch  a  gift  was  mine : 


And  now,  wbatevor  aught  batida, 

A  happy  man  jnM  I, 
In  any  strait  I  know  to  whom 

I  freely  might  apply; 
A  stmit  soon  came :  my  friend  I  try*d ; 

He  heard,  and  spnm*d  my  moan ; 
I  hyM  ma  home,  and  tnn*d  my  pipe 

To  John  o' Badenyon.  « 

Melhought  I  aheold  be  wiser  next, 

And  would  a  fotriot  tani. 
Began  to  dont  on  Jolmny  Wilks, 

And  cry  up  Paraon  Home. 
Their  manly  spirit  I  adniir*d, 

And  pmiaM  their  nobla  seal, 
Who  had  with  flaming  tongue  and  pea 

MaintainM  the  public  want ; 
But  e*er  a  month  or  two  had  past, 

I  found  myself  betray  *d, 
*Twaa  ttl/uad  partf  after  all. 

For  a>  the  stir  they  made ; 
At  last  I  eaw  the  lactiona  knaves 

Insult  the  very  throne, 
I  curs'd  them  a',  and  tunM  my  pipe 

To  John  o'  Badenyon.*' 


A  WAUltBIFB  MINNIB. 

I  piOKxn  np  this  old  song  and  tone  from  a 

eonntry  girl  in  Nithsdale.— I  never  met  with  it 

elsewhere  in  Scotland. 

«  Where  are  yon  gana,  my  bou'e  laas, 
Whare  are  you  gaun,  roy  hianie, 
She  answer'd  ma  right  saneilie, 
Anarrand  for  my  mianie. 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass, 

O  whare  live  ye,  roy  hinnie, 
By  yon  bam^side,  gin  ye  maoa  ken, 

In  a  wee  house  wi*  my  minnie. 

But  I  foor  np  tha  glen  at  a*en, 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie ; 
And  lang  before  the  gray  mom  cam, 

She  was  na  hauf  sa  aacie. 

O  weary  fa*  the  waukrife  cock, 
And  the  foumart  lay  his  crawin ! 

He  wauken'd  the  auld  wi(h  fraa  her  ateap, 
A  wee  bliak  or  the  dawln. 

An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise, 
And  o*er  the  bed  ehe  bronght  bar; 

And  wi'  a  mickle  hazle  nmg 
She  made  her  a  weel  pey'd  dochter. 

O  fare  thee  weel,  my  bonie  laas ! 

O  fare  thee  wee),  my  hinnie ! 
Thou  art  a  gay  and  a  bonie  lass, 

But  thou  haat  a  wankrifa  miania.*' 


TITLLOCHaORrM. 
This  first  of  songs,  is  the  master-piece  of  my 
old  friend  Skinner.    He  was  passing  the  day. 
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at  tlie  toini  of  CoUeii,  X  think  it  wm,  in  a 
IHend's  house  whose  neme  was  Montgomery. 
Mrs.  MontgomeTy  obserying,  en  patsant,  that  the 
baantiful  reel  of  Tullochgorum  wanted  words, 
flh«  begged  them  of  Mr.  Skinner,  who  gratified 
her  wiahes,  and  the  wishes  of  eyerj  Scottish 
80iig»  lA  this  most  excellent  hallad. 

These   particnlani  I  had  from  the  author's 
sooi  Bishop  Skinner,  at  Aberdeen. 


POK  A'  THAT  AlO)  A'  THAT. 
Tbi«  Bong  is  mine,  all  except  the  choroi. 


ATTLB'LANa  STIOS. 
Raksat  here,  as  nsnal  with  him,  has  taken 
th«  idea  of  the  song,  and  the  first  line,  from 
the  old  fragment  which  maj  be  seen  in  the 
«« Moseam,"  yol.  t. 


WILLne  BEEWD  A  PECK.  O'  MAUT. 
Tms  air  is  Masterton's;  the  song  mine. — 
The  occasion  of  it  was  this:— Mr.  W.  Nicol,  of 
the  High-School,  Edinburgh,  during  the  autumn 
Taoation  being  at  Moffat,  honest  Allan,  who  was 
at  that  time  on  a  yisit  to  Dalswinton,  and  I, 
vent  to  pay  Nicol  a  yisit — We  had  such  a 
joyons  meeting  that  Mr.  Masterton  and  I  agreed, 
•aeh  in  our  own  way,  that  we  should  celebrate 
the  business. 


KCUUEORAKKIS. 
Tsx  battle  of  Killieerankie  was  the  last  stand 
made  by  the  clans  for  James,  aft^r  his  abdica- 
tion. Here  the  gallant  Lord  Dundee  fell  in  the 
moment  of  yictory,  and  with  him  fell  the  hopes 
of  the  party.  General  Mackay,  when  he  found 
the  Highlanders  did  not  pursue  his  flying  army, 
said,  **  Dundee  must  be  killed,  or  he  noTer 
would  have  orerlooked  this  adrantage."  A 
great  stone  marks  the  spot  where  Dundee  fell. 


THE  EWIE  Wr  THE  CROOKED  HORN. 
AxoTHsa  excellent  song  of  old  Skinner's. 


CBAIQIX-BUBN  WOOD. 
It  is  remaritable  of  this^r  that  it  is  the  con- 
fine of  that  country  where  the  greatest  fart  of 


our  Lowland  miAic  (so  far  as  from  the  title, 
words,  &c.,  we  can  localize  it)  has  been  com- 
posed. From  Craigie-burn,  near  Moffat,  until 
one  reaches  the  West  Highlands,  we  haye 
scarcely  one  slow  air  of  any  antiquity. 

The  song  was  composed  on  a  passion  which 
a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  had 
for  a  Miss  Lorimer,  afterwards  a  Mse.  Whelp- 
dale.  This  young  lady  waa  born  at  Craigie-bum 
Wood. — The  ohorua  is  part  of  an  eld  foolish 
ballad. 


ntAS  THE  nUENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOYE. 
I AD9ID  the  four  last  lines,  by  way  of  giying 
a  turn  to  the  theme  of  the  ^oem,  auoh  as  it  ia. 


HUGHDB  GRAHAM. 
Thibb  are  several  editions  of  this  ballad. — 
This,  here  inserted,  is  from  oral  tradition  in 
Ayrshire,  where,  when  I  was  a  boy,  it  was  a 
popular  song.— It  originally  had  a  simple  old 
tune,  which  I  haye  forgotten. 

"  Oar  lords  are  to  the  moantaini  gone, 
A  hunting  o'  the  fallow  deer, 
And  they  haye  gripet  Hoghie  Grahajn, 
For  Btealiog  o*  the  biabop'a  mare. 

And  they  haye  tied  him  hand  and  foot, 
And  led  him  up,  thro>  Stirling  town ; 

The  lads  and  laaaea  oMt  him  there, 
Cried,  Haghle  Graham,  thoo  art  a  loan. 

O  lowae  my  right  hand  free,  he  saye. 
And  pat  my  braid  aword  in  the  nme; 

He*8  no  la  Stirling  town  this  day. 
Dare  tell  the  tale  to  Hoghie  Graham. 

Up  then  beapake  the  brave  Whitefoord, 

Aa  he  aat  by  the  bishop'a  knee, 
Five  hundred  white  stota  I'll  gie  yon. 

If  yeMl  let  Hoghie  Graham  gae  free. 

O  hand  yoor  tongue,  the  bishop  says, 
And  wi'  your  pleading  let  me  be; 

For  tho*  tea  Grahams  were  in  his  coot, 
Hoghie  Graham  this  day  ahall  die. 

Up  then  bespoke  the  Ihir  .Whitefoonl, 
As  ahe  sat  by  the  bishop's  knee ; 

Fiyjs  hnndred  white  pence  Til  gie  yoo, 
If  ye*U  gie  Hoghie  Graham  to  me. 

O  hand  yonr  tongoe  now,  lady  fair, 

And  wt>  yonr  pleading  let  it  be  i 
Altho'  ten  Grahams  were  in  his  coat, 

It's  for  my  hoooor  he  maun  die. 

They've  ta'en  him  to  the  gallows  knows, 

He  looked  to  the  gallows  tree, 
Tet  never  eolonr  left  his  eheek, 

Nor  ever  did  he  blink  his  e'e. 
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At  Imtgth  he  looktd  ftroiiBd%boat, 

To  ■••  whatoTM  he  could  q>y : 
And  thart  h«  nw  his  aald  father, 

And  he  wma  weepiatg  bitterly. 

O  hand  your  toagne,  my  father  dear^ 
And  wi'  yonr  weeping  let  it  be ; 

Thy  weeping*!  lairer  on  my  heart. 
Than  a'  that  they  can  do  to  me. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  John 
Iffy  iword  that's  beat  in  the  middle  clear ; 

And  let  him  eome  at  twelve  o*clock| 
And  see  me  pay  the  bishop's  mare. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  James 
BIy  sword  that's  bent  in  the  middle  brown ; 

And  bid  him  eome  at  foar  o'elock, 
And  see  his  brother  Hngh  cat  down. 

Remember  me  to  linggy  my  wife, 
The  neist  time  ye  gang  o'er  the  moor, 

Tell  her  she  staw  the  bishop's  mare. 
Tell  her  she  was  the  bishop's  whore. 

And  ye  may  tell  my  kith  and  kin, 
I  nerer  did  diigrace  their  blood; 

And  when  they  meet  the  bishop's  elotk, 
Tto  mak  it  shorter  by  the  hood." 


A  BOITTHLAND  JENNY. 
This  is  a  popular  Ayrshire  song,  thoagli  the 
notes  were  neyer  taken  down  before.     It,  as 
well  as  many  of  the  ballad  tones  in  this  colleo- 
tion,  was  written  from  Mrs.  Bnms*s  Toice. 


MT  TOOHSa'B  THE  JBWXL. 
This  time  is  elidmed  bj  Nathaniel  Oow.— It 
is  notoriondy  taken  firom  "  The  muckin  o'  Gor- 
die's  byre." — It  is  also  to  be  found  long  prior 
to  Nathaniel  Gow's  era,  in  Aird*s  Seleotion  of 
Airs  and  Marches,  the  first  edition  under  the 
name  of  *•  The  Highway  to  Edinburgh." 


THEN;  GUID  WIFE,  OOtTNT  THE  LAWIN'. 
Ths  chorus  of  this  is  part  of  an  old  song,  no 
stanza  of  which  I  recollect 


THERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JABIDS 

COMES  HAMS. 
This  tune  is  sometimes  called  "  There*s  few 
gude  fellows  when  Willie's  awa."— But  I  nerer 
have  been  able  to  meet  with  anything  else  ot 
the  song  than  the  title. 


I  DO  OONEESB  THOU  ABT  SAX  PAIR. 
This  song  is  altered  firom  a  poem  by  Sir 
Robert  Ayton,  prirate  seeretary  to  Maty  and 
Ann,  Queens  of  Scofland. — ^The  poem  is  to  be 
found  in  James  Watson's  Collection  of  Scots 
Poems,  the  earliest  collection  printed  in  Scot- 
land. I  think  that  I  haTeimprored  the  nmpB- 
city  of  the  sentiments,  by  gi^ng  them  a  Scots 
dress. 


THE  80DGER  LADDIE. 
The  first  rerse  of  this  is  old;  the  nst  is  by 
Ramsay.    The  tune  seems  to  be  the  same  with 

a  slow  air,  called  **  Jaekey  Hume's  Lament' 

or,  *'  The  Hollin  Buss"— or  «  Ken  ye  what  Meg 
o' the  Mill  has  gotten  r* 


WHERE  WAD  BONNIE  ANNIE  LIE. 

Thb  old  name  of  this  tune  is, — 

<*  Whare'll  onrgademan  lie."  • 

A  silly  old  stanza  of  it  runs  thus — 

"  O  whareMI  oar  gndeman  lie, 
Ondeman  lie,  godemaa  lie, 
O  whare'U  oar  gndenaa  He, 
Till  he  shnte  o^ai  the  simmer  T 

Up  amaag  the  hea*bawki, 
The  hen-bawke,  the  hen-bawki. 

Up  amang  the  hen-bawks, 
Amaag  the  rotten  timmer.'* 


GALLOWAT  TAM. 
I RAYB  seen  an  interlude  (acted  at  a  wedding) 
to  this  tune,  called  '<  The  WiMing  of  the  MaSden." 
These  entertainments  fro  now  much  worn  out 
in  this  part  of  Scotland.  Two  are  still  Ktained 
in  Nithsdale,  lis.  «<  Silly  Pure  Auld  Qlenae, 
and  this  one,  '<  The  Wooing  of  the  Maiden." 


AS  I  CAM  DOWN  BT  TON  CASTLE  WA*. 
This  is  a  Texy  popular  Ayrshire  song. 


T* 


LORD  RONALD  MT  SON. 
This  air,  a  very  fsTourite  one  in  Ayrshire,  is 
eyidently  the  original  of  Lochaber.  In  this 
manner  most  of  our  finest  more  modem  airs 
have  had  their  ori^n.  Some  early  minstrel,  or 
musical  shepherd,  composed  the  dmple,  artless 
original  air;  which  bmng  picked  n^  by  the 
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more  iMmed  mnsiciftii,  took  the  improred  form 
ii  bear*. 


O'ER  THE  MOOB  AMANQ  THS  HEATITEB. 

TniB  song  ia  the  coinpositio&  of  a  Jean  GloTer, 
a  girl  who  was  not  only  a  whore,  but  also  a 
thief ;  and  in  one  or  other  character  has  Yisited 
most  of  the  Correction  Houses  in  the  West. 
She  wis  bom  I  believe  in  Kilmarnock, — I  took 
the  song  down  from  her  singing,  as  she  was 
strolling  through  the  oonntiy,  with  a  sleight-of- 
hand  blaekgnard. 


TO  THE  BOSE-BUD. 

This  song  is  the  composition  of  a John- 
son, a  Joiner  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Belfast. 
The  tone  is  bj  Oswald,  altered,  OTidently,  from 

Jockie*s  Gray  Breeks.' 


«< 


fi 


TON  WILD  M08ST  MOUNTAINS. 
This  tone  is  by  Oswald.    The  song  alludes  to 
a  part  of  my  private  history,  which  it  is  of  no 
consequence  to  the  world  to  know. 


IT  IS  NAy  JEAN,  THT  BONNIE  FAOB. 
Thiss  were  originally  English  Tersei 
gave  them  the  Scots  dress. 


!— I 


EPPIB  M'NAB. 
Tub  old  song  with  this  tide  has  more  wit  than 
decency. 

WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MT  BOWER  DOOR. 
This  tune  is  also  known  by  the  name  of  "  Lass 
an  I  come  near  thee.*'    The  words  are  mine. 


THOtJ  ART  OANE  AWA. 
Tns  tune  is  the  same  with  •*  Hand  awa  frae 
m#,  Donald.'* 


THE  TEARS  I  SHED  MUST  EVER  f  ALL. 

This  song  of  genius  was  composed  by  a  Miss 
Cranston.  It  wanted  four  linee,  to  make  all  the 
stanua  suit  the  mnsle,  which  I  added,  and  are 
the  four  first  of  the  last  stansa. 


"  No  cold  apprcAch,  no  ■Itor'd  auen, 

Jatt  what  would  make  aoapicion  start ; 
No  pauM  tha  dire  axtremea  batwaan, 
Ha  made  ma  blaat— and  broka  mjr  haart  !^' 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING. 
CoMPOSBB  on  my  little  idol  **  the  charming, 
loTely  Payies.' 


>i 


THE  TITHER  MORN. 
This  tune  is  originally  from  the  Highlands. 
I  have  heard  a  Gaelic  song  to  it,  which  1  was 
told  was  Tery  clerer,  but  not  by  ^ny  means  a 
lady's  song. 


A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT  FOR  THE  DEATH  07 

HER  SON. 
This  most  beautiful  tune  is,  I  think,  the  hap- 
piest composition  of  that  bard-bom  genius, 
John  Riddel,  of  the  family  of  Glencarnook,  at 
Ayr.  The  words  were  composed  uAommemo- 
rate  the  much-lamented  and  premature  death 
of  James  Ferguson,  Esq.,  jun.  of  Graigdarroch. 


DAINTIE  DAVIE. 
This  song,  tradition  says,  and  the  composition 
itself  confirms  it,  was  composed  on  the  Rer. 
DaTid  Williamson's  begetting  the  daughter  of 
Lady  Cherrytrees  with  child,  while  a  party  of 
dragoons  were  searching  her  house  to  appro* 
head*  him  for  bdng  an  adherent  to  the  solemn 
league  and  %OTenant  The  pious  woman  had 
put  a  lady's  night-cap  on  him,  and  had  laid  him 
a-bed  with  her  own  daughter,  and  passed  him 
to  the  soldiery  as  a  lady,  her  daughter's  bed- 
fellow. A  mutilated  stansa  or  two  are  to  be 
found  in  Herd's  collection,  but  the  original  song 
consists  of  five  or  six  stansas,  and  were  their 
deUeaey  equal  to  their  mf  and  humour^  they 
would  merit  a  place  in  any  collection.  The 
first  stansa  is 

'<  BaiDf  pnmad  by  tha  dragooaa. 
Within  my  bad  ha  waa  laid  down ! 
And  wael  I  wnt  ha  waa  worth  hit  toon, 
For  ha  waa  my  Daintia  Dana." 

Ramsay's  song,  «  Luckie  Nansy,'^  though  he 
calls  it  an  old  song  with  additions,  seems  to  be 
all  his  own  except  the  chorus : 


"  I  waa  a  tailing  joa, 

Lnckia  Naniy,  Lackia  Naaay 


THE  BOBDBB  TOUB. 


^    Aald  springs  wad  diiif'tho  neW| 
Bat  jrtt  wad  never  trow  me.'' 

Which  I  should  conjectore  to  be  part  of  a  song 
prior  to  the  affair  of  WiUiaxnaon. 


BOB  O*  PUBIBLANE. 

Ramsat,  as  Qsnal,  has  modemiaed  this  song. 
The  original,  irhieh  I  learned  on  the  spot,  from 
my  old  hostess  in  the  principal  inn  there,  h 

"  Laniei  lend  me  yoar  braw  hemp  heckle, 
And  I'll  lend  you  my  thripplin-kane ; 
My  heckle  le  broken,  it  eaana  begotten, 
And  we'll  gae  dance  the  bob  o'  Dumblaae. 


Twa  gaed  to  the  wood,  to  the  wood,  to  the  wood, 
Twa  gned  to  the  wood — three  cXme  hame ; 

An'  it  be  na  weet  bobbit,  weel  btibbit,  weel  t»obUt 
Aa*  it  be  na  weel  bobbit,  we*ll  bob  it  again.' • 

I  insert  this  song  to  introdace  the  foUowlD^ 
anecdote,  which  I  haTO  heard  well  authenti- 
cated. In  the  CTening  of  the  day  of  the  battle 
of  Dumblane,  (Sheriff  Mnir,)  when  the  actica 
was  oTer,  a  Scots  officer  in  Argyll's  armr, 
obserred  to  His  Grace,  that  he  was  afraid  the 
rebels  would  giTO  out  to  the  world  that  (l^y 
had  gotten  the  rictory. — "Weel,  weel,"  returned 
his  Grace,  alluding  to  the  foregoing  ballad,  **if 
they  think  it  Jl>e  aae  weel  bobbic,  we'll  bob  it 
again." 


THE  BORDER  TOUR. 


Lkft  Edinburgh  (May  6,  1787) — Lammer- 
muir-hills  miserably  dreary,  but  at  times  Tery 
picturesque.  Lanton-edge,  a  glorious  view  of 
the  Merse — ^Reach  Berrywell — old  Mr.  Ainslie 
an  uncommon  character ; — ^his  hobbies,  agricul- 
ture, natural  philsopohy,  and  politics. — ^In  the 
first  he  is  unexoeptionably  the  olearest-headed, 
best-informed  man  I  CTcr  met  with;  in  the 
other  two,  Tery  intelligent : — Aa  a  man  of  busi- 
ness he  has  uncommon  merit,  and  by  fairly  de- 
senring  it  has  made  a  Tery  decent  independence. 
Mrs.  Ainslie,  an  excellent,  sensible,  cheerful, 
amiable  old  woman. — Miss  Ainslie — ^ber  person 
a  little  embonpamt,  but  handsome ;  her  face,  par- 
ticularly her  eyes,  full  of  sweetness  and  good 
humour— she  unites  three  qualities  rarely  to  be 
found  together;  keen,  solid  penetration;  sly, 
witty  obserTation  and  remark ;  and  the  gentlest, 
most  unaffected  female  modesty — Douglas,  a 
elcTer,  fine,  promising  young  fellow. — The 
family-meeting  with  their  brother;  my  com- 

1  The  author  of  that  fine  ion^,  "  The  Maid  that  tendi 
the  Ooatt.** 

S  «  Dorinir  ^^*  diflcoarae  Buraa  produced  a  neat  Im- 
proniptn,  conveying  an  elcfant  compliment  to  Miea  Aini- 
lie.  Dr.  B.  had  lelected  a  text  of  Scripture  that  contained 
a  henvy  dennncintion  agaiast  obstinate  sinnen.  In  the 
eourte  of  the  ■ermon  Burnt  observed  the  yonng^  lady 
tttrnii^  over  the  leavea  of  her  Bible,  with  much  earaeat- 


pagnon  de  voyage,  Tery  ehtrming;  pariicularly 
the  sister.  The  whole  family  remarkably  at- 
tached to  their  menials—Mrs.  A.  full  of  stories 
of  the  sagacity  and  sense  of  the  little  girl  in  the 
kitchen. — Mr.  A.  high  in  the  praises  of  aa  Afri- 
can, his  hoQse-serrant — all  his  people  old  in  hla 
serrice — ^Douglas's  old  nurse  came  to  Berrywell 
yesterday  to  remind  them  of  its  being  his  birth- 
day. 

A  Mr.  Dudgeon,  a  poet  at  times,*  a  worthy 
remarkable  character — ^natursl  penetration,  a 
great  deal  of  informationy  some  i^nins,  and  ex- 
treme ifiodesty. 

Sunday, — Went  to  church  at  Dnnse^ — Dr. 
Howmaker  a  man  of  strong  lungs  and  pretty 
judioious  remark ;  but  ill  skilled  in  propriety, 
and  altogether  unconscious  of  his  want  of  it. 

Monday. — Coldstream— -went  oTer  to  England 
— Comhill — glorious  riTcr  Tweed— clear  and 
majestic — ^fine  bridge.   Dine  at  Coldstream  with 

ness,  in  search  of  the  text.  He  took  onl  a  alip  of  paper, 
and  with  a  pencil  wrote  the  follnwtnf  linea  on  it,  wlucfc 
he  immediately  presented  to  her. 

( Fair  nnid,  yna  need  not  tako  the  lUnt, 
Nor  idle  tezte  pursue  :— 
'Twas^i'/fy  ijanffj  that  he  want, — 
Not  angth  such  as  yon.** 


1 
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Ifr.  Alnslio  and  Mr.  Foreman— beat  Mr.  F 

la*  ft  dispute  about  Voltaire.  Tea  at  Lenel 
Homae  irith  Mr.  Brydone — Blr.  Brjdone  a  most 
excellent  heart,  kind,  J070118,  and  benevolent ; 
bat  a  good  deal  of  the  French  indiscriminate 
complaisance— from  his  situation  past  and  pre- 
aenty  an  admirer  of  ererything  that  bears  a 
•plendid  title,  or  that  possesses  a  large  estate- 
Mrs,  Brydone  a  most  elegant  woman  in  her  per* 
ton  and  manners ;  the  tones  of  her  Toioe  re- 
markably sweet — ^my  reception  extremely  flat- 
tering— sleep  at  Coldstream. 

JVadltiy.— Breakfast  at  Kelso— charming  ntn- 
ation  of  Kelso— fine  bridge  over  the  Tweed — 
enchanting  Tiews  and  prospects  on  both  sides 
of  the  riyer,  particularly  the  Scotch  side ;  in- 
trodueed  to  Mr.  Scott  of  the  Eoyal  Bank — an 
azceUent,  modest  fellow— fine  situation  of  it- 
rains  of  Boxbnrgh  Castie— -a  holly-bush,  grow- 
ing where  James  II.  of  Sootiand  was  acciden- 
tally killed  by  the  bursting  of  a  cannon.  A 
small  old  religious  ruin,  and  a  fine  old  garden 
planted  by  the  religious,  rooted  out  and  destroyed 
by  an  English  hottentot,  a  maUre  (Thotd  of  the 
duke's,  a  Mr.  Cole — climate  and  soil  of  Berwick- 
ahire,  and  CTen  Boxburghshire,  superior  to 
Ayrshire— bad  roads.  Turnip  and  sheep  hus- 
bandry, their  great  improvements — Mr.  M'- 
I>owa]»  at  Caverton  Mill,  a  friend  of  Mr.  Aina- 
lle's,  with  whom  I  dined  to-day,  sold  his  sheep, 
awe  and  lamb  together,  at  two  guineas  a  piece 
->wash  their  sheep  before  shearing — seven  or 
eight  pounds  of  washen  wool  in  a  fleece— low 
narketa,  consequently  low  rents — fine  lands 
not  above  sixteen  shillings  a  Scotch  acre — ^mag- 
nificence of  farmers  and  farm-houses— come  up 
Teviot  and  up  Jed  to  Jedburgh  to  lie,  and  so 
wish  myself  a  good  night 

Wtdnetday. — Breakfast  with  Mr. in  Jed- 

bnrf^i— >a  squabble  between  Bfrs.  ^^,  a  erased, 
talkative  slattern,  and  a  sister  of  hers,  an  old 
maid,  respecting  a  relief  minister — Miss  gives 
>Udam  the  lie ;  and  Madam,  by  way  of  revenge, 
upbraids  her  that  she  laid  snares  to  entangle 
the  said  minister,  then  a  widower,  in  the  net 
of  matAmoay — ^go  about  two  miles  out  of  Jed- 
burgh to  a  roup  of  parks — ^meet  a  polite,  sol- 
dier-like gentieman,  a  Captain  Butherford,  who 
had  been  many  years  through  the  wilds  of 
America,  a  prisoner  among  the  Indians— charm- 
ing, romantic  situation  of  Jedburgh,  with  gar- 
dens, orchards,  &o.,  intermingled  among  the 


houses — ^fine  old  ruins — a  once  magnificent  ca- 
thedral, and  strong  castie.  All  the  towns  here 
have  the  appearance  of  old,  rude  grandeur,  bat 
the  people  extremely  idle— Jed  a  fine  romantic 
littie  river. 

Dine  with  Capt  Butherford — ^the  Captain  a 
polite  fellow,  fond  of  money  in  his  farming 
way ;  showed  a  particular  respect  to  my  bard- 
ship — his  lady  exaotiy  a  proper  matrimonial 
second  part  for  }fim.  Miss  Butherford  a  beau- 
tiful girl,  but  too  far  gone  woman  to  expose  so 
much  of  a  fine  swelling  bosom-^her  face  very 
fine. 

Beturn  to  Jedburgh— walk  up  Jed  with  some 
ladies  to  be  shown  Love-lane  and  Blackburn, 
two  fairy  scenes.  Introduced  to  Mr.  Potts, 
writer,  a  very  clever  fellow ;  and  Mr.  Somer- 
ville,  the  clergyman  of  the  place,  a  man  and  a 
gentieman,  but  sadly  addicted  to  punning.— 

The  walking  party  of  ladies,  Mrs.  and 

Biiss  —  her  sister,  before  mentioned. — N.B. 
These  two  appear  still  more  comfortably«ig1y 
and  stupid,  and  bore  me  most  shockingly.  Two 

Miss ,  tolerably  agreeable.    Miss  Hope,  a 

tolerably  pretty  girl,  fond  of  laughing  and  f^in. 
Miss  Lindsay,  a  good-humoured,  amiable  g^rl ; 
rather  short  tt  emh<mp9mtt  bat  handsome,  and 
extremely  graceful — ^beautiful  hazel  eyes,  full 
of  spirit,  and  sparkling  with  delicious  moisture 
— an  engaging  face — un  ImU  eruembU  that  speaks 
her  of  the  first  order  of  female  minds— her 
sister,  a  bonnie,  strappan,  rosy,  sonsie  lass. 
Shake  myself  loose,  after  several  unsuccessful 
efforts,  of  Bfrs. and  Miss  ,  and  some- 
how or  other,  get  hold  of  Miss  Lindsay's  arm. 
My  heart  is  thawed  into  melting  pleasure  after 
being  so  long  frosen  up  in  the  Greenland  bay 
of  indifference,  amid  the  noise  and  nonsense  of 
Edinburgh.  Miss  seems  very  well  pleased  with 
my  bardship*s  distinguishing  her,  and  after 
some  alight  qualms,  which  I  could  easily  mark, 
she  sets  the  titter  round  at  defiance,  and  kindly 
allows  me  to  keep  my  hold ;  and  when  parted 
by  the  ceremony  of  my  introduction  to  Mr. 
SomerviUe,  she  met  me  half,  to  resume  my  sita- 

ation.^ Kota  Bene— The  poet  within  a  point 

and  a  half  of  being  d-mnably  in  love — ^I  am 
afraid  my  bosom  is  still  nearly  as  much  tinder 
as  ever. 

The  old  cross-grained,  whiggish,  ugly,  slan- 
derous Miss ,  with  all  the  poisonous  spleen 

of  a  disappointed,  ancient  maid,  stops  me  very 
unseasonably  to  ease  her  bursting  breast,  by 


^ 
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falling  abofliTely  fool  on  the  Miw  Lindsayi,  par* 
ticularly  on  my  Dalcinea; — I  hardlj  refrain 
from  cursing  her  to  her  face  for  daring  to  month 
her  calumnious  slander  on  one  of  the  finest 
pieces  of  the  workmanship  of  Almighty  Excel- 
lence!   Bup  at  BIr.  ^'s;  Tezed  that  the 

Miss  Lindsays  are  not  of  the  supper-party,  aa 

they  only  are  wanting.    Mrs. and  Miss 

still  improTe  infernally  on  my  hands. 

Set  out  next  morning  for  Wauchope,  the  seat 
ef  my  correspondent,  Mrs.  Bcott^-breakfaet  by 
the  way  with  Dr.  Elliot,  an  agreeable,  good- 
hearted,  climate-beaten  old  veteran,  in  the 
medical  line ;  now  retired  to  a  romantic,  but 
rather  moorish  place,  on  the  banks  of  the  Eoole 
—he  accompanies  us  almost  to  Wauchope— we 
trayerse  the  country  to  the  top  of  Bochester, 
the  scene  of  an  old  encampment,  and  Woolee 
HiU. 

Wauchope — ^Mr.  Scott  exactly  the  figure  and 
face  commonly  given  to  Sancho  Panca — ^reiy 
shrewd  in  his  farming  matters,  and  not  unfre- 
quently  stumbles  on  what  may  be  called  a 
strong  thing  rather  than  a  good  thing.  Mrs. 
Scott  all  the  sense,  taste,  intrepidity  of  face, 
and  bold,  critical  decision,  which  usually  dis- 
tinguish female  authors. — Sup  with  Mr.  Potts 
—agreeable  party. — ^Breakfast  next  morning 
with  Mr.  Somenrille — the  bruU  of  Miss  Lindsay 
and  my  hardship,  by  means  of  the  invention 
*  and  malice  of  Bliss  — .  Mr.  Somerville  sends 
to  Br.  Lindsay,  begging  him  and  family  to 
breakfast  if  convenient,  but  at  all  events  to 
send  Miss  lindsay;  accordingly  Miss  Lindsay 
only  comes. — I  find  Miss  Lindsay  would  soon 
play  the  devil  with  m»— I  met  with  some  little 
flattering  attentions  from  her.  Mrs.  Somerville 
an  excellent,  motherly,  agreeable  woman,  and  a 

fine  family. — ^Mr.  Ainslie,  and  Mrs.  S ^  junrs., 

with  Mr. ,  Miss  Lindsay,  and  myself,  go  to 

see  Etther,  a  very  remarkable  woman  for  recit- 
ing poetry  of  all  kinds,  and  sometimes  making 
Scotch  doggerel  herself — she  can  repeat  by 
heart  almost  everything  she  has  ever  read, 
particularly  Pope's  Homer  from  end  to  end — 
has  studied  Euclid  by  herself,  and  in  short,  is 
a  woman  of  very  extraordinary  abiUtie8.**0n 
conversing  with  her  I  find  her  frilly  equal  to 
the  character  given  of  her.* — She  is  very  much 

I  "Thii  •ztraordinary  woman  then  moved  in  a  very 
hnmble  walk  of  life : — the  wife  of  a  common  working 
fudener.  She  is  etlll  living,  and,  if  I  am  rightly  in- 
formed, her  time  is  principolly  occupied  in  her*  attentions 


flattered  that  I  sawl  for  Iwr,  and  tiiai  9bm 

a  poet  who  has  ptU  mU  a  ^ock^  aa  she  a 
She  is,  among  other  things,  a  great  floriat  mad 
is  rather  past  the  meridiaa  of  once  celebcaied 
beauty. 

I  walk  in  JSMtker^i  garden  with  Miss  Liadasy* 
and  after  some  little  chit-chat  of  the  tendc* 
kind,  I  presented  her  wiUi  a  proof  print  of  my 
Nob,  whioh  she  accepted  with  something  more 
tender  than  gratitude.   She  told  me  many  little 

stories  which  Miss had  retailed  eoaecming 

her  and  me,  with  prolonging  pleasure ^> God 
bless  her  I  Was  wiuted  on  by  the  magistrates^ 
and  presented  with  the  freedom  of  the  bnrgli. 

Took  farewell  of  Jedbvgfa,  with  eome  mdaa- 
choly,  disagreeable  seoaatioaa.  — >  Jed,  pure  be 
thy  ciystal  8treams,''and  hallowed  thy  sylvaa 
banks  I  Sweet  Isabella  Lindsay,  may  peace 
dwell  in  thy  bosom,  nniDtemipted,  except  by 
the  tumultuoua  throbbings  of  repturoas  love  I 
That  love-kindling  eye  unat  beam  oo  another, 
not  on  me ;  that  graoeftil  fom  must  bless  an- 
other's arms;  not  mine  f 

Kelso.  Bine  with  the  farmera*  elnb— sll 
gentlemen,  talking  of  high  mattera— -eaeh  of 
them  keeps  a  hunter  from  thir^  to  fifty  pounds 
value,  and  attends  the  fox-hustings  in  tiie  coun- 
try— go  out  with  Mr.  Ker,  one  of  the  dab,  sad 
a  friend  of  Mr.  Ainslie*s,  to  lie— Ifr.  JEB^  a  meet 
gentiemanly,  clever,  handsome  feUow,  a  widower 
with  some  fine  ohildren-^his  mind  and  maaner 
astonishingly  like  my  dear  old  fHend  Bobert 
Muir,  in  Kilmarnock — everything  in  Mr.  K«r^ 
most  elegant — ^h'e  offers  to  accompany  me  in  my 
English  tour.  Bine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don — 
a  pretty  clever  fellow,  but  far  from  being  a 
match  for  his  divine  lady. — A  very  wet  day 
«  *  » — ^Sleep  at  Stodrig  again ;  and  set  out  for 
Melrose— visit  Pi^burgh^  a  fine  old  ruined  ab- 
bey— still  bad  weathei^—cross  Leader,  and  come 
up  Tweed  to  Melrose— dine  there,  and  visit  thu 
far-famed,  glorious  ruin— come  to  Selkirkriip 
Ettrick ;  the  whole  country  hereabout,  both  on 
Tweed  and  Ettrick,  remarkably  stony. 

Monday, — Come  to  Inverleithlng,  a  famoos 
shew,  and  in  the  vicinity  of  the  palace^  Tra- 
quair,  where  having  dined,  and  drank  some 
Galloway-whey,  I  here  remain  till  to-morrow — 

to  a  little  day-achool,  which  not  being  aofieieat  for  l4h 
enbsistence,  she  is  obliged  to  eoUeit  tka  eJutrily  M  nm 
benevolent  aeighboore.  'Ah,  who  would  lofte  U» 
lyt«!»»'— CaoMM. 
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mrSUbanks  uid  Blibraes,  on  the  other  side  of 
t2i«  Tweed. 

TutMday. — ^Drank  tea  y esterniglit  at  Pirn,  ^vith 
Hr.  IIorsebargli.r-Breakfa8ted  to-daj  with  Mr. 
Ballantjme  of  Hollowlee — Proposal  for  a  four- 
#bor!ie  team  to  conaist  of  Mr.  Scott  of  Waachope, 
Fittieland :  Logan  of  Logan,  Fittieforr :  Ballan- 
tjne  of  Hollowlee,  Forewynd :  Horsburgh  of 
Horabnrgh. — ^Dine  at  a  country  inn,  kept  by  a 
nutler,  in  EarUton,  the  birth-place  and  residence 
of  the  celebrated  Thomas  a  Rhymer — saw  the 
tvXuB  of  his  castle— come  to  Berrywell. 

WUSacfd!^. — ^Dine  at  Ihiase  with  the  farmers* 
etob-company— impossible  to  do  them  Jnstioe— 
Ser.  Ifr.  Smith  a  famous  punster,  and  Mr. 
MeiUe  a  celebrated  meehanio,  and  inventor  of 
the  threahing-millfl. — 2%tind(ffy,  breakfast  at 
Berrywell,  and  -walk  into  Dniise  to  see  a  famous 
knife  made  by  a  cutler  there,  and  to  be  pre- 
eeoted  to  an  Italian  prince. — ^A  pleasant  ride 
with  ay  fnend  Mr.  Robert  Ainslie,  and  his 
sister,  to  Mr.  Thomson's,  a  man  who  has  newly 
eemmeneed  fanner,  and  has  married  a  Miss 
Fatty  Chriere,  formerly  a  flame  of  Mr.  Robert 
AinsUe's. — Company — ^Miss  Jacky  Grieye,  an 
amiable  sister  of  Mrs.  Thomson's,  and  Mr.  Hood, 
an  honest,  worthy,  facetious  farmer,  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

Fridaif, — ^Ride  to  Berwick — ^&n  idle  town, 
mdely  picturesque. — Meet  Lord  Errol  in  walk- 
ing round  the  walls. — ^His  lordship's  flattering 
notice  of  me. — ^Dino  with  Mr.  Clunxie,  mer- 
chant—'nothing  partieular  in  company  or  con- 
versation— Come  np  a  bold  shore,  and  oyer  a 
wild  country  to  Byemouth — sup  and  sleep  at 
Mr.  GricTc's. 

Sahurday. — Spend  the  day  at  Mr.  Griere's — 
made  a  royal  arch  mason  of  St.  Abb's  Lodge,  i 
-—Mr.  William  Grieye,  the  oldest  brother,  a 
joyous,  warm-hearted,  jolly,  deyer  fellow- 
takes  a  hearty  glass,  and  sings  a  good  song. — 
Mr.  Robert,  his  brother,  and  partner  in  trade, 
a  good  fellow,  but  says  little.   Take  a  sail  after 

I  Tb«  entry  mid*  on  this  occaiioa  ia  the  Lodge-books 
ofBi.  Abi>'«  M  boooocmble  to 

(^  The  brethren  oftbe  myitic  leTel.*' 

«  Efemoutk^  lOlA  May,  1787. 

•<  At  ■  fteefBl  eneunpment  held  tbia  day,  the  follow- 

iiif  brethiea  were  nsiide  royal  arch  mniooi,  viz.  Robert 

Boiaa,  fNHR  cbe  Lodge  of  8t  Jamet*f,  Tnrbolton,  Ayr- 

Aire,  aad  Robert  Aloalie,  from  the  Lodge  of  St  Lako*e, 


dinner.  Fishing  of  all  Idnda  pays  ttthes  at 
Eyemouth. 

Sunday. — ^A  Mr.  Robinson,  brewer  at  Ednam, 
sets  out  with  us  to  Dunbar. 

The  Miss  Grieyes  yery  good  girls. — ^My  bard* 
ship's  heart  got  a  brush  from  Miss  Betsey. 

Mr.  William  Grieye's  attachment  to  Uie  fa- 
mily-circle, so  fond,  that  when  he  is  out,  which 
by  the  bye  is  often  the  case,  he  cannot  go  to 
bed  till  he  see  if  all  his  sisters  are  sleeping 

well Pass  the  famous  Abbey  of  Colding- 

ham,  and  l^ease-bridge. — Call  at  Mr.  Sheriff's 
where  Mr.  A.  and  I  dine.~Mr.  S.  talkative  and 
conceited.  I  talk  of  love  to  Nancy  the  whole 
evening,  while  her  brother  escorts  home  some 
companions  like  himself. — Sir  James  Hall  of 
Dunglass,  having  heard  of  my  being  in  the 
neighbourhood,  comes  to  Mr.  Sheriff's  to  break- 
fast—takes me  to  see  his  fine  scenery  on  the 
stream  of  Dunglass — Dunglass  the  most  roman- 
tic, sweet  place  I  ever  saw — Sir  James  and  his 
lady  a  pleasant  happy  couple.— He  points  out 
a  walk  for  which  he  has  an  uncommon  respect, 
as  it  was  made  by  an  aunt  of  his,  to  whom  he 
owes  much. 

Miss will  accompany  me  to  Dunbar,  by 

way  of  making  a  parade  of  me  as  a  sweetheart 
of  hers,  among  her  relations.  She  mounts  an 
old  cart-horse,  as  huge  and  as  lean  as  a  house ; 
a  rusty  old  side-saddle  without  girth,  or  stir- 
rup, but  fastened  on  with  an  old  pillion-girth— 
herself  as  fine  as  hands  could  make  her,  in 
cream-coloured  riding  clothes,  hat  and  feather, 
&o. — I,  ashamed  of  my  situation,  ride  like  the 
devil,  and  almost  shake  her  to  pieces  on  old 
Jolly— get  rid  of  her  by  refusing  to  call  at  her 
uncle's  with  her. 

Past  through  the  most  glorious  corn-country 
I  ever  saw,  till  I  reach  Dunbar,  a  neat  little 
town. — ^Dine  with  Provost  Fall,  an  eminent 
merchant,  and  most  respectable  character,  but 
nndescrlbable,  as  he  exhibits  no  marked  traits. 
Mrs.  Fall,  a  genius  in  painting;  fully  more 
clever  in  the  fine  arts  and  sciences  than  my 
firiend  Lady  Wauchope,  without  her  consummate 

Edinbnfgb,  by  James  Carmieheel,  Wm.  Gneye,  Daeiel 
Dow,  John  Clay,  Robert  Grieve,  Ac.  Ac.  Robert  AleeUe 
paid  one  guinea  admiMioD  dues ;  bat  on  aeeoaat  o(  R. 
Burners  remarkable  poetical  genius,  the  encampment 
nnanimonely  agreed  to  admit  him  gratia,  and  conaidered 
themaelvea  honoured  by  having  a  roim  of  aucii  ahiaiaf 
ebilitiei  for  one  of  their  companiuns." 
Extructed  from  the  Minute  Book  of  the  Lodge  by 

Thomas  Dowbill. 
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.MfloraBoe  of  her  own  abiliUeB.— Gall  witli  Mr. 
Robinsou  (who,  by  the  bje,  I  find  to  be  » 
worthy,  mnch  respected  man,  rery  modest; 
warm,  social  heart,  which  with  less  good  sense 
than  his  would  be  perhaps  with  the  children  of 
prim  precision  and  pride,  rather  inimical  to  that 
respect  which  is  man's  dne4h>m  man)  with  him 
I  call  on  Miss  Clarke,  a  maiden  in  the  Scotch 
phrase,  "  Oind  enougkj  hut  no  brmU  mw:^*  a  clever 
woman,  with  tolerable  pretensions  to  remark 
and  wit ;  while  time  had  blown  the  blashing 
bud  of  bashful  modesty  into  the  flower  of  easy 
confidence.  She  wanted  to  see  what  sort  of 
roree  thow  an  author  was ;  and  to  let  him  know, 
that  though  Dunbar  was  but  a  little  town,  yet 
it  was  not  destitute  of  people  of  parts. 

Breakfast  next  morning  at  Skateraw,  at  Mr* 
Lee*8,  a  farmer  of  great  note.— Mr.  Lee,  an  ex- 
cellent, hospitable,  social  fellow,  rather  oldish ; 
warm-hearted  and  chatty — a  most  judicious, 
sensible  farmer.  Mr.  Lee  detains  me  till  next 
morning.— ^Dompany  at  dinner.— My  Bey.  ao- 
quaintance  Dr.  Bowmaker,  a  reverend,  rattling 
old  fellow. — T^o  sea  lieutenants ;  a  cousin  of 
the  landlord's,  a  fellow  whose  looks  are  of  that 
kind  which  deceiTed  me  in  a  gentleman  at 
Kelso,  and  has  often  deceived  me:  a  goodly 
handsome  figure  and  face,  which  incline  one  to 
give  them  credit  for  parts  which  they  have  not. 
Mr.  Clarke,  a  much  clorerer  fellow,  but  whose 
looks  a  little  cloudy,  and  his  appearance  rather 
ungainly,  with  an  every-day  observer  may  pre- 
judice the  opinion  against  him. — Dr.  Brown,  a 
medical  young  gentleman  from  Dunbar,  a  fellow 
whose  face  and  manners  are  open  and  engaging. 
—Leave  Skateraw  for  Dunse  next  day,  along 

with  collector ,  a  lad  of  slender  abilities 

and  bashfiilly  diffident  to  an  extreme. 

Found  Miss  Ainslie,  the  amiable,  the  sen- 
sible, the  good-humoured,  the  sweet  Miss  Ains- 
lie, all  alone  at  Berrywell. — Heavenly  powers, 
who  know  the  weakness  of  human  hearts,  sup- 
port mine  I  What  happiness  must  I  see  only  to 
remind  me  that  I  cannot  ezgoy  it ! 

Lammer-muir  Hills,  from  East  Lothian  to 
Dunse,  very  wild. — ^Dine  with  the  farmer's  club 
at  Kelso.*  Sir  John  Hume  and  Mr.  Lumsden 
there,  but  nothing  worth  remembrance  when 
the  following  circumstance  is  considered — ^I 
walk  into  Dunse  before  dinner,  and  out  to 
Berrywell  in  the  evening  with  Miss  Ainslie— 
how  well-bred,  how  frank,  how  good  she  is  I 
Charming  Raohael !  may  thy  bosom  never  be 


wrung  by  the  evils  of  this  life  of  sorrows,  oir  \f 
the  viUany  of  this  world's  sons  1 

Thursday. — ^Mr.  Ker  and  I  set  out  to  dine  tt 
Mr.  Hood's  on  our  way  to  England. 

I  am  taken  extremely  ill  with  strong  feTcrish 
symptoms,  and  take  a  servant  of  Mr.  HooiTa  t# 
watch  me  all  night— embittering  remorse  scares 
my  fancy  at  the  gloomy  forebodings  of  death. — 
I  am  determined  to  live  for  the  fbture  in  such  a 
manner  as  not  to  be  scared  at  the  approach  of 
death — I  am  sure  I  could  meet  him  with  indif- 
ference, but  for  **The  something  beyond  the 
grave.'* — Mr.  Hood  agrees  to  accompany  us  to 
England  if  we  will  wait  till  Sunday. 

Friday, — I  go  with  Mr.  Hood  to  see  a  ronp  of 
an  unfortunate  farmer's  stock— rigid  economr, 
and  decent  industry,  do  yon  preserve  me  from 
being  the  principal  dramatia  ptrwna  in  such  a 
scene  of  horror. 

Meet  my  good  old  fiiend  Mr.  Ainslie,  who 
calls  on  Mr.  Hood  in  the  evening  to  take  fin- 
well  of  my  hardship.  Tliis  day  I  feel  myself 
warm  with  sentiments  of  gratitude  to  the  Great 
Preserver  of  men,  who  has  kindly  restored  me 
to  health  and  strength  once  more. 

A  pleasant  walk  with  my  young  fHend  Dou- 
glas Ainslie,  a  sweet,  modest,  clever  young 
fellow. 

Sunday^  27tkMay,^CT(w  Tweed,  and  traverse 
the  moors  through  a  wild  country  till  I  reach 
Alnwick— Alnwick  Castle  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
Northumberland,  famished  in  a  most  prineelj 
manner. — A  Mr.  Wilkin,  agent  of  His  Grace's, 
shows  us  the  house  and  policies.  Mr.  WiUun, 
a  discreet,  sensible,  ingenioos  man. 

Monday, — Come,  still  throu^  by-ways,  to 
Wark worth,  where  we  dine. — ^Hermitage  and 
old  castle.  Warkworth  situated  very  pictu- 
resque,  with  Coquet  Island,  a  small  rocky  s|>cs» 
the  seat  of  an  old  monastery,  facing  it  a  little 
in  the  sea ;  and  the  small  but  romantic  river 
Coquet,  running  through  it^^leep  at  Morpeth, 
a  pleasant  enough  little  town,  and  on  next  day 
to  Newcastle. — Meet  with  a  very  agreeaMe,  sen- 
sible fellow,  a  Mr.  Chattox,  who  shows  os  a 
great  many  civilities,  and  who  dines  and  sups 
with  us. 


Wednetday.^-Lett  Newcastle  early  in  the 
ing,  and  rode  over  a  fine  country  to  Hexham  to 
breakfast— from  Hexham  to  Wardrne,  the  cele- 
brated Spa,  where  we  slept. — TJkursd^    >re<afh 
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Longtown  to  dine,  and  part  there  with  my  good 
friends  Messrs.  Hood  and  Ker — A  hiring  day  in 
Longtown — I  am  nncommonly  happy  to  see  so 
many  young  folks  enjoying  life. — I  come  to 
Carlisle. — (Meet  a  strange  enough  romantic  ad- 
venture by  the  way,  in  falling  in  with  a  girl  and 
her  married  sister — the  girl,  after  some  over- 
tures  of  gallantry  on  my  side,  sees  me  a  little 
cut  with  the  bottle,  and  offers  to  take  me  in  for 
a  Gretna-Green  affair. — ^I,  not  being  such  a  gull, 
as  she  imagines,  make  an  appointnient  with 
her,  by  way  of  vive  la  hagateUet  to  hold  a  con- 
ference on  it  when  we  reach  town.^1  meet  her 


in  town  and  giye  her  a  brash  of  caressing,  and 
a  bottle  of  cider ;  but  finding  herself  tm  p%u 
tr&mpi  in  her  man  she  sheers  off.)  Next  day  I 
meet  my  good  ftiend,  Mr.  Mitchell,  and  walk 
with  him  ronnd  the  town  and  its  environs,  and 
through  his  printing-works,  Ac^foor  or  five 
hundred  people  employed,  many  of  them  wovien 
and  children.— -Bine  with  Mr.  Mitchell,  and 
leave  Carlisle. — Come  by  the  coast  to  Annan. 
— Overtaken  on  the  way  by  a  curious  old  fish 
of  a  shoemaker,  and  miner,  from  Cumberland 
mines. 

[Hef  the  manuteryiti  abruptly  termmaUi,'] 
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25th  August,  1787. 
I  LBATS  Edinburgh  for  a  northern  tour,  in 
eompany  with  my  good  friend  Mr.  Nicol,  whose 
originality  ofthumour  promises  me  much  enter- 
tainment. —  Linlithgow  —  a  fertile  improved 
country— West  Lothian.  The  more  elegance 
and  luxury  among  the  farmers,  i  always  observe 
in  equal  proportion,  the  rudeness  and  stupidity 
of  the  peasantry.  This  remark  I  have  made  all 
over  the  Lothians,  Bferse,  Roxburgh,  &c.  For 
this,  among  other  reasons,  I  think  that  a  man 
of  romantic  taste,  a  "  Man  of  Feeling/'  will  be 
better  pleased  with  the  poverty,  but  intelligent 
minds  of  the  peasantry  in  Ayrshire  (peasantry 
they  are  all  below  the  justice  of  peace)  than 
the  opulence  of  a  club  of  Merse  farmers,  when 
at  the  same  time,  he  considers  the  vandalism 
of  their  plough-folks,  &c.  I  carry  this  idea  so 
far,  that  an  unenclosed,  half  improven  country 
is  to  me  actually  more  agreeable,  and  gives  me 
more  pleasure  as  a  prospect,  than  a  country 
cuIUvated  like  a  garden.— SoU  about  Linlith- 
gow light  and  thin.— The  town  carries  the  ap- 
pearance of  rude,  decayed  grandeur — charming- 
ly run&l,  retired  situation.  The  old  royal  palace 
a  tolerably  fine,  but  melancholy  ruin — sweetly 
flitnated  on  a  small  elevation,  by  the  brink  of  a 
loch.  Shown  the  room  where  the  beaudfVil, 
injured  M  ary  Queen  of  Scots  was  born— a  pretty 
fLood  old  Qothlo  church.    The  infamous  stool 


of  repentance  standing,  in  the  old  Bomish  way, 
on  a  lofty  situation. 

What  a  poor  pimping  business  is  a  Presbyte- 
rian place  of  worship;  dirty,  narrow,  and 
squalid ;  stuck  in  a  coiner  of  old  popish  gran- 
deur such  as  Linlithgow,  and  much  more,  Mel- 
rose !  Ceremony  and  show,  if  judiciously  thrown 
in,  absolutely  necessary  for  the  bulk  of  man- 
kind, both  in  religious  and  civil  matters.— Dine, 
— Go  to  my  friend  Smith's  at  Avon  printfield— 
find  nobody  but  Mrs.  Miller,  an  agreeable,  sen- 
sible, modest,  good  body ;  as  useful,  but  not  so 
ornamental  as  Fielding's  Miss  Western — ^not 
rigidly  polite  d  la  />afifat«,bnt  easy,  hospitable, 
and  housewifely. 

An  old  lady  firom  Pusley,  a  Mrs.  Lawson, 
whom  I  promised  to  caU  for  in  Paisley— like  old 

lady  W ,  and  still  more  like  BIrs.  C— ». 

her  conversation  is  pregnant  with  strong  sense 
and  Just  remark,  but  like  them,  a  certain  air  of 
self-importance  and  a  dureue  in  the  eye,  seem 
to  indicate,  as  the  Ayrshire  wife  observed  of  her 
cow,  that  "  she  had  a  mind  o'  her  ain." 

Pleasant  view  of  Dunfermline  and  the  rest  of 
the  fertile  coast  of  Fife,  as  we  go  down  to  that 
dirty,  ugly  place,  Borrtjrstones — see  a  horse- 
race and  caU  on  a  fHend  of  Mr.  Nicol's,  a  Bailie 
Cowan,  of  whom  I  know  too  little  to  attempt 
his  portrait — Come  through  the  rich  carso  of 
Falkirk  to  pass  the  night    Falkirk  nothing 
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vemrkableexMpt  the  tomb  of  Sir  Jolin  the 
QMhim,  oTer  whielit  in  ibe  Bncowrion  of  Ume, 
four  stones  lutTO  been  plaeed. — Camelon,  the 
ancient  metropolis  of  the  Picts,  now  a  small  Til- 
lage in  the  neighbourhood  of  FaUdrk. — Cross  the 
grand  canal  to  Carron. — Come  past  Larbert  and 
admire  a  fine  monument  of  cast-iron  erected  by 
Mr.  Brace,  the  African  trayeller,  to  his  irife. 

Pass  Bunipace,  a  place  laid  out  with  fine 
taste — a  charming  amphitheatre  bounded  by 
Denny  village,  and  pleasant  seats  down  the  way 
to  Dunnipace. — The  Carron  running  down  the 
bosom  of  the  whole  makes  it  one  of  the  most 
charming  little  prospects  I  haye  seen. 

IHne  at  Auchinbowie — Mr.  Monro  an  excel- 
lent, worthy  old  man — Miss  Monro  an  amiable, 
sensible,  sweet  young  woman,  much  resembling 
Mrs.  Grierson.  Come  to  Bannockbum — Shown 
the  old  house  where  James  HL  finished  so  tra- 
gically his  unfortunate  life.  The  field  of  Ban- 
nockbum — the  hole  where  glorious  Bruce  set 
his  standard.  Here  no  Scot  can  pass  unin- 
terested.— I  fancy  to  myself  that  I  see  my 
gallant,  heroic  countrymen  coming  o*er  the  hill 
and  down  upon  the  plunderers  of  their  coun- 
try, the  murderers  of  their  fathers ;  noble  re- 
Tenge,  and  just  hate,  glowing  in  every  vein, 
striding  more  and  more  eagerly  as  they  approach 
the  oppressive,  insulting,  blood-thirsty  foe  I  I 
see  them  meet  in  gloriously  triumphant  congra- 
tulation on  the  victorious  field,  exulting  in  their 
heroic  royal  leader,  and  rescued  liberty  and  in- 
dependence I  Come  to  Stirling. ^-ifond^  go  to 
Harvieston.  Go  to  see  Caudron  linn,  and 
Bumbling  brig,  and  Diel's  milL  Return  in  the 
evening.  Supper — Messrs.  Poig,  the  school- 
master; Bell;  and  Captain  Forrester  of  the 
castle— Doig  a  queerish  figure,  and  something 
of  a  pedant— Bell  a  joyous  fellow,  who  sings  a 
good  song. — ^Forrester  a  merry,  swearing  kind 
of  man,  with  a  dash  of  the  sodger. 

Tuesday  Moming, — Breakfast  with  Captain 
Forrestei^-Ochel  Hills — Devon  River— Forth 

1  Another  northern  bard  hat  sketched  this  eminent 

moeieian^ 

"  The  bl>^he  Strathepejr  springs  up,  reminding  eome 
Of  nights  when  Gow-e  old  arm,  (nor  old  the  tale,) 
ITneeasing,  save  when  reeking  cans  went  ronnd, 
Hade  beaet  and  heel  leap  light  as  boonding  roe. 
Alas !  no  more  shall  we  behold  that  look 
80  venerable,  yet  so  blent  with  mirth, 
And  festive  Joy  sedate ;  that  ancient  garb 
Unvaried, -.tartan  hose,  and  bonnet  blue  ! 
Vo  more  shall  Beanty's  partial  eye  draw  forth 
The  full  intoxi^^titm  of  his  strain. 


and  !neth— -JUlan  Rivei^-Strathallsn,  %  fiu 
country,  but  little  improved^— Cross  Eun  to 
CriefiT— Dine  and  go  to  Arbruohll'— cold  recepda 
at  Arbruchll — a  most  romantically  plesBsnt  ride 

up  Bam,  by  Anchtertyre  and  Comrie  to  Arbm- 
chil— Sup  at  Crieff. 

Widnetday  JtfbfRti^.— Leave  Crieff—Glen 
Amend— Amend  river— Ossian's  gravf— lioc^ 
Fruoch — Qlenquaich— Landlord  and  landlAilf 
remarkable  characters — ^TaTmouih  described  m 
rhyme— Meet  the  Hon.  Clharles  Tomuhend. 

T'Aiirfd^.— Coma  down  Tay  to  DttskeM— 
Glenlyon  Honae— Lyon  Biver— Droid's  Templ« 
— ^three  circles  of  stones— 4he  eirter*moat  simk 
— the  second  has  thirteen  stones  rem&iiusg^ 
the  innermost  has  eight — ^two  Isrge  detached 
ones  like  a  gate,  to  the  sonth-esst— Say  pnjen 
•in  it—- Pass  Taybridge—Aberfeldy— described 
in  rhyme— <^astle  Menxies— Inver— Dr.  Stemit 
— sup. 

JFVMias^— Walk  inth  Mrs.  Stewart  and  Beiri 
to  Bimam  top — fine  prospect  down  Tsy— 
Crugiebum  hiUs — Hermitage  on  the  BnuiWBt«r, 
with  a  picture  of  Ossian — ^Breskfsst  with  Dr. 
Stewart— Neil  Gow»  plays— a  short,  stout-bmlt, 
honest  Highland  figure,  with  his  grajUh  hair 
shed  on  his  honest  social  brow— An  i&terefttns 
face,  marking  strong  sense,  kind  openbearted- 
ness,  mixed  with  unmistrasting  sionplicity*-'^^ 
his  house — ^Marget  Gow. 

Hide  up  Tummel  River  to  Blair— Fasoally » 
beautiful  romantic  nest— wild  grandeur  of  U» 
pass  of  Gilliecrankie— visit  the  gallsnt  Lord 
Dundee's  stone. 

BIau>— Sup  with  the  Duchess— easy  and  bapp.^ 
from  the  manners  of  the  family— confirmed  id 
my  good  opinion  of  my  firjiend  Walker. 

^(tirdSay.— Visit  the  loenes  rosnd  BWr- 
fine,  but  spoUedwith  bad  taste— Tilt  and  Osirie 
rivers— Falls  on  the  Mt— Heather  seat-Bide 
in  company  with  Sir  William  Mtfray  and  5{r. 
Walker,  to  Loch  Tummel— meanderings  of  Ue 

Mellifiaoas,  etrong,  eznberentlf  rich ! 
No  more,  amid  the  paaiei  of  the  deace. 
Shall  he  repeat  thoee  metioree,  that  in  dayi 
Of  other  Teara,  eonld  eooths  a  Ailing  phaeei 
And  light  his  vii^e  with  a  traniientsnile 
Of  melaaoholy  joy  ,~1ike  aQtoxmi  nn 
Gilding  a  tear  tree  with  a  pas«ing  beam ! 
Or  play  to  eportive  children  on  the  gr««n 
Daneing  at  gloamia  hour ;  or  wiiUng  efaeer 
With  itnuaa  onbooght,  the  ihepbetd'a  btidal  dey." 


THE  HIGHLAND  TOUR. 
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RAnnAcb,  whieli  mna  throagh  quondam  Stman 
Kobertflon's  estate  from  Loch  Bannach  to  Loch 
Tummel — Dine  at  Blair  ~  Company — General 
Murray  —  Captain  Murray,  an  honest  tar — 
Sir  William  Murray,  an  honest,  worthy  man, 
but  tormented  with  the  hypochondria — ^Mrs. 
Graham,  belU  et  aimable — Miss  Catchcart — 
Mrs.  Murray,  a  painter— Mrs.  King— Duchess 
and  fine  family,  the  Marqms,  Lords  James,  Ed- 
ward, and  Robert— Ladies  Charlotte,  Emilia,  and 
children  dance— Sup— Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray. 
Come  up  the  Garrie — Falls  of  Bruar — ^Dalde- 
cairoch— Dalwhinnie — ^Dine— Snow  on  the  hills 
17  feet  deep— No  com  fVomLoeh-Gairie  to  Dal- 
whinnie--Croe8  the  Spey,  and  oome  down  the 
stream  to  Ktniii— Straths  rich— let  mviroM  pic- 
tnreiqne— .Craigow  hill— RuthTon  of  Badenooh 
— Barraoka— wild  and  magnificent — Rothe- 
uurohe  on  the  other  side,  and  Glenmoro— 
Grtat  of  Rothemnrche's  poetry — ^told  me  by 
the  Doke  of  Gordon— Strathspey,  rich  and  |p- 
mantio— Breakfast  at  Ayiemore,  a  wild  spot- 
dine  at  Sir  James  Grant's — ^Lady  Grant,  a  sweet, 
plessant  body— come  throngh  mist  and  dark- 
ness to  Dnlaiet  to  lie. 

Thttaday. — ^Findhom  river — ^rocky  banks- 
come  on  to  Castle  Cawdor,  where  Macbeth 
murdered  King  Duncan — saw  the  bed  i*  which 
Ring  Duncan  was  stabbed— dine  at  EilraTOck 
—Mrs.  Ros«,  sen.,  a  true  chieftain's  wife— Fort 
George^— Inremess. 

Wedneidojf. — ^Loch  Ness — ^Braes  of  Ness — Ge- 
neral's hut— Falls  of  Fyers— Urquhart  Castle 
and  Strath. 

Tkurtdaif, — Come  OTor  Culloden  Muir— reflec- 
tions on  the  field  of  battle — ^breakfast  at  Kilra- 
Tock— old  Mrs.   Rose,    sterling   sense,  warm 
heart,  strong  passion^  and  honest  pride,  all  in 
an  uncommon  degree— Mrs.  Rose,  jun.,  a  little 
milder  than  the  mother— this  perhaps  owing  to 
her  being   younger — Mr.  <}rant,  minister  at 
Calder,  resembles  Mr.  Scott  at  luTerleithing — 
Mrs.  Rom  and  Mrs*  Grant  accompany  us  to 
Kildmmmie— two   young    ladies — Miss   Rose, 
who  sung  two  Gaelic  songs,  beautiful  and  lorely 
—Miss  Sophia  Brodie,  most  agreeable  and  ami- 
able— both  of  them  gentle,  mild ;  the  sweetest 
creatnres  on  earth,  and  happiness  be  with  them ! 
— Dine  at  Num — fall  in  with  a  pleasant  enough 
gentleman.  Dr.  Stewart,  who  had  been  long 
abroad  with  liis  father  in  the  forty-fire ;  and 
Mr.  Falooner,  a  spare,  irascible,  warm-hearted 
Norland,  and  a  nozjuror— Brodie-house  to  lie* 
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Friday, — ^Forres — ^famous  stone  at  Forres  ■ 
Mr.>  Brodie  tells  me  that  the  muir  where  Shak- 
speare  lays  Macbeth's  witoh-meeting  is  sUll 
haunted-^that  the  country  folks  won't  pass  it  by 

night. 

«  «  «  • 

Venerable  ruins  of  Elgin  Abbey — ^A  grander 
effect  at  first  glance  than  Melrose,  but  not  near 
so  beautiful— Cross  Spey  to  Fochabers — ^fine 
palace,  worthy  of  the  generous  proprietor— Dine 
—company,  Duke  and  Duchess,  Ladies  Char- 
lotte  and  Magdeline,  Col.  Abercrombie,   and 

Lady,  Mr.  Gordon  and  Mr. ,  a  clergyman, 

a  Tenerable,  aged  figure — the  Duke  makes  me 
happier  than  ever  great  man  did — noble, 
princely ;  yet  mild,  condescending,  and  affable ; 
gay  and  kind— the  Duchess  witty  and  sensibla 
^}od  bless  them' ! 

Come  to  Cullen  to  lie — ^hitherto  the  country 
is  sadly  poor  and  unimproyen. 

Come  to  Aberdeen — meet  with  Mr.  Chalmers, 
printer,  a  facetious  fellow — Mr.  Ross  a  fine 
ftilow,  like  Professor  Tytler,— Mr.  Marshal 
one  of  the  poeim  mtnoret— Mr.  Sheriffs,  author 
of  "Jamie  and  Bess,"  a  little  decrepid  body 
with  some  abilities — ^Bishop  Skinner,  a  nonjuror, 
son  of  the  author  of  "  Tullochgorum,"  a  man 
whose  mild,  Tenerable  manner  is  the  most 
marked  of  any  in  so  young  a  man — ^Professor 
Gordon,  a  good-natured,  joUy-looking  professor 
— Aberdeen,  a  lasy  town— 4iear  Stonhire,  the 
coast  a  good  deal  romantic — ^meet  my  relation! 
— ^Robert  Burns,  writer,  in  Stonhire,  one  of 
those  who  Ioto  fun,  a  gill,  and  a  punning  Joke, 
and  have  not  a  bad  heart — ^his  wife  a  sweet 
hospitable  body,  without  any  affectation  of  what 
is  called  town-breeding. 

Titetday, — Breakfast  with  Bfr.  Bums— lie  at 
Lawrence  Kirk — Album  library— Mrs.  — »  » 
Jolly,  Arank,  sensible,  loTO-inspiring  widow-^ 
Howe  of  the  Mearnft,  a  rich,  eulUrated,  but  still 
unenclosed  country. 

TTcdinetdby.— 'Cross  North  Esk  rirer  and  a 

rich  country  to  Craigow. 

«  *  •  « 

Go  to  Montrose,  that  finely-situated  handsome 
town— breakfast  at  Muthie,  and  sail  along  that 
wild  rocky  coast,  and  see  the  famous  caTcms, 
particularly  the  Gariepot — land  and  dine  at 
Arbroath— stately  ruins  of  Arbroath  Abbey — 
come  to  Dundee  throngh  a  fertile  country- 
Dundee  a  low-lying,  but  pleasant  town— old 
Steeple— Tayfrith— Droughty  Castle,  a  finely 
situated  ruin,  jutting  into  the  Tay. 


iVktoy.— Breakfast  with  the  Miss  Soott8»-Miss 
Beu  Scott  like  Mrs.  Greenfield— my  bardship 
almost  in  loTe  with  her— come  through  the  rich 
harrests  and  line  hedge-rows  of  the  Carse  ef 
Gowrie,  along  the  romantic  marpn  of  the 
Oran^ian  hiUs,  to  Perth— fine,  firuitfiil,  hilljr, 
woody  country  round  Perth. 

Saiurdaif  Jfoni«v.— LeaTe  Perth — come  up 
Stratheam  to  Sndermay— fine,  firoitfal,  eulti- 


Tated  Strath— the  scene  of  '*  Bessy  B^  aad 
Mary  Gray,"  near  Perth — ^fine  scenefry  on  tie 
banks  of  the  May  ^  Mrs.  Belcher,  gawde, 
i^rank,  affable,  fond  of  rural  sports,  hnntifif:, 
Ac. — lie  at  BnrosB  reflections  in  a  fit  of  tk 
colic. 

AindSoy. — ^Pass  through  a  cold,  barren  oonntrj 
to  Queensferry— dine— cross  the  ferry  and  on  to 
Edinburgh* 


THE  POET'S  ASSIGNMENT  OP  HIS  WORKS, 


Evow  all  men  by  these  presents  that  I  Robert 
Bums  of  Mossgiel :  whereas  I  intend  to  leaye 
Scotland  and  go  abroad,  and  having  acknow- 
ledged myself  the  father  of  a  child  named  Eli- 
sabeth, begot  upon  Elisabeth  Paton  in  Largie- 
side :  and  whereas  Gilbert  Bums  in  Mossgiel, 
my  brother,  has  become  bound,  and  hereby 
binds  and  obliges  himself  to  aliment,  clothe,  and 
educate  my  said  natural  child  in  a  suitable 
manner  Hs  if  she  was  his  own,  in  case  her 
mother  chuse  to  part  with  her,  and  that  until 
she  arriTo  at  the  age  of  fifteen  years.    There- 
fore, and  to  enable  the  said  Gilbert  Burns  to 
make  good  his  said  engagement,  wit  ye  me  to 
haTc  assigned,  disponed,  conyeyed  and  made 
OTer  to,  and  in  faTours  o(  the  said  Gilbert 
Bumsy  his  heirs,  executors,  and  assignees,  who 
are  always  to  be  bound  in  like  manner,  with 
himself,   all  and  sundry  goods,  gear,  corns, 
cattle,  horses,  nolt,  sheep,  household  furniture, 
and  all  other  moTeable  effects  of  whateter  kind 
that  I  shall  leaTe  behind  me  on  my  departure 
from  this  Kiugdom,  after  allowing  for  my  part 
of  the  conjunct  debts  due  by  the  said  Gilbert 
Bums  and  me  as  joint  tacksmen  of  the  farm  of 
Mossgiel.    And  particularly  without  prejudice 
of  the  foresaid  generality,  the  profits  that  may 
arise  from  the  publication  of  my  poems  pre- 
sently in  the  press.'   And  also,  I  hereby  dispone 
and  conyey  to  him  in  trust  for  behoof  of  my  said 
natural  daughter,  the  copyright  of  said  poems 
in  so  far  as  I  can  dispose  of  the  same  by  law, 
after  she  arrives  at  the  above  age  of  fifteen 
years  complete.    Surrogating  and  substituting 
the  said  Gilbert  Bums  my  brother  and  his  fore- 
saids in  my  fiill  right,  title,  room  and  place  of 
the  whole  premises,  with  power  to  him  to 
intromit  with,  and  dispose  upon  the  same  at 
pleasure,  and  in  general  to  do  every  other  thing 


in  the  premises  that  I  could  have  done  myself 
before  granting  hereof,  but  always  vrith  asi 
under  the  conditions  before  expressed.  And  I 
oblige  myself  to  warrant  this  disposition  and 
assignation  firom  my  own  proper  fact  aaJ  deed 
dmenarly.  Consenting  to  the  registration  hereof 
in  the  books  of  Council  and  Session,  or  any 
other  Judges  books  competent,  therein  to  rem  ^^n 
for  preservation  and  constitute. 

Proculars,  &c.  In  witness  whereof  I  haT« 
wrote  «nd  signed  these  presents,  consisting  «>f 
this  and  the  preceding  page,  on  stamped  paper« 
with  my  own  hand,  at  the  Mossgiel,  the  twentj- 
second  day  of  July,  one  thousand  seren  hna^dred 
and  eighty-six  years. 

(Signed)  ROBSBI  BCBSB. 


Upon  the  twenty-fburth  day  of  July,  one  thoei> 
sand  seven  hundred  and  eighty-eiz  years,  I« 
William  Chalmer,  Notaiy  Pnblick,  past  to  th« 
Mercat  Cross  of  Ayr  head  Bur|^  of  the  Sheziff- 
dome  thereof,  and  thereat  I  made  due  and  law-- 
fbl  inUmation  of  the  foregoing  dispoeition  and 
assignation  to  his  M^esties  lieges,  that  thej 
might  not  pretend  ignorance  thereof  by  reading: 
the  same  over  In  presence  of  a  number  ef  peo^l« 
assembled.   Whereupon  William  Crooks,  nmt er, 
in  Ayr,  as  attorney  for  the  before  design  «?\2 
Gilbert  Bums,  protested  that  the  same  wen  lawr« 
fully  intimated,  and  asked  and  took  instnuDa>xs 
in  my  hands.    These  things  were  done  betni^t. 
the  hours  of  ten  and  eleren  foreneen,  beftfr« 
and  in  presence  of  William  M'Cubbin*  and  W~£i  . 
liam  Eaton,  apprentices  to  the  Sheriff 
of  Ayr,  witnesses  to  the  premisee. 

(Signed) 

WlUJAK  CXAXdm,  K.  P« 

Wi£tUM  M*C0BBiir,  Witness. 
William  Eatoh,  Witness. 


GLOSSABY. 


*Tia  dk  and  gX  hmwt  tlwaji  tlie  gnttnzBl  Mwid.  The  MNud  of  the  Sngliih  diphthong  oo  ii  oomnMiily 
fpellad  ou.  The  I^neh  %ft eoond  which  oftoa  oeem in  tfao  SootHfh  luigiiftfe>if  marked  oo  or  iii.  The  9, 
in  genoine  Sootlieh  wordi^  exeept  wlien  Ibming  n'diphthong,  or  followed  hy  en  •  mute  nfler  n  aingle  oon« 
■onaa^  eonnde  genefaUj  like  the  hrond  Bngliah  « in  wmlL  The  Soottifh  diphthong  «•  nlwaji^  and  es  Ywf 
oHea,  aoond  like  the  Sieneh  •  maacnline*    The  Soottiih  diphthong  4f  aoondi  like  the  Latin  et." 


Ahaek,  awaj,  aloof,  badnrardfc 

Jhrigh,  at  a  aby  diitanne. 

AheoMf  abovor  np. 

Ahrtad,  abroad,  in  dght,  topnbUilL 

Ahreed,  in  breadth. 

Ae,  one. 

AffOtL 

Af-ioo/,     off-handy     eslempof«!i 

withont  premeditation* 
Afore,  before. 

iOkeii,  often. 

AgUjf,  off  the  right  line^  wrong, 

awry. 
ilAUfM,  perh^i. 
Ainf  own. 
Aim,  iron,  a  tool  of  thai  metnl,  a 

maion'i  ohiieL 
AirUff  eameel  money. 
Airl-pemnf,  a  eilTer  penny  giTen 

ae  erles  or  hiring  money. 
Airt,  qnarler  of  the  hearen«  pdnt 

of  thofiompaefc 
A^tt,  on  one  fide. 
Atiour,  moreoTer,  beyond^beiidef. 
AifA^anoath. 
Aiu,  eatf. 
Atper,  an  oM  bone. 
AiaU,  a  hot  einder,  an  ember  of 

wood. 
Alait,  ftlas. 
Aian^f  alone. 

Akmart,  awkward,  athwnrl 
AwMtMt,  almoei 
Amam^t  among. 
An'f  and,  if. 
Amte,  onoe. 
due,  one. 
Ameni,   overagaine^   eoneeming^ 

abont 
Amitker,  another. 
Ah,  aehea  of  wood»  remaiai  gf  a 

hearth  fire* 
%  abroady  itirriag  in  a  lively 

manner. 


A(j^eeiih,  between. 

Aughi,  poeieeeion,  aa  ''in  a*  my 
anghty"  in  all  my  poaeenion. 

AM^d, 

Auld-farran',  anld  fiurant,  saga- 
dona,  pmdenty  ennning. 

A«a,atalL 

Awa,  away,  begone. 

Att/w^,  awfoL 

Amld'skoon,  old  ehoee  literally,  a 
dieearded  lover  metaphori- 
cally. 

Awmo9f  gift  to  a  beggar. 

Atmtm^'tk,  a  beggar'e  dlah  In 
whioh  the  anmos  ii  reeeired. 

Awm,  the  beard  of  barley,  oats,  Ae. 

Avmtt,  bearded. 

AfOHl,  beyond. 


Aii^,baIL 

Bmbk-nlomit,  bhUd's  fint  elothet. 

BacheU,  ash-boards,  as  pieces  of 

baeket  for  removing  ashes. 
BoMmb^  oomin',  eoming  bael^ 

retaming. 
Batik-ytUf  private  sate. 
BuUimt  endued,  did  stay. 
BaggU,  the  beUy. 
Bairm^  a  ohild. 
jBmni-(i«M^  a  Ikmily  of  ehlldren, 

abrood. 
AiftA,both. 

BolUUt  haUamtt,  baOada. 
Hem,  to  swear. 
ila««^  bonew 

Bang,  to  beat»  to  strive,  to  esoeL 
Bannock,  flat,  round,  soft  eake. 
BattUo,  diminutive  of  bard. 
Ban/li,  barefooted. 
BarU^'hreo,  barlev-brooi,  blood  of 

barley,  malt  uqnor. 
Jlarmjs^  e^  or  like  barm,  7Mity. 
Batekt  a  orew,  a  gang. 
BatU,  botte. 
Banekio-Mrd,  the  bat 


Bamld,  hold. 

Baw^nt,  having  a  white   stripe 

down  the  fiMO. 
B0,  to  let  be,  to  give  over,  to  oease. 
BeeU,  boots. 
Bear,  barley. 
Boarded'hoar,    barley    with    its 

bristiy  head. 
BeoBtie,  dLninutive  of  beast. 
Boei,  beekf  to  add  ftiel  to  a  lire,  to 


SeU^bald. 

Bdyve,   by   and  by,   presently, 

qniokly. 
Ben^  into  the  spenee  or  parlour. 
Benmo9t-bor$,  the  remotest  hole^ 

the  innermost  reoess. 
Bwikamkii,  graoe  after  meat 
ilmilt^  a  book. 
Bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden  dish,  a 

shofi  rapid  raee. 
Bichering,    eareering^     hnnying 

with  quarrelsome  intent 
Bimie,  bimie  ground   is  where 

thick  heath  has  been  burnt, 

leaving  the  bims,  or  unoon- 

sumed   stalks,   standing   np 

sharp  and  stabley. 
Bie,  or  bield,  shelter,  a  sheltered 

plaoe,  the  sunny  nook  of  a 

wood. 
Bim,  wealthy,  plentifhL 
Big,  to  bnUd. 
Biggin,  buildings  a  house. 
Biggii,  built 
ili^  a  bull 
Biilie,  a  brother,  a  young  fellow, 

a  companion. 
Bing,  a  heap  of  grain,  potatoes, 

Birdie-eoehe,  young  eocks,  still  be- 
longing to  the  brood. 

Birk,  birch. 

Birkie,  a  dever,  a  forward  eea- 
eeited  fellow. 

Birring,  the  noise  of  partridgee 
when  they  rise. 

(«ai) 


532 


GLOSSARY. 


Binet,  briBtlei. 

BUf  oriiU,  nick  of  timey  pUee. 

BiOf  a  bustle,  to  bau. 

BlaeV9  lA«  srnNc',  m  black  u  the 

ground. 
BlMti^t  A  ■brlTOllecl  dwarfi  a  term 

of   contempt   taU  of   mii- 

ohief. 
BloMtit,  blasted. 
Blate,  bashfVil,  theepUh. 
Biatk^r,  bladder. 
Blaud,  a  flat  piece  of  anytfaini^  to 

■Up.  ^ 

Blaudin-tJkMMrf  a  heary  driving 

rain;  a  blauding  lignifies  a 

beating. 
Blaw,  to  blow,  to  boaat;  "blaw  i' 

my  lug,"  to  flatter. 
Bleerit,  bedimmed,  e jei  hurt  with 

weeping. 
Bleer  my  een,  dim  my  eyes. 
Bleeaing,  6iaese,  blailag,  flame. 
BlMmm,  idle  talking  feUow. 
Blether,  to  talk  idly. 
BUtk'rin,  talking  idly. 
BUnk,  a  little  whUe,  a  smiling 

look,  to  look  kindly,  to  shine 

by  fits. 
Blinker,  a  term  of  eontempt:  it 

means,  too,  a  lively  engaging 

girl. 
Blinhin*,  smirking,  smiling  with 

the  eyes,  looking  lovingly. 
BUrt  and  Hearten  out-burst  of  grief, 

with  wet  eyes. 
Blue-yown,  one  of  those  beggars 

who   get   annually,  on   the 

king's  birth-day,  a  blue  cloak 

or  gown  with  a  badge. 
Bluid,  blood. 

Blype,  a  shred,  a  large  pleee. 
Bobbit,  the  obeisance  made  by  a 

lady. 
Boeh,  to  vomit,  to  gush  intermit- 
tently, 
fodbed, 'gushed,  romited. 
Bodle,  a  copper  coin  of  the  value 

of  two  pennies  Scots.    . 
Bogie,  a  small  morass. 
Bonnie,  or  honmy,  handsome,  beau* 

UtaL 
Bonnock,  a  kind  of  thick  cake  of 

bread,  a  small  jannock  or  loaf 

made  of  oatmeaL    See  Ban- 

noek, 
Boord,  a  board. 

Bore,  a  hole  in  a  wall,  a  cranny. 
Boortree,  the  shrub  elder,  planted 

much  of  old  in  hedges  of  barn- 
yards and  gardens. 
Bocet,  behoved,  must  needs,  wil- 
fulness. 
Botch,  Uoteh,  an  angry  tumour. 
Bowing,  drinking,  making  meny 

with  liquor. 
Bowk,  body. 
Bwo-kail,  cabbage. 
BoW'houoht,  out-kneed,  crooked  al 

the  knee  Joint 
Bowtf  hewU,  bended,  crooked. 
Brackene,  fem. 
Brae,  a  dedivihr,  a  precipioCi  the 

slope  of  a  hill. 
Braid,  brted. 


Braik,  an  instrument  for  rough- 
dressing  flax. 

Brainge,  to  run  rashly  fiorwardy  to 
ehum  violently. 

Brainft,  "the  horse  braing^t," 
plunged  and  fMted  in  the 
harness. 

Brah,  broke^  became  insolvent 

Branka,  a  kind  of  wooden  curb  for 
horses. 

Brankie,  gaudy. 

Braek,  a  sudden  illness. 

Brate,  coarse  clothes,  rags,  ^0. 

Brattle,  a  short  raee,  hurry,  fluy. 

Braw,  flne^  handsome. 

Brawhft,  or  hraviie,  very  well, 
finely,  heartily,  bravely. 

Braxiee,  diseased  sheep. 

Breaatie,  diminutive  of  breast 

Breaetit,  did  spring  up  or  forward ; 
the  act  of  monntittg  a  hone. 

Bredtame,  a  horse^oUw. 

Breekene,  fem. 

Bre^,  an  invulnerable  or  irresisti- 
ble spelL 

Breeke,  breeches. 

Brent,  bright,  clear;  "a  Crent 
brow,"  a  brow  high  and 
smooth. 

Brewin*,  brewing,  gathering* 

Bree,  juice,  liquid. 

Brig,  a  bridge. 

Brunetane,  brimstone. 

Brieket,  the  breast,  the  bosom. 

Brither,  a  brother. 

Brock,  a  badger. 

Brogue,  a  hum,  a  trick. 

Broo,  broth,  liquid,  water. 

Brooee,  broth,  a  raee  at  countiy 
weddings ;  he  who  first  reaches 
the  bridegroom's  house  on  re- 
turning &om  church  wins  the 
broose. 

Browet,  ale,  as  much  malt  liquor 
as  IE  brewed  at  a  time. 

Brugh,  a  burgh. 

BrmUHe,  a  broil,  combustion. 

Brunt,  did  bum,  burnt 

Bruet,  to  burs^  burst 

Bueian-buUere,  the  boiling  of  the 
sea  among  the  rocks  on  the 
coast  of  Bnchan. 

Buekekin,  an  inhabitant  of  Vir- 
ginia. 

Buff  our  beef,  thrash  us  soundly, 
give  us  a  beating  behind  and 
before. 

Buff  a$ui  bUie,  the  colours  of  the 
Whigs. 

BuirdiM,  stout  made,  broad  built 

Bum-^oek,  the  humming  beetle 
that  lUes  in  the  summer  even- 
ings. 

Bummin,  humming  as  bees,  bus- 
sing. 

BummU,  to  blunder,  a  drone,  an 
idle  fellow. 

Bummler,  a  blunderer,  one  whose 
noise  is  greater  than  his  work. 

Bunker,  a  window-seat 

Bure,  did  bear. 

Bum,  bumie,  water,  a  rivulet»  a 
small  stream  which  is  heard 
as  it  ruDf . 


Bwmitwim%  Iran  the  wia^  tt« 

blacksmith. 
Burr-ikietU,  the  thisll*  of 

landL 
Buekit,  dressed* 
Jwsfcft  —K,  an  oRuunented 

deace. 
BueUp^hudB, 
But,  hot,  wiAost 
But  and  ben,  the  eooatiT  kitcbfls 

and  parlour, 
^y  Amim2^,  lunaae,  distracted,  ba» 

side  himseliL 
^jrJbt,  a  bee-Uve,  a  wild  bee-«ML 
Bgre,  a  oow-hoBS^  a  sheep  fcm. 

C 

Ca%  to  call,  to  naaf,  te  driv*. 
Oa't,  called,  driven«  oalved. 
Cadger,  a  carrier. 

Obi^m^  oromUii^a  petaoB,*yeasc 

fellow,  m  poblie  aeaiiengcr 
Caff,  chafil 
Caird,  a  tinker,  a  maker  of  hi 

spoons  and  teller  of 
Cairn,  a  loose  heap  of  cteoes^  • 

rustle  monument 
Caffiward,  a  fBrnU  eadosKu  for 

calves. 
OaUmameo,  a  certain  kind  of  eetlaa 

cloth  worn  by  ladiee. 
Cailem,  a  boy. 
Cbiler,  firesh. 
CaOet,  a  loose  woman,  a  foQever 

of  a  camp. 
Connie,  gentle,  mild,  dexterooi. 
CdnniUe,  dexterously,  gentJ^. 
Cantie,  or  eanty,  cheet^  merry* 
Oantrmp,  aohaim,  a  epelL 
Cap-etane,    cape-stene^     (opsaoit 

stone  of  the  building. 
Car,  a  mstio  cart  with  or  without 

wheels. 
Coreorin',  mOTing  eheetfally. 
CoMtoek,  the  stalk  of  a  cabh^ge. 
Carl,  an  old  man. 
CaHhemp,  the  male  stalk  of  hemp^ 

easily  known  by  its  superior 

strength  and    stature^  and 

being  without  seed. 
Carlin,  a  stout  old  wenaa. 
Oarteo,  cards. 
Ckmdron,  a  cauldron. 
Ca»dt  and  keel,  chalk  and  red  clay. 
Oiulit,  cold. 
Cbup,  a  woadea  drinking  vessel,  • 

cup. 
(ktoie,  a  hea-eoop. 
Ohmator,  drone  of  a  bagpipe^ 
Cht^,  a  person,  a  fellow. 
Ohaun,  a  stroke,  a  blow. 
Cheek  fur  eAow,  elose  and  united, 

brotherly,  side  by  aidcu 
Cheekit,  cheeked. 
Cheep,  a  chirp,  to  ehirpw 
Chiel,  or  eheal,  a  young  ftellow. 
Ckim^  or  ohiaUief  a  fire-giil^ 

fire-place. 
Chignla4mo,  the  fire-side. 
Chirpe,  once  of  a  youn^  bird. 
Chittorimg,  shivering  tsemblinf; 
Choekin,  choking. 
Chom,  to  chew|  a  quid  of  tohMia 
Ohuekie^  a  brood-hen* 
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CimJU,  &t-fiwed. 

CtackoH,  a  imall  Tfllago  about  a 

chnrohy  a  hamlel. 
07aff€,  or  ttaetf  dothti. 
CUutk,  doth. 
(Haithing,  clothing. 
Cloven  tmd  kwter;  agreeable  non- 

senee,  to  talk  foolishly. 
Qapper-clap§,  the  elapper  of  a 

mill ;  it  is  now  silenced. 
Ctnp-^Uickf  daiyper  of  a  milL 
CUkHie^  dirty,  filthy. 
Clarkii,  wrote. 
Cltaik,  an  idle  tale. 
Claiter,  to  tell  littfe  Idle  stories, 

an  Idle  stoiy. 
ClauglUy  snatched  at,  laid  hold  of. 
Claui,  to  clean,  to  scrape. 
CZoated,  scraped. 
Cla^  to  scratch. 
CU«di  to  clothe. 
CUek,  hook,  snatch. 
(TbeKii,  a  brood  of  eUckens,  or 

ducks. 
CUg$,  the  gad  flies. 
CUnkin,  « clinking  doWDi"  dtting 

down  hastily. 
CUnhum'heU,  the  church  bell ;  he 

who  rings  it ;  a  sort  of  beadle. 
Clip;  wool-Miears. 
aUhmaeUntr^  idle  eonrersation. 
Clocks  to  hatch,  a  beetle. 
Otodh'fi,  hatching. 
Clootf  the  hoof  of  a  eoW|  sheep, 

Clootie,  a  familiar  name  for  the 

dcTlL 
Clomrt  a  bump,  or  swelling,  after 

a  blow. 
Cloutin,  repairing  with  doth. 
Clud;  doads. 
Clunky  the  soond  in  setting  down 

an  empty  bottle. 
Co€uttnf  wheedling. 
CobUf  a  flshhig*boat. 
Cod,  a  pillow. 
Cof^,  boDght 

Cog,  and  ooggte,  a  wooden  dish. 
CoiiOf  from  Kyle,  a  district  in 

Ayrshire,  so  called^  saith  tia- 

dition,  from  CoU,  or  Coilos,  a 

Pictish  monarch. 
ColUet  a  general,  and  sometimes  a 
*    particular  name  for  eonntry 

ours. 
CbUit-ehanffie,  a  quarrd  among 

dogs,  an  Irish  row. 
Commaun,  command. 
Cbnvovecf,  aoeompaaied  loringly. 
Cootdin  hor  linena,  eool'd  In  her 

death-shift 
Coetdf  the  end. 
Ooe/t  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 
Cookit,  appeared  and  disappeared 

by  fits. 
Coooer,  a  stallion. 
OmmI,  did  east 
Cbe<,  the  ankle^  a  spedes  of  water- 

fowL 
Corht€»,  blood  erows. 
OooHm,  a   wooden   dlshf  rongh- 

legged. 
Cortf  corps,  party,  dan. 
Com%  fed  wHh  oats. 


Cbtter,  the  inhabitant  of  a  cot- 

hovse,  or  eottage. 
Couthie,  kind,  loTing. 
Cove,  a  care. 
Cowe,  to  terrify,  to  keep  nnder,  to 

lop. 
CoKp,  to  barter,  to  tamble  OTor. 
Cottp  the  era»,  to  tamble  a  full 

backet  or  basket 
Oowpit,  tumbled. 
Cowin,  cowering. 
Oowte,  a  colt 
Coeie,  snug. 

Crahhii,  crabbed,  fretftiL 
Creuke,  a  disease  of  horsef. 
Crock,  conTorsationy  to  eouTerse, 

to  boast 
Craekin',    erackedt     eouTersing, 

oonyefsed. 
OraJ^  or  erofi,  a  Add  near  a  house, 

in  old  husbandry. 
Croig,  eraigie,  neck. 
Crodta,  ories  or  calls  Ineessanttyy  a 

bird,  the  com-xalL 
CrambO'^ikkf    or    eramho^jiwgU, 

rhymes,.doggrd  rerses. 
Cr^k,  the  noise  of  an  ungreased 

wheel — metaphorically  inhar- 
monious Terse. 
Crenhome,  fretful,  captious. 
Cramremek,  the  hoar-fiikst»  called  In 

Kithsdale  «<  froei-rhyme." 
Crap,  a  erop»  to  crop. 
CrwD,  a  crow  of  a  cock,  a  rook. 
Creel,  a  basket^  to  have  one's  wits 

in  a  creel,  to  be  cmedy  to  be 

fascinated. 
Create,  greasy* 

CMbd,  or  Onrnd,  to  eoo  as  a  dore. 

Crooim,  a  hollow  and  continued 

^       moan;  to  make  a  noise  like 

the  low  roar  of  a  bull;  to 

hum  a  tune. 
Crooning,  humming. 
Oremekio,  erook4>aeked. 
Cronee,  cheerflil,  eourageout. 
Cronelg,  cheerfully,  oourageouaXy* 
Crowdie,  a  oompodtion  of  oatmeid, 

boiled    water    and    butter; 

sometimes   made   from   the 

broth  of  beef,  mutton,  Ae.  Ac 
Crowdie  time,  brMklast  time. 
Crowlin,   crawling,   a   deformed 

creeping  thing. 
Crummi^e  nieke,  marki   on  the 

horns  of  a  cow. 
Orummoek,  Cremmet,  a  WW  with 

crooked  hwus. 
Crtmwioek  driddle,  walk  slowly^ 

leaning   on   a  staff  with  a 

crooked  head. 
Cnmp  erwmpin,  hard  and  brittle, 

spoken  of  bread ;  frusan  snow 

yielding  to  the  foot 
Ckittut,  a  blow  on  the  head  with  a 

cudgeL 
Cuddle,  to  chip  and  caress. 
Cnwmoek,  a  short  staff,  with  a 

crooked  bead. 
CWeA,  a  eorering  fbr  the  head,  a 

kerehiell 
CWre&M^  a  earte^,  female  obei- 


Atrlcr,  a  player  al  a  game  en  the 


ice,   practised  in   Seotlandf 

called  curling. 
Cnrlie,  curled,  whose  hair  Ihlls 

naturally  in  ringlets. 
Cmrlimg,  a  wdl-known  game  on 

the  ice. 
Citnimrring,  murmuring,  a  slight 

rumbling  noise. 
Curpin,  the  crupper,  the  rump. 
CmU,  the  rear. 

Cuekai,  the  dOTO,  or  wood-pigeon 
Cnitg,  short,  a  spoon  broken  in  the 

middle. 
Cutty  Stool,  or,  Creepie  Chair,  the 

seat  of  shame,  stool  of  re- 
pentance. 

D. 
Daddie,  a  fkther. 
Ik^tu  merriment  foolishness. 
Delft,  aerry,  giddy,  foolish ;  Da/l" 

knekie,  inad  fish. 
Z>atm«n,  rare,  now  and  then;  Ded^ 

men  icker,  an  ear  of  earn  oo- 

casionally. 
Dainty,  pleasant  goed-hnmoured, 

agreeable,  rare. 
Dandered,  wandered. 
Darkline,  darkling,  without  light 
i>aiM^ to  thrash,  to  abuse;  Damdit^ 

ehowere,  rain  urged  by  wind. 
Daur,  to  dm;  Daurt,  dared. 
Daurg,  or  Damrk,  a  day's  labour. 
Daur,  dauma,  dare,  dare  not 
Daeoe,  diminutiTe  of  Darie,  as 

Davie  is  of  David. 
Dated,  a  large  piece. 
Damn,  dawning  of  the  day. 
Dawtit,  datetet,  fondled,  classed. 
Dtariee,    diminutive    of    dears,' 

sweethearts. 
Dearth,  dear,  ezpendve. 
Deaoe,  to  deafen. 
Deil-ma-eare,  no  matter  for  all 

that 
Deleerit,  delirious. 
Deecrive,  to  describe,  to  peredro. 
J9edtf,  ducks. 
J>ight,  to  wipe,  to  dean  oom  fron 

chaff. 
Dimg,  to  worst  to  push,  to  Mxpau^ 

to  excel. 
Dink,  neat  Udy-like. 
Dinna,  do  not 
Dirl,  a  slight  tromnlons  stroke  os 

pain,  a  tremulous  motion.. 
Dietain,  stain. 
lHmm,adoiea« 
'Dochter,  daughter. 
Doited,  stupified,  silly  from  agOh 
i>o&,stupified,  erased;  also  a  foot 
Domie,  unlucky,  affectedly  neat 

and  trim,  pettish. 
Doodle,  to  dandle. 
Dool,  sorrow,  to  lament,  to  moan. 
Dooe,  doTcs,  pigeons. 
Doriy,  saucy,  nice. 
Donee,  or  iloiiei^  sober,  wise,  pm- 

dent 
Domeely,  soberiy,  prudently. 
Domgki,  was  or  were  able. 
l>Mip^  backride. 
Dowp-eke^,  one  that  strikes  tiie 

taiL 
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Dour  and  difif  Btillen  and  sallow. 

Doutr,  more  pradent. 

Ihwt  am  or  are  able,  can. 

J>owff,  pithleu,  wanitDg  foree. 

Jhmtt  worn  with  grief|  fatignei 
Ac,  half  aileep. 

J)i>wnaf  am  or  are  not  able,  can- 
not. 

J>o^Ut  wearied,  t zbaatted. 

Doittn,  itapifled,  the  effects  of  age, 
to  doien,  to  benvmb. 

Jhrahf  a  yoong  female  beggar  j  to 
spot,  to  stain. 

Drop,  a  drop,  to  drop. 

JOrapping,  dropping. 

DraunHng,  drawling,  Speaking 
with  a  sectarian  tone. 

Jhtepf  to  OOEA,  to  drop. 

J)reigk,  tedious,  long  about  it,  lin- 
gering. 

DribbU,  drisiling,  trickling. 

DriddUf  the  motion  of  one  who 
tries  to  dance  but  mores  the 
middle  only. 

Drift,  a  drore,  a  flight  of  fowls, 
snow  moved  by  the  wind. 

Proddum,  the  breech. 

Drone,  part  of  a  bagj^pe,  the 
chanter. 

Droop  rumpPt,  that  droops  at  the 
crupper. 

Droukit,  wet 

Drouth,  thirst,  drought 

Drucken,  drunken. 

Drumlg,  muddy. 

Drummock,  or  Draminoek,  meal 
and  water  mixed,  raw. 

Drunt,  pet,  sour  humour. 

Dub,.^  small  pond,  a  hollow  filled 
with  rain  water. 

Dudt,  rags,  clothes. 

DuddU,  ragged. 

Dung-dang,  worsted,  pushed, 
■tricken. 

Dunted,  throbbed,  beaten. 

DMh-dunth,  to  push,  or  butt  as  a 
ram. 

Dutht,  Qvereome  with  superstitious 
fear,  to  drop  down  snddenljk 

Dytor,  bankiupt,  or  about  to  be- 
come one. 

F'e,  the  eye. 

Htm,  the  eyes,  the  orening. 

^ebrm,  the  eyebrow. 

Benim*,  the  evening. 

jEerie^  frighted,  haunted,  dreading 
apirits. 

J?r<4,4ldag6. 

£tbutk,ak6  elbow. 

EldritA,  gfaasUy,  frightful,  elrish. 

En*,  end. 

Enhruqh,  Edinburgh. 

Eneugk,  and  aiieiie&,  enough. 

Emecial,  espeeially. 

Etker-*tone,  stone  formed  by  ad- 
ders, an'  adder  bead. 

Etile,  to  ts^E,  attempt^  aim. 

Ejfdcnt,  diligent 

r. 

Fa%  fan,  lot»  to  fisU,  hU, 

Ftf  iAai,<to«enjoj«io  tiy,  to  inherit 


FtMom'i,  fhthomed,  measurtd 
with  the  extended  arms. 

Faeo,  foes. 

Faem,  foam  of  the  sea. 

Faikot,  fargirtn  or  excused,  aba- 
ted, a  demand. 

Fainnem,  gladness,  oTweome  with 
joy. 

Fairin',  fairing^  a  present  brought 
from  a  fair. 

Fallow,  fellow. 

Fond,  did  find. 

Fart,  a  cake  of  bread;  third  part 
of  a  cake. 

Fath,  trouMe^  oare,  to  trouble,  to 
can  for. 

Fashoou*,  troublesome. 

Fatki,  troubled. 

FaHen  ^en,  Fasten's  even. 

Faugktf  fight 

Faugh,  a  single  fturow,  out  of  lea, 
fallow. 

Fttuld,  and  Fald,  a  1M  for  aheep^ 
to  fold. 

iVnitylknlt 

Fawiont,  decent,  seemly. 

Ftal,  loyal,  steadflkst 

Foar/u^,  feaifU,  frightftiL 

Fom^t,  affrighted. 

Feat,  nea^  spruce^  derer. 

Feehi,  to  fight 

Feehtin*,  flgh^g. 

Feck  and/eA^  number,  quantity. 

Feeket,  an  under-waisteoat 

Feekfv^,  large,  brawny,  stout 

Feckhae,  puny,  weak,  silly. 

FecJUg,  mosUy. 

Feg,  a  fig. 

Fegt,  fkith,  an  exclamation.^ 

Feide,  feud,  enmity. 

Fell,  keen,  biting;  the  flesh  im- 
mediately under  the  skin; 
level  moor. 

Fellg,  relentless. 

Fend,  Fen,  to  make  a  sldf^  con- 
trive to  live. 

Fertie  or  ferley,  to  wonder,  a  won- 
der, a  term  of  contempt 

Fetch,  to  pull  by  fits. 

Fet<^%  pull'd  intermittently. 

Feg,  strange;  one  marked  for 
death,  pndestined. 

Fidge,  to  fidget,  fidgeting. 

Fidgin-fain,  tickled  with  pleasure. 

Fimt,  fiend,  a  petty  oath. 

Fien  ma  earo,  the  devil  may 
care. 

Fier,  sound,  healthy;  a  brother,  a 
friend. 

Fierrie,  bustle,  activity. 

FueU,  to  make  a  rustling  noiBe,  to 
fidgety  bustle,  Aiss. 

Fit,  foot 

FiUie4an,  the  nearor  horse  of 
the  hindmost  pair  in  the 
plough. 

Fia,  to  make  a  hissing  noise,  fiiss^ 
disturbance. 

Flaffen,  the  motion  of  rags  in  the 
wind;  of  wings. 

Flainen,  flannel. 

Flandrekine,  foreign  generals,  sol- 
diers of  Flanders. 

Flang,  threw  with  violenoa. 


FUeeh,  to  supplicate  in  a  <i**t«T4«£ 

manner. 
FUtckin,  sappUcatiag. 
FUeeh,  a  fleece. 
Fleg,  a  kidc,  a  random  How,  m 

fis^t 

Fleth^,  to  decoy  by  fair  wards. 
Fbtkrin,    Jhthera,      flatteriAg— 

smooth  wheedling  word^ 
Fleg,  to  scare,  to  frighten. 
FUehttr,  JlidUmimg,  to  flutter  aa 

young  nestUags  do  whea  thair 

dam  approaches. 
Flindere,  shreds,  broken  pieoae. 
FUtiain-irte,  a   piece  of   tiaaber 

bung  by  way  of  partitioa  b^ 

tween  two  konas  in  a  atnWa; 

FlidLfiUhg,  to  fret  at  tke  yoka^. 

FHahtt,  fretted. 

Flitter,  to  vibrate  like  the  wia|^ 

of  small  birds. 
Flittering,    fluttering,    Ttbratia^ 

moving     tremulously     from, 

place  to  plaoe. 
Ftunkio,  a  aerrant  in  Uvosiy. 
Flgte,   fyti^p    aeold;     liytinfr 

■oolding, 
J'oor,  hastened. 
Foord,  a  ford. 
Forh€ar9,  forelhtheit. 
JY>*&ye,  besidea. 
For/aim,  distressed,  worn   «at. 

Jaded,  forlorn,  deslitate. 
Forgather,  to  meet,  to  anoeunter 

with. 
Forgte,  to  forgive. 
Foriuawed,  worn  ovt 
Forjeiket^  ^ded.  with  fatigoe. 
/oil',  friU,  drunk. 
Foughten,  /or/ougktemg   troubled, 

Iktiguad. 
Fout-thief,  the  devH,  the  areh^ 

fiend. 
Fouih,  plenty,  enoagh,  or  mors 

than  enough. 
Fov,  a  measure,  a  bushel:  ako 

apitchforlc. 
Frae,  from. 
Fnath,  fMh,  the  frothing  of  ala 

in  the  tankard. 
Frim*,  friend. 
Froetg^oalker,  the  heels  ajid  front 

of  a  hoi^e-shoe,  tuined  sharp. 

ly  up  for  riding  on  an  icy 

road. 
fV,fulL 
Fudf  the  sent  or  tail  of  tha  bare^ 

ooney,  Ac. 
Fuffp  to  btow  iateimlttenUy. 
FuJiant,  fbll-handed ;  said  of  one 

well  to  live  in  the  worUL 
Funnie,  frill  of  merriment 
i'WffMiAtii,  the  hindmost  horse  on 

the  right  hand  when  plough- 
ing. 
Furder,  further,  sneoead. 
Furtn,  a  form,  a  benoh. 
Fueionlen,  spiritless,  without  cs^ 

or  soul. 
Fgke,  trifliog  carea^  to  be  in  afr&sa 

about  trifles, 
jyta,  to  soil,  to  dirty. 
Fglt,  soiled,  dirtied. 
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Oah,  the  m<mtli|  to  ipMk  boldly  or 
pertly. 

OttttrlunM,  Wftllet>iDmO|  or  ^ker. 

Oat,  to  go;  gaedj  went;  game  or 
^aen,  gone ;  gaun,  going. 

Oaei  or  gatt,  way,  nuuiner,  road. 

Gair§,  parts  of  a  lady*!  gowa. 

Gmtg,  to  go,  to  walk. 

Gangrtl,  a  wandering  pereon. 

6rar^  to  make,  to  force  to ;  gar't, 
forced  to. 

Oarten,  a  garter. 

GomH,  wise,  sagaeionjy  talkatiTe» 
to  oonTorae. 

Gaity,  failing  in  body. 

(7<iiicv,  Jolly,  large,  plnniw 

Gaui  and  ffad,  a  rod  or  goad. 

Gaudtman,  one  who  driTOf  the 
honea  at  the  plough. 

<?aini,  going. 

Oaunt^  yawned,  longed. 

Oawkit,  a  thonghtloM  penon,  and 
•omething  weak. 

Gaylitt,  oylie,  pretty  weU. 

Gear,  richef,  goods  of  any  kind. 

Gtek,  to  toes  Sie  head  in  wanton- 
ness or  seom. 

Gtd,  a  pike. 

Gentle;  great  folki. 

Gtnty,  elegant. 

G^ordie,  Oeorge,  a  gninea,  called 
Oeordie  from  the  head  of 
King  George. 

Gh  and  gtat,  a  child,  a  yonng 
one. 

QhaiH,  gkauti»,  a  ghost 

Gie,  to  give;  gi^  g»TO>  ^^> 
giren. 

Gi/Ue,  diminntlre  of  gift. 

OigUu,  langhing  maidens. 

GiUU,  gUloek,  diminuUve  of  gUL 

Oitjteg,  a  half-grown,  half-inform- 
ed boy  or  girl,  a  romping  lad, 
a  hoyden. 

Gimnur,  an  ewe  two  years  old,  a 
contemptuous  term  for  a  wo- 
man. 

Gin,  if,  against 

Qiptty,  a  yonng  girL 

Girdle,  a  round  iron  plate  on 
which  oat-cake  is  flred. 

Gim,  to  grin,  to  twist  the  features 
in  rage,  agony,  Ac;  grin- 
ning. 

Gia,  a  periwig,  the  face. 

Giaikii,  inattentive,  foolish. 

Glaive,  a  sword. 

GlaiMi^,  guttering,  imooth,  like 
glass. 

Glenmed,  grasped,  snatched  al 
eageriy. 

Gtrran,  a  poutherie  giiran,  a  little 
Tigorons  animal;  a  horse 
rather  old,  but  yet  active 
when  heated. 

Gled,  a  hawk. 

GUg,  shaqH  ready. 

Glejff  m  sq^nt,  to  squint;  a-gleg, 
off  at  a  side,  wrong. 

Gteffde,  an  old  horse. 

Glib-galfblt,  that  speaks  smoothly 
and  readily. 


(7/tc&  o*  Idfi',  a  portion  of  ground. 

The  ground  belonging  to  a 

manse  is  called  «the  glieb," 

or  portion. 
Glint,  gliniiH',  to  peep. 
Glinted  by,  went  brightly  past 
Gloamin,  the  twUight 
Gloamin-ehot,  twilight-musing;  a 

shotinthetwiUght 
Glomr,  to  stare,  to  look;  a  stare, 

a  look. 
Oltnoran,  amased,  looking  suspi- 
ciously, gasing. 
Glmn,  displeased. 
Gor-^oeke,  the  red>game,  red-cock, 

or  moor-cock. 
Oowan,  the  flower  of  the  daisy, 

dandelion,  hawkweed,  Ac 
Omeang,  coTcred  with  daisies. 
Goavan,  walking  as  if  blind,  or 

witiiout  an  aim. 
Oowd,  gold. 
Gmol,  to  howL 
Govff,  a  fool ;  the  game  of  golf, 

to  strike,  as  the  bat  does  the 

ball  at  goU: 
Gowk,   term    of    oontempt,   the 

cuckoo. 
Grane  or  grain,  a  groan,  to  groan ; 

graiming,  groaning. 
Graip,  a  pronged  instrument  for 

cleaning  cowhouses. 
Graith,  acooutrements,  ftimiture, 

dress. 
Oraftnie,  grandmother. 
Xfrape,  to  grope ;  grapet,  groped. 
Great,  grit,  intimate,  famUiar. 
Gree,  to  agree ;  to  hear  the  gree,  to 

be  decidedly  Tictor;   gre^t, 

agreed. 
OreeM'-graff,  green  grave 
Orueeome,  loathsomely,  grim. 
Greet,  to  shed    tears,  to   weep; 

greetiu',  weeping. 
Greg^neek-quiU,  a  qmll  vnUt  for  m 

pen. 
Griene,  longs,  desires. 
Qrievee,  stewards. 
Orippit,  seited. 

Groanin-Maut,  drink  for  the  cum- 
mers at  a  lying-in. 
Groat,  to  get  the  whistle  of  one's 

groat ;  to  play  a  losing  game, 

to  feel  the  consequences  of 

one's  folly. 
Groeet, »  goosebeny. 
Gr^tmpk,  a  grunt,  to  grunt 
Gntmphie,  Grumpkin,  a  sow ;  the 

snorting  of  an  angry  pig. 
Grun',  gronad. 
Gnmetome,  a  grindstone. 
GruntU,  the  phis,  the  snout,  a 

grunting  nobe. 
Gruneie,  m  mouth  wMch   pokes 

out  like  that  of  a  pig. 
Gruekie,  thick,  of  thriving  growth* 
Gmde,  gmd,  guide,  the  Supreme 

Being,  good,  goods. 
Gmde  oWd-Aos  been,  was  once  ex- 
cellent 
Guid-wtomin*,  good^morrow. 
^Ovid-e^eH,  good  evening. 
Guidfatker  and  auidmotker,  father- 

ia-lawy  and  mother-in-law. 


Ouidman  and  guidwi/e,  the  master 

and  mistress  of  the  house; 

yoiifi^  guidnan,  a  man  newly 

married. 
GuUg  or  OuUie,  a  large  knife. 
Gulravage,  joyous  mischief. 
Oumlie,  muddy. 
Gumption,    discernment     know* 

ledge,  talent 
Ouetg,  gnetfu\  tastefta. 
Gut-eeraper,  a  flddler. 
Outeiker,  grandsire. 

H. 

JTa',  hall. 

As*  BibU,  the  great  Bible  that  lies 
in  the  halt 

Haddin*,  house,  home,  dwelUng- 
place,  a  possession. 

Hae,  to  have,  to  accept 

Haen^  had  (the  participle  of  hae); 
haven. 

Haet,  Jient  kaet,  a  petty  oath  of 
negation;  nothing. 

Haffet,  the  temple,  the  dde  of  tha  . 
head. 

Haffiine,  nearly  half,  partly,  not 
fully  grown. 

Hag,  a  gulf  in  mosses  and  moors, 
moss-ground. 

Haggie,  a  kind  of  pudding,  boiled 
in  the  stomach  of  a  cow,  or 
sheep. 

Hain,  to  spare,  to  save,  to  lay  oat 
at  interest 

Sain'd,  spared;  kain'd  gear, 
hoarded  money. 

ffairet,  harvest 

ffaitk,  a  petty  oath* 

Haivere,  nonsense,  speaking  with-  • 
out  thought 

ffaP,  or  hald,  an  abiding  place. 

Sale,  or  kaiU,  whole,  tight»  heal- 
thy. 

ffallan,  a  particular  partition-wall 
in  a  cottage,  or  more  pro- 
perly a  seat  of  turf  at  the 
outside. 

ffallowtnaee,  Hallow-CVC,  Slst  Oc- 
tober. 

Balg,  holy;  "haly-pool,"  ho|y 
well  with  healing  qualities. 

Hame,  home. 

Mamwtered,  the  noise  of  feet  like 
the  din  of  hammers. 

Han'e  breed,  hand's  breadth. 

Sdnke,  thread  as  it  comes  from 
the  measuring  reel,  quanti- 
ties, Ac 

Bameel^krone,  throne  when  flnt 
occupied  by  a  king. 

Ay^  an  outer  garment,  mantle, 
plaid,  Ac. ;  to  wrap,  to  cover, 
to  hap. 

Marigale,  heart,  liver,  and  Ughti 
of  an  animal. 

ffap-ekackled,  when  a  fore  and 
hind  foot  of  a  ram  are  fastened 
together  to  prevent  leaping, 
he  is  said  to  be  hap-shackled. 
A  wife  is  caUed  "the  kirk's 
hap-shackle." 

Sapper,  a  hopper,  the  hopper  of 
a  milL 
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7,  hopping. 

ffap-^tqa-an'-ioup,  hop,  atop,  and 
leap. 

Harkit,  hearkened. 

Bam,  a  very  coane  lineo. 

Btuik,  a  fellow  who  knows  not  how 
to  act  with  propriety. 

ffa&tttf  haitened. 

Saudf  to  hold. 

Baugka,  low-lying,  rich  land, 
raUeya. 

Saurlf  to  dragy  to  poll  Wolently. 

Saurltn,  tearing  off,  poUUig 
roughly. 

SoMT-meal,  oatmeaL 

JIaveril,  a  half-witted  penon»  half- 
witted, one  who  habitaally 
talki  in  a  foolish  or  incohe- 
rent mannw. 

Mafrint,  good  manners,  deoomm, 

£»od  aense. 
«,  a  oow,  properly  one  with 
a  white  face. 

MmMpHf  heaped. 

ffeaUome,  healthful,  wholeaome. 

ffear^e,  hoarse. 

Beather,  heath. 

Beeh,  oh  strange!  an  ezolamation 
during  heavy  work. 

Booki,  promiaed,  to  foretell  some- 
thing that  is  to  be  got  or 
given,  foretold,  the  thing  fore- 
told, offered. 

BeekU,  a  board  in  which  are  fixed 
a  number  of  sharp  steel 
prongs  upright  for  dressing 
hemp,  flax,  Ac. 

Bm  baUnt,  words  nsed  to  soothe  a 
child. 

BeeU-owre-goiedUf  topsy-turvy, 
turned  the  bottom  upwards. 

Beae,  to  elevate,  to  rise,  to  lift. 

Hellim,  the  rudder  or  helm. 

Btrd,  to  .tend  flocks,  one  who 
tends  flocks. 

JGTemV,  a  herring. 

B^ny,  to  plunder ;  most  properly 
to  plunder  birds'  nests. 

BttTjfment,  plundering,  devasta- 
tion. 

Benel-hirBel,  a  flock  of  sheep, 
also  a  herd  of  cattle  of  any 
sort 

Bet,  hot,  heated. 

Bettgh,  a  crag,  a  ravine;  eoal- 
heughf  a  coal-pit;  lowin  heugh, 
a  biasing  pit. 

BiUh,  hilekin',  to  hall»  halting. 

Bifuy,  honey. 

Hing,  to  hang. 

BirjiU,  to  walk  crasily,  to  walk 
lamely,  to  creep. 

Bi$ii€f  dry,  ohapt,  barren. 

Bitekt,  a  loop,  made  a  knot 

Biane,  hussy,  a  young  girL 

Boddin,  the  motion  of  a  husband- 
man riding  on  a  cart-horse, 
humble. 

Boddin-gray,  woollen  cloth  of  a 
coarse  quality,  made  by  min- 
gling one  black  fleece  with  a 
dosen  white  ones. 

Boggie,  a  two-year-old  sheep. 

ffog-tcore,  a  distance  line  in  curl- 


ing drawn  across  the  rink. 

When  a  stone  fails  to  cross  it, 

a  cry  is  raised  of  ''A  hog,  a 

hog !"  and  it  is  removed. 
Bog-*hoiiihcr,  a  kind  of  horse-play 

by  justUng  with  the  shoulder ; 

to  Jnstle. 
Boodie-eraWf  a  blood  crow,  corbie. 
Boolf  outer  skin  or  case^  a  nutaheUi 

a  pea-husk* 
Boolitf  slowly,  leisurely. 
Board,  a  hoed^,  to  hoard. 
Boordit,  hoarded. 
Bom,  a  spoon  made  of  horn. 
Bomie,  one  of  the  many  names 

of  the  deviL 
Bott,  or  hoatt,  to  cough. 
Bottin,  coughing. 
Botckd,      turned      topsy-torvy, 

blended,  ruined,  moved. 
Bomghmagandie,  loose  behaviour* 
Bowl^,  an  owL 
BouMte,  diminutive  of  house. 
Bove,  hoved,  to  heave,  to  swelL 
Bowdie,  a  midwife. 
Bowe,  hollow,  a  hollow  or  delL 
Bowthackit,  sunk  in   the    back, 

spoken  of  a  horse. 
Boufff,  a  house  of  restni. 
BmSs,  to  dig. 
Botokit,  digged. 
Bowkin\  digging  deep. 
Bog,  hog't,  to  urge,  urged. 
Bogtt,  a  pull  upwards.   **  Hoyse  a 

creel,"  to  raise  a  basket;  hence 

"hoisting  creeb." 
BogU,  to  amUe  erasily.  ^' 

Bughoe,  diminutive  of  Hughie,  as 

Hughie  is  of  Hugh. 
Bunu  and  hankan,  mumbles  and 

seeks  to  do  what  he  cannot 

perform. 
BwuMn,  kneeling  and  iUling  back 

on  the  hams. 
BwreKetm,  a  hedgehog. 
Burdiet,  the  loins,  the  crupper. 
Bu»hion,  a  cushion,  also  a  stock- 
ing wanting  the  foot 
BuckyalUd,  to  move  with  a  hllch. 

I. 

leher,  an  oar  of  com. 
lerot,  a  great  grandchild. 
Ilk,  or  ilka,  each,  every. 
Jli-deedie,  mischievous. 
lU'Wtltte,    ill-naturec^   malicious, 

niggardly. 
Ingine,  genius,  ingenuity. 
JngU,  fire,  fireplace. 
Ingle-low,  light  from  the  fire,  flame 

from  the  hearth. 
I  rede  ye,  I  advise  ye,  I  warn  ye. 
/*f<V  I  shall  or  will. 
/(Aer,  other,  one  another. 

J. 

Jttd,  jade;  also  a  familiar  term 
among  country  folks  for  a 
giddy  young  girL 

Jauk,  to  dally,  to  trifle. 

Jaukin*,  trifling,  dallying.  * 

Jauner,  talking,  and  not  always 
to  the  purpose. 


Jamp,  a  jerk  of  water;  to  jeck,  as 

agitated  water. 
Jam,  eoarse  raillery,  to  pour  en, 

to  shut,  to  jerk  as  water. 
je2lcl,ajUt,agiddjgiiL 
Jimp,  to  jump,  slender  in   the 

waist,  handsome. 
t/MiJb,  to  dodge,  to  torn  a  eoner ; 

a  sodden  turning,  a  oomer. 
Jimk  cm'  diddU,  moving  to  musie, 

motion  of  a  fiddler's  elbow. 

Starting  here  and  there  with 

a  tremnloos  movement 
Jinher,  that  turns  quickly,  a  gkj 

sprightly  girL 
Jinkin',  dod^g,  the  quSek  motiott 

of  the  bow  on  tiie  fiddle. 
Jirif  a  jerk,  the  emission  at  water, 

to  squirt 
JocUleg,  a  kind  of  knifV. 
Jouk,  to  stoop,  to  bow  tiie  head,  to 

oonoeaL 
JotB,  to  jow,  a  verh,  which  in- 

cIttM  both  the  swingitig  mo- 
tion and  pealing  eowid  of  a 

large  bell;  also  the  nnduU- 

tion  of  water. 
Jwndit,  to  jostle,  a  push  with  the 

elbow. 


JTae,  a  daw. 

Kail,  oolewort,  a  kind  of  broth. 
KaUrtuU,  the  stem  of  eolewort 
Kain,  fowls,  Ac,  paid  as  rent  by  a 

farmer. 
JEeftort,  rafWrs. 
Kehhuek,  a  oheesi. 
KeckU,  joyous  cry;  to  eaekle  as  a 

hen. 
JCeek,  a  keek,  to  peep. 
Kelpie»,   a    sort  of  mischievous 

wator-spirit,   ndd    to    haunt 

fords  and  ferries  at  night,  es- 
pecially in  storms. 
Km,  to   know;  ktn'd  or   JbtaV, 

knew. 
JTcnnui,  a  small  matter. 
Ket-Kettv,  matted,   a   fleece    of 

wooL 
Kiaught,  carking,  anxiety,  to  be 

in  a  flutter* 
KiU,ti}  truss  up  the  clothes, 
Kimmer,  a  young  girl,  a  gossip. 
Kin',  kindred. 
Kin%  kind. 
King^i-kood,  a  oertain  part  of  the 

entrails  of  an  ox. 
iTintra,  kinirie,  country. 
Kim,  the  harvest  supper*  a  chnnL 
Kirwen,  to  christen,  to  baptise. 
Kitt,  chest,  a  shop-counter. 
Kiteken,  anything  that  oats  with 

hread,   to    serve    for   soupi 

Kittle,  to  tickle,  ticklish. 
KUUing,  a  young  eat    The  ae« 

of  diamonds  is  called  mmMig 

rustics  the  kittUn's  e'e. 
Knaggi^  like  knags,  cer  points  of 

rooks. 
KhappinJiammer,  a  hammer  fee 

breaking   stones;    iwAjny   t9 

strike  or  break. 
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Kntuiin,    erooked    but    itrongy 

knotty. 
Kmme,  m  imal],  riNind  Ikillook,  ft 

kaolL 
Kuittle,  to  coddle;  kmiXimf  end- 

dling,  fondlidg. 


Kfftj  cowl. 
AyU,  the  bellj. 


Uf  a  diatriot  in  AjnhirA. 


i^tie,  to  difooTeri  to  show  one*! 
fel£ 


Zahour,  thntfli. 

JtQddie,  dxminstiTe  of  lad. 

Lag^tnf  the  angle  betireen  the 

aide  and   lae  bottom  of  a 

wooden  diah. 
Laigh,  low. 

Lairing,  lairie,  wading,  and  fink- 
ing in  inow,  mad,  kc,  miiy. 
Zaif A»  loath,  impiiiei 
Uith/u%  baahflil,  iheeplihi   ab- 

•tomiooa. 
LallaM,   Beottiflh   dialeot»  Low- 

landa. 
Lamhitf  diminntlTe  of  lamb. 
ZonuiMif  moon,  harreat-moon. 
Lammtf  a  kind  of  ihell-flah,  Ta 

limpet. 
Zan*,  land,  eatote. 
LaH'^^&n,  foromott  hone  in  the 

ploagh. 
Lan'-akin,  hindmoat  hone  in  the 

plough.  * 

Lane,  lone ;  mg  lam,  4kg  lane,  JkCf 

myaelf  alone. 
Lantlg,  lonely. 
Lang,  long ;  to  ikink  hmg,  to  long, 

to  weary. 
Lap,  did  leap. 

Late  and  air,  lato  and  early. 
Lave,  the  reat»  the  remainderi  the 

otben. 
Larerook,  the  lark. 
Latvian',  lowland. 
Lag  mg  dead,  attribnto  my  death. 
Leal,  L^al,  tme,  faithftiL 
Lear,  learning,  lore. 
LeiJang,  live>long. 
Leeeome   luve,    happy^   gladaome 

lore. 
Leae  me,  a  phraae  of  eongratala- 

tory  endearment;  I  am  happy 

in  thee  or  proud  of  thee. 
Leitter,  a  three-pronged  and  barb- 
ed dart  for  atrildng  flah. 
Levgh,  did  laugh. 
Leuk,  a  look,  to  look. 
Libbet,  castratod. 
Lick,  licket,  beat*  thraahen* 
Xiy),  tky,  firmament. 
Ligktlg,  aneeringly,  to  aneer  at,  to 

underralue. 
Lili,  a  bolladt  ^  taae,  to  aing. 
Limmer,  a  kept  miatreaa,  a  atmm* 

pet 
£imp%  limped,  hobbled. 
Link,  to  trip  along;  linKii,  trip* 

ping  along. 
Lima,  a  waterfall,  a  eaaeade. 
Lint,  flax;  lint  i  tke  hell,  Hmx  ia 

flower. 


Lini^kite,  a  linnet,  flaxen. 

Xocm,  the  plaee  of  milking. 

Loaning,  lane. 

Loo/,  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

XopI,  did  let 

XooMi^  the  plnral  of  looC 

Loek   man  I    ruatio   ezelamatlon 

modified  from  Lord  man. 
Loan,  k  fellow,  a  ragamofln,  a 

woman  of  eaay  Tirtae. 
Loup,  leap,  atartled  with  pain. 
Loti>er4ike,  lan-lonper,  a  atranger 

of  a  anapeeted  ohaiaeter. 


',    flaming; 
burning  deaire  for  drink. 
Lowrie,  abbrOTiation  of  Lawrenoe. 
Lowee,  to  looae. 
Loweed,  nnbonnd,  looaed. 
Lug,  the  ear. 
Lug  of  tkt  law,  at  the  jndgment- 


Lugget,  haring  a  handle. 
Luggie,  a  anmU  wooden  diah,  with 

a  handle. 
Lum,    the    ehimn^;    fai  lead, 

ehimney-top. 
Lunek,  a  large  pieoe  of  eheeae, 

fleah,  Ae. 
Lani,  a  column  of  amoke^  to  amoke^ 

to  walk  quickly. 
Xyar^  of  a  mixed  colour,  gray. 

If. 

Mae,  and  eiatV,  more. 

Maago^e-uteat,  food  for  the  wonni. 

liaXoun,  Satan. 

Mailen,  a  fium. 

Maiet,  moat,  almost 

Uaietlg,  moatly,  tat  the  greater 
part 

Maif,  to  make;  makia*,  making. 

Matty,  Molly,  Mary. 

Mang,  among. 

Manee,  the  nonae  of  the  pariah 
miniater  ia  ealled  "the 
Manae." 

Manteele,  a  mantle. 

Mark,  marka.  Thia  and  aereral 
other  nouna  which  in  Eng- 
liah  require  an  •  to  form  the 
plural,  are  in  Scotch,  like  the 
worda  aheep,  deer,  the  aame 
in  both  numben. 

Mark,  merk,  a  SeotUah  coin,  ralue 
thirteen  ahillinga  and  four- 
pence. 

Marled,  party-coloured. 

Mar'ejfear,  the  year  1715.  Called 
Mar'a  year  from  the  rebel- 
lion of  Snkine,  Earl  of 
Mar. 

Martial  ekuek,  the  aoldier'a  camp- 
comrade,  female  companion. 

Maekhm,  mixed  oom. 

Maek,  to  maah,  aa  malt^  Ac,  to  In- 
ftue. 

Maekin-pai,  teapot 

Maukin,  a  hare. 

Mamn,  mowmi,  mnal^  maat  not 

Maut,  malt 

Mawie,  the  thmah. 

Maw,  to  mow. 


Mawin,  mowing;  maim,  mowed; 
mau^d,  mowed. 

Mamn,  a  anmll  baaket,  without  a 
handle. 

JMeere,  a  mare. 

Melandiolioue,  monmftd. 

MMer,  a  load  of  com,  Ac,  sent  to 
the  mill  to  be  ground. 

Mett,  to  be  intimate,  to  meddle; 
alao  a  mallet  for  pounding 
barley  in  a  atone  trough. 

MOne,  to  aoU  with  meaL 

Men*,  to  mend. 

Menee,  good  mannera,  decorum. 

Menedem,  ill4wed,  rude,  impudent 

jr<r^  the  blaekbird. 

Meeein,  a  amali  dog. 

Middin,  a  dunghUL 

Middin-ereele,  dung-baaketa,  pan- 
nien  in  which  horsea  cany 
manure 

Middin^kole,  a  gnttor  aft  the  boi- 
tom  of  a  dunghilL 

MUkin'-ekid,  a  place  where  cows 
or  ewea  are  brought  to  be 
mUked. 

Mint,  prim,  affectedly  meek. 

Miu^-atoti^d,  gentle-monthed. 

JftV,  to  remember. 

Mineneae,  minuet 

Minfi,  mind  it,  reaolred,  intend* 
ing,  remembered. 

Minnie,  mother,  dam. 

JffM-lvdark. 

Mieccf,  to  abuae,  to  call  names; 
wkiamifd,  abuaed. 

Mieekanter,  accident 

Mieleard,  misehieTona^  vnmaa- 
nerly. 

Mieteuk,  mistook. 

MUker,  mother.  • 

Mixtie-maaetie,  eonfiisedly  mixed, 
mish-maah. 

Moieti/g,  moieii/led,  to  moiaten,  to 
aoak;  moiatened,  soaked. 

Mone-ateg,  a  large  piece  of  ord* 
nance,  to  be  seen  at  the  Caatle 
of  Edinbnrgh,  composed  of 
Iron  ban  welded  together  and 
then  hooped. 

Mode,  earth. 

Mong,  or  sioiim^  many. 

Moop,  to  nibble  as  a  sheep. 

Median,  of  or  belonging  to  moon. 

Jfom,  the  next  day,  to-morrow. 

ifoM,  the  month. 

Mondiwort,  a  mole 

JfoMtf*^  diminntlTe  of  mouse 

Muekle,  or  mickle,  great,  big^ 
mueh. 

Mueeeeiank,  muaea-rill,  a  atank, 
alow-flowing  water. 

Mueie,  diminntlTe  of  muse 

Muelin-kaH,  broth,  compoaed  aim- 
ply  of  water,  ahelled  bar- 
ley, and  greens;  thin  poor 
broth. 

Muiekkin,  aa  English  pint 

Mgeel,  myself. 

N. 

Na*,  no,  not,  nor. 
Nae,  or  na,  no,  not  any. 
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Naeihinff,  or  ftaitlkinff,  nolUng. 

Aitii^,  a  hors«,  m  nif  . 

AoiM,  none. 

Nappy t  ale,  to  be  tipsj« 

JiegUckitf  neglected. 

Ntehor,  a  neighbour. 

Neuk,  nook. 

Nei$t,  next. 

iVf  eoe,  ftie/;  the  flflL 

J^ieeeyV,  handful. 

i^t/Jfer,  an  ezehange,  to  barter. 

Jfiff^f  a  negro* 

J^tne-laiM  eal,  ahaAgmtt's  whip. 

JSUf  a  nut 

Norland,  of  or  baUm^f  to  tfao 

north. 
Noti^t,  notioed. 
Nowte,  blaok  eattfe. 

0. 

(y^rffomg,  overbearingnaa,  to  treat 
with  indignity,  litexaUy  to 
tread. 

&«rlay,  an  upper  eim?at 

Oitjf,  or  ome,  anr. 

Or,  ia  often  used  for  ere,  before. 

Orrchduddim,  auperflaous  xugi, 
old  elothes. 

0%  of  it 

Oiiria^  drooping,  ddrexing. 

Ourfel,  ourieU,  onrseWes. 

OutUn,  ontlien ;  cattle  unhoused. 

Ower,  owrt,  over. 

Owr^ip,  striking  with  a  fore- 
hammer  by  bringing  it  with 
a  swing  over  the  hip. 

Owen,  oxen. 

OxUrtd,  oarried  or  supported  un- 
der the  ann. 

•     p. 

pack,  intimate,  familiar!  twelve 

stone  of  wooL 
Paidlt,  paidUn,  to  walk  with  diffi- 

onlty,  as  if  in  water. 
Painck,  paunch. 
Paxtriek,  a  partridge* 
Pana,  to  cram. 
ParU,  courtship. 
Pariahen,  parish. 
Parriteh,     oatmeal    pudding,    a 

well-known  Scotch  drink. 
Pat,  did  pa^  a  pot* 
Pattle,  or  pettle,  a  small  spade  to 

clean  the  plough. 
Paughty,  proud,  hanghlj. 
Pavky,  cunning,  sly. 
Pf'-y^  paid,  beat 
peat-reek,  the  smoke  of  burning 

turf,    a    bitter    exhalation, 

whisky. 
Peek,  to  fetch  the  breath  shortly, 

as  in  an  asthma. 
Peekan,  the  crop,  the  stomach. 
Peehin,  respiring  wiUi  difficulty. 
Pennie,  riches. 
Pet,  a  domesticated  sheep,  Ac,  a 

favourite. 
Pettle,  to  cherish. 
Philaheg,  the  kilt 
Phraiee,  fair  speeches,  flattery,  to 

flatter. 


Phraimn,  flattering. 

Pibroek,  a  martial  air. 

PiMe,  a  small  quantilgr,  ooa  gnin 
of  com. 

Pi^yseraper,  Utfle  fiddler  j  a 
term  of  contempt  for  ft  bad 
player. 

PifU^oup,  a  two-quart  BMCure. 

Pine,  pain,  uneasiness,    . 

PingU,  a  small  pan  for  waimixtg 
children's  sops. 

PUuk,  an  old  Bootoh  «oin,  tiio 
third  part  of  an  Sngliah 
penny. 

Pladdeee,  pennylesiii  without  mo- 
ney. 

Plaidie,  diminutive  of  plaid* 

PUuie,  diminutive  of  plate* 

Plew,  or  pUughp  a  plou|^ 

Pltekie,  a  trick. 

Plumroee,  primrose. 

Pttek,  a  meal-bag. 

Poind,  to  seise  on  oattfe^  or  take 
the  goods  as  the  laws  of  Boot- 
land  allow,  for  ren^  ^o. 

PoorMk,  poverty. 

Poeie,  a  nosegay,  a  garland. 

Pou,  po^d,  to  pul^  pulled. 

Pouk,  to  pluck. 

Poueeie,  a  hare  or  cat 

Pouae,  to  pluck  with  the  hftQd. 

Pout,  a  polt,  a  chiok. 

Poi^t,  did  pttlL 

Pontherey,  fiery,  active. 

Pontkery,  like  powder. 

Pow,  the  head,  the  skull, 

Pownie,  a  little  horse,  a  pony. 

Powtker,  otpoutker,  gunpowder. 

Preelair,  superemlnent 

Prten,  a  pin. 

Prent,  printing,  print 

Prie,  to  taste  J  pH^d,  tasted. 

Prie/,  proof. 

Priy,  to  cheapen,  to  dispute ;  prig^ 
gin,  cheapening. 

Primne,  demure,  precise. 

Propone,  to  lay  down,  to  propose. 

Pund,  pund  o*  tow,  pound^  pound 
weight  of  the  refuse  of  flax. 

Pyet,  a  magpie. 

Pyle,  a  pyU,  o'  eaff,  a  single  gnua 
of  chaff. 

PyttU,  epistle. 


Quat,  quit 

Quak,  the  cry  of  a  duck. 

Queek,  a  drinking-cup  made  of 

wood  with  two  handles. 
Quey,  a  cow  from  one  to  two  yean 

old,  a  heifer, 
^tfief,  queans. 
Quakin,  quaking. 


Ragweed,  herb-ragwort 
JUaibU,  to  rattle,  nonsense. 
Bair,  to  roar. 

Raixe,  to  madden,  to  inflame. 
Ram/eezled,  fistlgued,  overpower- 
ed. 
Rampin*,  raging. 


ttouAiilets, 
Randie,  a sooldingstunty beggar^ 

a  shrew. 
Raniin*,  Joyoui. 
J^pbeft,  properiy  a  eoarae  dotl^ 

but  used  for  eoacse. 
Rarely,  excellently,  very  welL 
Jlos^  a  luabj  f«sU«s>,  a  buah  of 

rushes. 
JtMto%ftiaL 
Ramele,  rash|  ston^  feaxleaiy  ZMb 

ksa. 
RaugU,  readhed. 
Raw,  a  row. 
RoK,  to  stretch. 
Ream,  cream,  to  oreain. 
Reamin',  brimful,  frothia|^ 
Reave,  take  by  foree. 
Rebnte,  to  repulse^  rebuke. 
J^edfc^  to  heed. 
Rede,  oounsel,  to  eounsel,  to  di»- 


Red-peate,  bumiug  turia. 

JSMi-asol-d^  walking  in  blo#d 
over  the  shoe-tops. 

i7ed-wiM2,«ktarfc  mad. 

Ree,  half  drunk,  fhddled;  a  rae 
gaud,  a  wild  horse, 

iSeei^  smoke. 

Redbm\  smokiBg. 

Reekit,  smoked,  smoky. 

Reeetit,  stood  restive;  atttntedl, 
withered. 

Remoad,  remedy. 

Recite,  requited. 

Reetrieked,  restricted. 

Rew,  to  smile»  look  afleotionate^, 
tenderly. 

RiekUe,  shocks  of  eon,  stoeks. 

Riddle,  instrument  for  purifyiof 
oom. 

Rirf-randiee,  men  who  take  th« 
property  of  others,  accom- 
panied by  violence  and  mda 
words,     t 

Rig,  a  ridge. 

Rin,  to  run,  to  melt;  rtMiV,  lua- 
ning. 

Rink,  the  course  of  the  stQuea,  a 
term  in  curling  ou  ioe. 

Rip,  a  handAil  of  unthreehed  oooi. 

RippUe,  pains  in  the  back  and 
loins,  sounds  which  usher  ia 
death. 

RippUn-kame,  instrument  for 
dressing  flax. 

RiekU,  a  noise  like  the  tearing  of 
roots. 

Roekin*,  a  denomination  for  a 
friendly  visit  In  former 
times  young  women  met  with 
their  dbtafis  during  the  win- 
ter evenings,  to^ng,  and  spin* 
and  be  merry;  these  were 
called '<rookings." 

Roke,  distaC 

Rood,  stands  likewlae  Ibr  the  plu- 
ral, roods. 

RooH,  a  shred,  the  selvage  of  woek 
len  doth. 

Rooee,  to  praise;  to  commend. 

Ronn*,  round,  in  the  eircile  d 
neighbourhood. 

.ffoiipef,  hoarse,  as  with  a  cold. 
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J7Mi,  to  roll,  to  npt  to  wll  m 

WAter. 

Bounty  rolled,  wrapped. 

Botetef  to  low,  to  bellow. 

MovOk,  plenty. 

BqkHh*,  lowtog. 

RotH,  ro8tn. 

SttmbU-gumptUmf  rovgfa  oominoii- 
sense. 

Bun-deiUf  downright  devilf. 

Bun^,  •  endgeL 

Bunt,  the  atem  of  oolewott  or  cab- 
bage. 

BmnkUd,  wrinkled. 

Bmhf  a  woman's  name,  the  book 
io  eaUed,  loriow. 

Bghe,  reach. 


Sat,  to. 

5^,  toft. 

^t>,  to  senre,  a  loro;  waMe,  sor- 

rowfoL 
Sairiy,  wortHj, 
Sai/t,  ierred.  ^ 

Stirkf  a  ihirt 
Sarkii,  provided  In  shirts. 
iRsNyA,  .willow. 
Sa^K-woodiw,  withies,  nado  of 

willows,  now  supplanted  hf 

ropes  and  ehains. 
Ami^sooL 
Smmontf^nlmom* 
^SauAt,  sauiifef,  saint;  to  Tsmish. 
^m^salt. 
Saw,  to  sow. 
JSkiein*,  sowing. 
Sax,  sU. 
Seawd,  to  scald. 
Soautd,  to  scold. 

Scaur,  apt  to  be  scared ;  a  preci- 
pitous banic  of  earth  which 

the  stream  has  washed  red. 
Seawl,  a  scold. 
Sctme,  a  kind  of  bread. 
Se&nMr,  a  loathing,  to  loath. 
Seraieh  and  ScritgJk,  to  seream,  as 

a  hen  or  partridge. 
Scrud,  to  tear,  a  rent;  werttding, 

tearing. 
Scrien,  terievtn,  to  glide  Softtj, 

glecsomely  along. 
Scrimp,  to  scant 
Svrimptt,  scant,  scanty. 
Soroagie,  corered  with  underwood, 

bushy. 
StuMudrew,  fomlcalion. 
SeiMtn',  seuing. 
Set,  self;  a  hodj^t  ssT,  O&S^S  isif 

alone. 
Stift,  Hd  sen. 
Skn*,  to  send. 
Sertan%  serrant. 
S^tUti',  settling;  to  gH  a  mUlin', 

to  be  ftigbted  into  quletn^ 


Set;  §et$  off,  goes  awa  j. 

ShackUi-fiet,  ill-shaped. 

Shaif^d,  a  shred,  a  shard. 

Skangwt,  a  stick  cleft  at  one  end 
for  pulling  the  tidl  of  a  dog, 
Ac,  by  way  of  mischief,  or  to 
fnghten  him  away. 

AM^ii^walk  it;  tkankt,  legs. 

Skawi,  shallow. 


JS^tner,  a  humorous  wag,  a  bsrber. 
Skavie,  to  do  an  ill  turn. 
Sham,  to  show ;  a  small  wood  in  a 

hollow  place. 
Sh4ip-9hamk,  to  think  ont^t  Ml/tuu 

^ietp-^hamk,  to  be  conceited. 
Shtrra^muir,  Sheriff-Muir,  the  ft- 

moos  battle  of,  1715. 
Sheuah,  a  ditch,  a  treneh,  a  sluice. 
Shitl,  theaUng,  a  shepherd's  oot- 

tage. 
193^02,  shrilL 
Skog,  a  shock,  a  push  off  at  one 

side. 
Skoo,  ill  to  please,  ill  to  It 
Skoolf  a  shoTcL 
Skoom,  shoes. 

Short,  to  oflBr,  to  thrsatesu 
ShM'd,  half  oStoed  and  threat- 
ened. 
Shouiktr,  the  shoulder. 
Shot,  one  traTerse  of  the  shuttle 

from  side  to  side  of  the  web. 
Bit,  such. 

Sicker,  sure,  steady. 
SideKnt,  sideling,  sfauitiAg. 
Silken-mood,  a  illet  of  silk,  a 

token  of  yirginity. 
Sitter,  silTcr,  money,  iHiite. 
Simmer,  summer. 
Sin,  a  son. 
Sinewne,  sinoe  then. 
Skatth,  to  damage,  to  hi^ure,  In- 
jury. 
Skeigh,  proud,  nice,  saucy,  met- 
tled. 
Skeigh,  shy,  maiden  coyness. 
Skettvm,  a  noisy  reckless  fellow. 
Skdp,  to  strike,  to  slap;  to  walk 

with  a  smart  tripping  step,  a 

smart  stroke. 
Skelpi4{mmer,  a  technical  term  in 

female  scolding. 
Skeljpin,  tkelpit,  striking,  walking 

rapidly,  UtersUy  striking  the 

ground. 
J^nkUn,  thin,  gaasy,  sealtery. 
Skirtimg,  sfarieldng,  ciying. 
Skirl,  to  cry,  to  shriek  shriUy. 
SkirTt,  shrieked. 
SUent,  slant,  to  run  aslan^  to  de- 

Tiate  from  truth.  . 
Sklenied,  ran,  or  hit^  in  ao  oblique 

direietion. 
Skouth,  vent,  free  action. 
Skreigh,  a  scream,  to  soreaa,  the 

first  cry  uttered  by  a  child. 
JSOeyte,  a  worthless  fellow,  to  slide 

rapidly  off. 
Skgrin,  party-eoloored,  the  eheeks 

of  the  tartan. 
Sloe,  sloe. 
Siade,  did  sUde. 

SU^,  a  gate,  a  breach  1b  a  fence. 
SUne,  slow. 
Site,  eleeet,  sly,  shyest 
Sleekit,  sleek,  sly. 
SUdderg,  slippery. 
Slip-ehod,  smoou  shod. 
iSfeicfi,  quench,  slake. 
Slgpc,  to  fall  oror,  as  a  wet  flxirow 

from  the  plough. 
Sij/pet-o'er,  feU  OTcr  with  a  slow 

lelnota&t  motloib 


Smtf,  smalL 

Swteddum,  dvMt,  powder,  mettle^ 

sense,  sagacity. 
Smidd^,  smithy. 

Smirktng,  good-natured,  winking. 
Smoor,  emdbred,  to  smother,  smo* 

ttered. 
Smouhe,  smutty,  obscene;  ssmmIjs 

jiAu^  sooty  aspect. 
Smgtrie,  a  numerous  collection  of 

small  indiTiduals. 
Snapper,  mistake. 
SncM,  abuse.  Billingsgate,  impefw 

tinenee. 
Snaw,  snow,  to  snow. 
Snaw-hreo,  melted  snow. 
Snawie,  snowy. 
Snap,  to  lop,  to  cut  oC 
Sned-heeome,  to  cut  brooms. 
Sneeehin,  snuff. 
Sneethin'miU,  a  snuff-box. 
SneU  an4  •nettg,  bitter,  biting; 

enelleet,  bitterest 
Sniek^rawing,  trick,  contriving. 
Sniek,  the  latchet  of  a  door. 
Sniri,  enir^,  concealed  laughter^ 

to  breathe  the  nostrils  in  A 

displeased  manner. 
Snool,  one  whose  spirit  is  broken 

with  oppressive  slavery;  to 

submit  tamely,  to  sneak. 
Snoove,  to  go  smoothly  and  con- 
stantly, to  sneak. 
Snotek,  enowkH,  to  scent  or  snuff 

as  a  dog,  scented,  sBuffed. 
Sodger,  a  soldier. 
Soneie,  having   sweet   engaging 

looks,  lucky,  jolly. 
Soom,  to  swim. 
Soak,  to  suck,  to  drink  long  and 

enduringly. 
So^pU,  flexible,  swifU 
Soupled,  suppled. 
Soutker,  to  solder. 
Sowter,  a  shoemaker. 
Sowene,  the  fine  floor  remaining 

among  the  seeds  of  oatmeal 

made  into  an  agreeable  pud- 
ding. 
Sowp,  a  spoonf\i1,  a  small  quantity 

of  anything  liquid. 
Sowth,  to  try  over  a  tune  with  n 

low  whistle. 

to  prophesy,  to  divine. 
liU,  chips,  splinters. 
ml,  a  limb. 
fpairge,  to  clash,  to  soil,  as  wilh 

mire. 
&KUee,  sudden  floods. 
^Kwiet,  having  the  spavin. 
Speat,  a  sweeping  torrent  afkoK 

rain  or  thaw. 
Ams^  to  climb. 
Spenee,  the  parlour  of  a  fhimhouse 

or  cottage. 
Saltier,  to  ask,  to  Inquire;  9pUr% 

inquired. 
J^nnin-graitk,  wheel  and   roke 

and  lint 
Splaiter,  to  splutter,  a  splutter. 
Spleughan,  a  tobacco-pouch. 
Splore,  a  frolic,  noise,  riot 

ihled,  scrambled. 
[/«,  to  seramUe. 
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&arechUdf  spottedt  ip«oUed. 

Spring,  s  quick  air  in  miuiey  a 
Scottish  reel. 

Sjprii,  $pret,  m  toagli-rooted  plant 
Bomething  like  nuhesi  joint- 
ed-leaved  rush.    * 

i^im'e,  fall  of  spirits.       0 

&Mmkt  fire,  mettle,  wit»  spark. 

opunkie,  mettlesome,  fiery;  wUl 
o*  Uie  wisp,  or  ignis  Iktuos ; 
the  deriL 

SpurtUf  a  stick  used  in  making 
oatmeal  pudding  or  porridge, 
a  notable  Scottish  dish. 

Sqtutdf  a  crew  or  party,  a  squad- 
ron. 

Squatter,  to  flutter  In  water,  ma 
a  wild-duck,  Ac. 

Squattle,  to  sprawl  in  the  act  of 
hiding. 

Sqneelf  a  scream,  a  screech,  to 
scream. 

Stacker,  to  stagger. 

Stack,  a  rick  of  corn,  haj,  peatl. 

Staggie,  a  stag. 

jS^(ai^,  a  two  year-old  horse. 

Stalwart,  stately,  strong. 

StanOf  sting,  stung. 

Stan%  to  stand;  ston'l^  did  stand. 

StanCf  stone. 

Stankf  did  stink,  a  pool  of  stand- 
ing water,  slow-moving  water. 

Stapf  stop,  stave. 

Stark,  stout,  potent 

Startle,  to  run  as  cattle  stang  by 
the  gadfly. 

Staukin,  stalking,  walking  dis- 
dainftiUy,  waUung  without  an 
aim. 

Staumrel,  a  blockhead,  half-witted. 

Stauf,  did  steal,  to  surfeit. 

Steeh,  to  cram  the  belly.         « 

Steehin,  cramming. 

Steek,  to  shut,  a  stitch. 

Steer,  to  molest,  to  stir. 

Steeve,  firm,  compacted. 

SuU,  a  stUl. 

Sten,  to  rear  as  a  horse,  to  leap 
suddenly. 

Stravagin,  wandering  withont  an 
aim. 

Stente,  tribute,  dues  of  any  kind. 

Stey,  steep ;  atyeat,  steepest 

Stilble,  stubble;  etubble-rig,  the 
reaper  in  harvest  who  takes 
the  lead. 

Stick-an'-etow,  totally,  altogether. 

Stilt-etilte,  a  crutch;  to  limp,  to 
halt;  poles  for  crossing  a 
river. 

Stimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a 
Winchester  busheL 

Sttrk,  a  cow  or  bullock  a  year 
old. 

Stock,  a  plant  of  colewort,  cab- 
bages. 

Stockin*,  stocking;  throunng  ike 
ttockin',  when  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  are  put  into  bed, 
the  former  throws  a  stocking 
at  random  among  the  00m- 
pany,  and  the  person  whom 
it  falls  on  is  the  next  that 
wiU  bo  married. 


Stook,  tloohed,  a  shock,  of  cotn,^ 

made  into  shocks. 
Stotg  a  young  bull  or  ox. 
Stonnd,  sudden  pang  of  the  heart 
i^oup,  or  etotep,  a  kind  of  high 

narrow  jag  or  dish  with  a 

handle  for  holding  liquids. 
Stowre,  dusty    more    particularly 

dust  in  motion ;  ttowrU,  dusty. 
Stownline,  by  stealth. 
Stown,  stolen. 
Stojfte,  the  walking  of  a  dninkea 

man. 
Straek,  did  strike. 
Strae,  straw;  to  dU  a  fair  «(rae 

death,  to  die  in  bed. 
Straikf  to  stroke ;  atraiket,  stroked. 
Strappen,  tall,  handsome,  vigorous. 
Stratk,  low  aUavial  land,  a  holm. 
Straugkt,  straight 
Strtek,  ib^tched,  to  stretch. 
StriddU,  to  straddle. 
Stroanf  to  spont^  to  pisa. 
Stroup,  the  spout 
Studdie,  the  anvil 
Stumpif,  diminutive  of  atunp;  a 

grub  pen. 
Strunt,  spirituous  liquor  of  any 

kind;  to  walk  sturdily,  to  be 

affronted. 
Stuff,  com  or  pulse  of  any  kind. 
Sturt,  trouble;  to  molest 
Startin,  frighted. 
Stgme,  a  glimmer. 
Sucker,  sugar. 
Sud,  should. 
Mugh,  the  conUnned  rushing  bmso 

of  wind  or  water. 
Sumph,  a  pluokless  fellow,  with 

little  heart  or  souL 
Suthron,  Southern,  an  old  name 

of  the  English. 
Swaird,  sword. 
SwaWd,  swelled. 
Swank,  stately,  JoUy. 
Swankie,  or  ewanker,  a  tight  strap- 
ping young  fellow  or  glrL 
Swap,  an  exchange,  to  barter. 
Swar/ed,  swooned. 
Swat,  did  sweat 
Swateh,  a  sample. 
Swata,  drink,  good  ale,  new  ale  or 

wort 
Swear,  laiy,  averse;  dead-aweer, 

extremely  averse. 
Swoor,  swore,  did  swear. 
Swinga,  to  beat,  to  whip. 
Swinka,  to  labour  hard. 
Swirlie,  knaggy,  full  of  knots. 
Swirl,  a  curve,  an  eddving  blast 

or  pool,  a  knot  in  tne  wood. 
Switk,  get  away. 
Swithar,  to  hesitate  in  choice,  an 

irresolute  wavering  in  choice. 
&feibow,  a  thick-necked  onion. 
I^fna,  since,  ago,  then. 

T. 

Taeketa,  broad-headed  naili   for 

the  heels  of  shoes. 
Taa,  a  toe;  tkraa-taad,  having  three 

prongs. 
Tak,  to  take;  tahin,  taking. 


Tangle,  a  sea-weed  used  as  sala^ 
Tap,  the  top. 

Ttgietleaa,  heedless,  foolish. 
Taurge,  targe  theat  tigktlg,  eross- 

question  them  severely. 
Tarrow,  to  murmur  at  one's  allow* 

anee. 
Tarrg-breeka,  a  saSor. 
TaaaU,  a  smsJl  measure  for  IlqitQr* 
Tauld,  or  told,  told. 
TVittpie,   a    foolish,    thoaghtieai 

young  person. 
Tauted,  or  tauiia,  matted  togetlitt 

{spoken  of  hair  and  wool). 
Tame,  that  allows  itself  peaeeab^ 

to  be  handled  (spoken  of  a 

oow,  horse,  ike.) 
Taai,  a  small  quantity. 
TeeiMeaa  hawtie,  toothlesa  cur. 
TeetMeaa  gab,  a  mouth  wantiag 

the  teeth,  an  expression  of 

aoom. 
Ten-houra-hite,  a  alight  feed   to 

the  hone  while  in  the  yoke  la 

the  forenoon. 
Tent,  a  l^ld  pulni^  heed,  eaatioo ; 

to  take  heed. 
Tentie,  heedAiI,  cautions. 
Tantleaa,  heedless,  careless. 
Teugh,  tongh. 
Tkaek,  thatch;    tkaek  on*  re^ 

clothing  and  necessaries. 
7%aa,  these. 

Thairma,  small  guts,  flddle-stzingv 
Thankit,  thanked.  ^ 

Thaekit,  thatched. 
TkegUher,  together. 
T^emaeF,  themselves. 
Thick,  intimate,  iSuiillar. 
Thiggar,  crowding,  make  a  nolsa; 

a  seeker  of  SmM, 
Thir,  these. 
Thirl,  to  thrin. 
Thirled,  thrilled,  vibrated. 
Thde,  to  suffer,  to  endure. 
Thowe,  a  thaw,  to  thaw. 
Thowlaaa,  slack,  laxy. 
Throng,  throng,  busy,  a  crowd. 
Thrappla,  throat  windpipe. 
Thraw,  to  sprain,  to  twist,  to  eon* 

tradlet 
Thrawin',  twisting,  &e. 
Thrown,  sprained,  twisted,  con* 

tradictod,  eontradiction. 
Threap,  to  maintain  by  dint  of  a»- 

sertion. 
Threahin%    threshing;    tkreakim*^ 

tree,  a  flail. 
Thrateen,  thirteen. 
Thriatle,  thistle. 
Through,  to  go  on  with,  to  mailsa 

out 
Throuihar,  pell-mell,    oonfosedlj 

(throngh-ither). 
Thrum,  sound  of  a  spinning-wheel 

in  motion,  the  thread  remala- 

ing  at  the  end  of  a  web. 
Thutl,  to  make  a  loud  intemsttiBl 

noise. 
Thummart,  foumart  poleoat 
T3Uhiij9j^  thumped. 
Thgatf,  thysel£ 
TiWt,  to  it  ^ 

Timmer^  timber. 


GLOSSARY. 


641 


77ii«,  to  lose ;  tint,  lost 

Tinkler,  ft  tinker. 

Twf  a  ram. 

Ttppence,  twopence,  money. 

Tirl,  to  make  a  slight  noxie,  to 
uncover. 

Tirlin',  tirUt,  uncoTcriog. 

Tither,  the  other. 

TitfU,  to  whisper,  to  prate  idlj. 

TiuUih  whispering. 

Tocher,  moitiage  portion;  focAer 
bandt,  marriage  bonds. 

Tod;  a  fox.  "  Tod  C  ike /avid," 
fox  in  the  fold. 

ToddU,  to  totter,  like  the  walk  of 
ft  child;  todleti-dow,  toddling 
dove. 

To<h/a\  ''Too  &'  o'  the  nieht»" 
when  twilight  darkens  into 
night;  a  bailding  added,  » 
loftn-to. 

TooM,  empty. 

7V)o«Md^  emptied. 

Toop,  ft  ram. 

Tom,  ft  toast 

Toiie,  wujp  ftnd  raddj  with 
Wftrmfi,  good-looking,  in- 
toxicating. 

Tmm,  ft  hftmlet,  ft  formhonse. 

ToMl^  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  tmm- 
pet»  to  blow  a  horn  or  tmmpet 

TowUe;  touxling,  romping,  mffling 
the  elothes. 

9^  ft  rope. 

Towmomd,  ft  twelvemonth. 

Toient,  rongh,  shasgy. 

Tojft  ft  very  old  ioshlon  of  female 
head-dress. 

Toyle,  to  totter  like  old  age. 

TrmM»,  harrow'tramt,  the  handles 
of  ft  bftrrow. 

TrantmHfriJied,  tronsmigrfttedy 
metftfflorpbosed. 

JVojArn'e,  trash,  mbbish. 

TriekU,  fnll  of  trioki. 

Trif,  Bpmoe,  neat 

IHmljf,  elererly,  exoellentlyi  In  a 
*seemly  manner. 

TrimU,  tHntU,  the  wheel  of  a  bar- 
row, toroU. 

JVimkiimf  triokling. 

Troggtn,  troggin',  wandering  mer- 
chaotSy  goods  to  truck  or  dii- 
pose  of. 

Trov,  to  beiiere,  to  tmst  to. 

Drotpth,  tmth,  a  petty  oath. 

2Vy«i»,  appointments,  lore  meet- 
Ingt,  cattle  shows. 

TSmbUr-^ckeeU,  the  wheels  of  ft 
kind  of  low  oftrt 

Tmg,  rftw  hide,  of  which  In  old 
time  plough-trooef  were  fro- 
qnenUy  mode, 

7V^  or  low,  either  in  leather  or 
rope. 

1\itzUf  a  qnarrel,  to  qnorrel,  to 
fight 

9V«,  two ;  twO'/ald,  twofold. 

Twa-tKrte,  a  few. 

T^md,  it  woold. 

IVpoi^  twclre;  twalpeimi^  worfl, 
ft  small  quantity,  a  penny- 
worth.— N.  B.  One  penny 
EngUeh  if  12dL  Scotch. 


'Twa/aul,  twofold. 

Tufin,  to  part 

Twittle,  twisting,  the  art  of  making 

a  rope. 
ISfke,  a  dog. 
Tjftdaif,  Tuesday. 


U. 


more 


UnbatVd  ftUjf,    ft   young 
■  hitherto  nnsftddled. 

CTmco,  strange,  uncouth,  Twyf  T^iy 
great  prodigioui. 

Uncot,  news. 

Unfavld,  unfold. 

UnheniCd,  unknown. 

CTiiMeJfcer,  uncertain,  WftTcriag,  in- 
secure. 

Umikakked,  undftmftged,  unhurt 

Upo*,  upon. 

V. 

Yap'rtn,  yapouring. 

VawUU,  joyoni,    delight   which 

cannot  contain  itself. 
Fero,  Tciy. 

Virl,  a  ring  round  a  column,  Ae. 
To^'eyTain. 

Fa*,  wall;  wtf;  walls. 

ITa&fter,'  a  wearer. 

Wad,   would,  to   be^  a  be^  a 

pledge. 
Wadna,  would  not 
Wadtti,  land  on  which  money  is 

lent  ft  mortgage. 
Waitf   woe;    fea^u',    lorrowftil; 

wailing. 
Wa^ff^'waodit,  hangman's  rope. 
Wamwika!  TToe's  me/    Alost  0 

the  pity  I 
Wi^fiower,  wall-flower. 
Wcfi,  woof;  the  cross  thread  that 

goes  from  the  shuttle  througt^ 

the  web. 
Wa}f9  Oft'  crock;  stray  sheep  and 

old  ewes  past  breeding. 
Wair,  to  lay  out  to  expend. 
Walt,  choice,  to  choose. 
WaPd,  chose,  chosexi. 
Walic,  ample,  1arge,9>Ily,  also  an 

exclamation  of  Stress. 
Wcmc,  the  belly. 
WamM,  a  bellyftil. 
TTaneAatM/e,  unlucky. 
^Wanrttt,  wanrmt/nf,  restlesi,  un- 

restfuL 
Work,  work. 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  woik  wtfh. 
WarUtt-worm,  a  miser. 
WarU,  or  warld,  world. 
Tforlod^awisaiil;  warlockJtmcmc, 

a  knoll  where  worlooks  oaoe 

held  tiyste. 
Warlg,  worldly,  eager  la  ■massing 

wealth. 
Wartan*,  a  warrant  to  warrant 
War^U,  wrestie. 
WanJ^d,  or  wangled,  wresfled. 
Watirie,  prodigality. 
Wai,  wet ;  /  wol— /  wo*— I  know. 


Wat,  a  man's  upper  dress;  a  sort 
of  mantle. 

WaieT'bro^e,  broso  made  of  meal 
and  water  simply,  without  tho 
addition  of  milk,  batter,  Ac 

WattU,  a  twig,  a  wand. 

Wauble,  to  swing,  to  reel. 

Wauktn,  waking,  watching. 

Waukii,  thickened  as  fuUerf  do 
cloth. 

Waukrifc,  not  apt  to  sleep. 

Waur,  worse,  to  worst 

Waur^t,  worsted. 

Wean,  a  child. 

Wcary-widdU,  toilsome  oontest  of 
life. 

Wcacon,  weasond,  windpipe. 

Wcavcn'  tkc  ttoeking,  to  knit 
stockings. 

Wecdcr-dipt,  instrument  for  ro- 
moTing  weeds. 

ITes^  little ;  «Me  tking$,  littie  ones^ 
wee  bite,  a  small  matter. 

ITee^  well ;  «eee{/are,  welfare. 

Wed,  rain,  wetness;  to  wet 

TTe'M,  we  shalL 

TFJU^who. 

WhatMle,  to  wheeie. 

Wkatpit,  whelped. 

WkoM,  a  leathom  thong,  a  plecd 
of  cheese,  bread,  Ac 

ITIori^  where;  wkar^cr,  wher- 
OTOr. 

Wktep,  to  fly  nimbly,  to  jerk, 
penny-wheep,  small-beer. 

Wkaee,  loXo**,  whose — ^who  is. 

What  reek,  ncTertheless. 

Whtd,  the  motion  of  a  hare  run- 
ning, but  not  frighted — a  lie. 

WhiddcH,  running  as  a  hare  or 
oon^. 

WhigwicUcriec,  whims,  fancies, 
crotchets. 

Wkilk,  which. 

Wkingim',  dying,  oomplainlng, 
fretting. 

Wkirligigwae,  useless  ornaments, 
timing  appendages. 

WhieeU,  a  whUtie,  to  whistle. 

Whiekt,  silence;  fo  Mold  on^c 
^kui,  to  be  silent 

Wkitik,  wkiekH,  to  sweep,  to  lash. 

Wkiekin'  heard,  a  beard  like  the 
whiskers  of  a  cat 

Wkukit,  lashed,  the  motion  of  a 
hone's  tail  remoring  flies. 

Wkittcr,  ahearty  draught  of  liquor. 

WkUfiU,  a  knife. 

Whumdamief  a  whinstone. 

W^,  witii. 

Widt,  to  strike  a  stone  in  an  ob- 
lique direction,  a  term  in 
enrlittg. 

Widdifa,  twisted  like  a  withy,  one 
who  merits  hanging. 

Wid,  a  small  whirlpool. 

W^fU-wifikie,  a  diminutire  or  en- 
dearing name  for  wife. 

Wiqki,  stout  enduring. 

Wulyart^lumr,  a  bewildered  dis- 
mayed stare. 

WiwtpU'WmpUi,  to  meander,  mo- 
andered,  to  enfold. 

WimfUa,  waring,  meandering. 
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Win*,  to  wind,  to  winnow. 
Winfuin'-thrmud,    patting    tknad 

into  hnnks. 
Wviftf  windod  m  a  bottom  of  janu 
W%%\  wind. 
TTtii,  lire. 
ITtiHiay  will  not 
Winmackf  %  window. 
IffiMoiiM,  henrty,  Tsimtodf  gny. 
WifUUf  •  itaggering  motiflB,  to 

stagger,  to  roeL 
Wim,  to  wish. 
Wiikovttn,  without 
WtMenwd,      hide-boaady      dried, 

ihronk. 
IFtiiM,  n  cone  or  improenltoii. 
IToniMr,  n  wonder,  •  eonteatpliioai 

ap]>eUntion. 
Woo\  wooL 

J^9o,  to  oonrt,  to  make  Wre  to. 
WiddU,  a  rope,  more  .property 

one  of  withi  or  wiUowi. 


iroer-io&t,tbe  garter  knitted  below 
the  knee  with  a  ooapLe  of  loope. 

Wcrdjf,  worthy. 

Wonet,  wonted. 

Wrack,  to  tease,  to  Tez. 

Wwd,  wild,  mad;  tcurf mad,  die- 
traeted. 

WymhU,  a  wimble. 

Wraitk,  a  spirit,  a  ghost,  an  ap- 
parition exaetly  like  a  liriag 
person,  whose  appearanee  is 
said  to  forbode  the  person's 
approaching  death ;  also 
wrath. 

Wrang,  wrong,  to  wrong. 

Wrttih,  a  drifted  heap  of  now. 

Wyiieooaf,  a  flannel  rest 


Wu 


yU,  blame,  to  blame. 


T. 

Tt,  this   pronoon 
used  for  thoo. 


Si  frequently 


Tmtm,  longs  mudu 

TeaUm^  bom  In  the  same  year, 

ooevala. 
Teorv  it  used  both  for  "■g*'UT 

and  plural,  years. 
YM,  barren,  that  gires  no  mQl. 
reri^tolash,tojork. 
TtrhH,  jeiked,  lashed. 
Tttirmm,  yestenigbt 
Ten,  agate. 
Tedb't^  itohei. 
Tm,  ale. 
7«rd;  ytrde^  earth,  eaitbed,  bfr 

ried. 
Tokim*,  yoUng. 
Yomi,  t^amtf  beyond* 
Tirr,  lirely. 


Towit,  dimlnutlTe  of  yi 
r«li^  Christmas. 
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S.  B.  UMkRi,  BTBUBOTTPBS. 


muOBT  9t  HASTT,  punrrcse. 
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